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MIDSOMMER NIGHTS 

DREAME. 

Enter Tbefetu,Hippohta, with others . 




Thefeus. 

Ow faire Hippoltta, our nuptiall houre 
Drawes on apace : foure happy daies bring in 
Another Moone : but oh,me-thinks, how flow 
This old Moone wanes.* She lingers my defires 
Like to a Step-dam,or a Dowager, 

Long withering out a young mans reuenew. 

/ftp. Foure daies will quickly fteepe themfcliies in nights 
Foure daies will quickly dreame away the time : 

And then the Moone, like to a filuerbow. 

Now bent in heauen,ftiall behold the night 
Of our folemnities. 

rr/. _ /7 s 



Stirre vp the Athenian yopth to merriments. 

Awake the peart and nimble fpirit of mirth, 

Turne melancholy foorth to Funerals : 

The pale companion is not for our pompe. 

Hippolita,! woo’d thee with my fword. 

And wonne thy loue, doing thee iniuries : 

But I will wed thee in another key, 

With pompe.with triumph,and with reuelling. 

Enter Sgetu and bit daughter Hermia,and Lj fader, 
Helena ,and Demetrius. 

£gv?.Happy be The feus, our renowned Duke. 

T&f .Thanks good Sgetu. What’s thenewes with thee? 
E^tf.Full of vexation ,come I,with complaint 
, \ . ■ \ A 2 
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A Midfommer nights Dream e, 

Againftmy childe,my daughter Hermit. 

Stand foorth Demetrius. 

My noble Lord^ 

This man hath my content to marry her. 

St and foorth Lgfander, 

And my gracious Duke; : 1 • , vi 

This man hath bewitcht the bofome of tny childe « 

Thou, thou Ljfander, ch<?u haft giuen her rimes, 

And interchang’d ioue tokens with my childe : 

1 hou haft by moone-light at her window lung, 

With faining;voicc,verfes of faining loue, - 
And ftolne the imprelSon 'of her farttafie, 

With brae elei s ofxhy h lire, rings,gawdes, conceits, 
Knack$ ; triflesjBofegaies, fweet meates (meflengers 
Of ftrong preuailement in vnhardened youth) 

With cunning haft thou filcht my daughters heart, 
Turjnd herobedience (which is due to me) 
Toftubborncharfhnefle.And my gracious Duke, 

Be itj’o (he will not here before your Grace, 

Conlent to marry with Demetrius , 

Ibcg the ancient priuiledge of Athens ; 

As (he is mine, I may difpofc of her 5 
Which (hall be either to this gentleman. 

Or to her death, according to our law, 

Immcdiatly prouided in that cafe. 

T&c.What fay you Hermtat be aduis’d,faire maid. 
To you your father (houd be as a God : ' ,0 . 

One that compos’d your beauties ; yea and one, 

T o whom you are but as a forme in wax 
By him imprinted,and within his power, 

To leaue the figure, or disfigure it s 
Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 

Her. So is Ly fancier. The . In himfelfe he is. 

But in this kinde,wanting your fathers voyce. 

The other muift be held the worthier. 

S?* ZJ 
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A Midfommers nights Dreame. 

Her.\ would my father lookt but with my eyes. 

The . Rather your eyes mud with his iudgement lookc. 
jyVr.I do intreate your Grace to pardon me. 

I know not by what power l am made bold, 

Nor how it may concerne my modefty. 

In fuch a prefence.here to plead my thoughts ; 

But I befeech your Grace,that I may know 
The word that may befall me In this cafe. 

If I refufe to wed Demetrius. 

The . Either to die the death, or to abiure 
For euer the fociety of men.- 
Therefore faire tf<rww,queftion your defires. 

Know of your youth.examine well your blood, 

Whether (if you yeeld not to your fathers choyce) 

You can endure the liuery ofa Nunne, 

For aye to be in (hady Cloifter mew d 
To liue a barren fifter all your life, 

Chanting faint hymnes to the colde fruitlefle Moone. 
Thrice bleffed they that tnafter fo their blood. 

To vndergo fuch maiden pilgrimage, 

.But earthlier happy is the Rofe diftild. 

Then that which withering on the virgin thorne, 
Growes,liues,and dies,in Angle bleffedneffe. 

Her . So will I grow.fo liue,fo dye my Lord, 

Ere I will yeeld my virgin Patent vp 

Vnto his Lordftiip, whofc vnwiftied yoake 
My foule confer.ts not to giue fouerainty. 

T&e.Take time to paufe,and by the next new Moone, 
The fcaling day betwixt my loue and me, 

For euerlaftingbond of fellowftiip : 

Vpon that day either prepare to dye. 

For difobcdience to your fathers will. 

Or elfe to wed Demetrius , as he wold. 

Or on Dianaes Altar to proteft. 

For ayc,auftcrity, and fingle life. _ 
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A Midfommer aighds Dreame. 

Bfw.Relent fweete Hermit and Ly finder, yecld. 
Thy crazed title to my certaihe right. 

Lyf You haue her Fathers loue, Demetritss : 

Let me haue Hermias : do you marry him. 

Egeus. Scomfull Lyftnder, truc,he hath my Loue ; 
And what is mine, my loue {hall render him. 

And (he is mine, and all my right of her 
I do eftate vnto Demetrius. 

Lyftn.X am my Lord, as well deriu’d as hee, 

As well pofleft : my loue is more then his : 

My fortunes euery way as fairely ranckt 
(If not with vantage) as Demetrius : 

And (which is more then all thefe boafts can be ) 

1 am belou’d of beautious Hermta. 

Why fhould not I then profecute my right ? 
Demetrius auouch it to his bead. 

Made loue to Nedars daughter,fli?/w<r. 

And won her foule : and (he (fweete Lady) dotes, 
Deuoutly dotes, dotes in Idolatry, 

Vpon this (potted and inconftant man. 

The. I muft confeffe.that I haue heard fo much. 
And with Demetrius , thought to haue (poke thereof j 
But being oucr full of fclfe-affaires. 

My minde did lofe it. But Demetrius come. 

And come ££<?«.r,you {hall go with me, 

I haue fome priuate fchooling for you both. 

For you faire Hermia^ookc you arme your fclfe, 

To fit your fancies to your fathers will ; 

Or elfethe Law of Athens yeelds you vp 

(Which by no meanes we may extenuate) / a „ 

To death,or to a vow of Angle life. 

Come my Hippo/ita • what cheare my loue? 

Demetrius and Egeus goe along : 

I muft imploy you in fome bufinefle 
Againft our nuptiall, and conferee with you 
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AMidfommers nights Dreame. 

Of fomething,neerely that concernes your felues. 
£W.With duty and defire,we follow you. Exeunt . 

Lyf Mow now my loue ? Why is your cheeks fopale? 
How chance the rofes there do fade fo faft ? 

i/fr. Belike for want of raine ; which I could well 
Beteeme them,from the tempeft of my eyes. 

Lyf High me ; for ought that I could euer readc. 
Could euer heare by tale or hiftory, 

The courfe of true loue neuer did runne fmoothe, 

But either it was different in bloud ; 

Her . O crofle ! too high to be inthrald to loue. 

Lyf Or elfemifgraffed,inrefpe& of ycares ; 

Her. O fpight ! too olde to be ingag’d to yong. 

Lyf Or elfe it flood vpon the choife of friends; 

Her. O hell,to choofe loue by anothers eyes. 

Lyf Or, if there were a fimpathy in choifc, 
Warre,death,or ficknefle,did lay fiedge to it; 

Making it momentany.as a found ; 

Swift as a {hadow ; Ihort as any dreame ; 

Briefe as the lightening in the collied night. 

That (in a fpleene) vnfolds bothheauen and earth; 

And ere a man hath power to fay,behold. 

The iawes of darkneffe do deuoure it vp : 

So quicke bright things come to confufion. 

Her .If then true Louers haue bin euer croft. 

It ftands as an edi& in deftiny : 

T hen let vs teach our triall patience, 

Becaufe it is a cuftomary croffe, 

As due to loue,as thoughts,and dreames,and nghes, 

Wifhes and teares; poore Fancies followers. 

Lyf. A good perfwafion : therefore heare xaeJiermiAi 

I haue a widow Ant, a dowager, _ 

Of great reuenew,and fhe hath no childe. 

From Athens is her houfc remote feuen leagues. 

And flic refpects me, as her onely fonne : 
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A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

There gentle Hermit may I marry thee* 

And to that place,the fliarpe Athenian law 
Cannot purfue vs.If thou loueft me,then 
Stcaie forth thy fathers houfe.to morrow night ; 

And in' the wood, a league without the towne 
(Where I did meete thee once with Helena, 

To do obleruance to a morne of May ) 

There will I ftay for thee. 

Her My good Lyfander, 

I fwcare to thee, by Cupids ftrongeft bow, 

By his beft arrow, with the golden head. 

By thcfimplicityof ^e^Doues, 

By that which knitteth foules, and profpers loue. 

And by that fire which burnd the Carthage Quecnc, 
When the falfe Troyan vnder fayle was feene. 

By all the vowes that euer men haue broke, 

(In number more then euer women fpoke) 

In that fame place thou haft appointed me. 

To morrow truely will I meete with thee. 

Z^Kecpepromife loue,looke here comes Helena, 
Enter Helena , 

Her.G od fpeede faire Helena , whither away ? 

HeLCM you me faire ? that faire againe vnfay, 
Demetrius loues your faire : O happy faire ! 

Your eyes are loadttars,and your tongues fweet ayre 
More tuneable then Larke to Shepheards eare. 

When wheate is greene,when hauthornc buds appeare, 
Sicknefleis catching rOvvcrefauour fo. 

Your words 1 catch, faire Hermia ere I goe, 

My eare fhould catch your voicc,my eye, your eye, 

My tongue fhould catch your tongues fweet melody, 
Were the world min ^.Demetrius being bated,. 

The reft lie giue to be to you tranflated. 

O teach me how you looke,and with what art, 

Y ou fway the motion of Demetritu heart. 





A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

Her. Ifrowne vpon him.yet he loues me ftill, 

Het.O that your frowns wold teach my fmiles fuch skil 
Her . I giue him curfes.yet he giues me loue. 

Hel.O that my prayers could fuch affe&ion mooue. 
Her . The more I hate, the more he followes me. 

Hel. The more I loue,the more he hateth me. 

Her. His folly .Helena is none of mine. 

/fr/.None but your beauty, wold that fault were mine. 
Her . Take comfort : he no more (hall fee my face, 

Ey fancier and my felfe will fly this place. 

Before the time I did Ly fender fee. 

Seem’d Athens like a Paradice to me. 

O then,what graces in my Loue do dwell, 

That he hath turn’d a heauen into hell. 

Lyf.Helei i,to you our mindes we will vnfold, 

To morrow night, when Phoebe doth behold 
Her filuer vifage,in the watry glafie. 

Decking with liquid pearle,thebladed graffc 
(A time, that louers flights doth ftill conceale) 

Through ^Athens gates,haue we deuifed to fteale. 

£ter.And in the wood, where often you and I, 

Vpon faint Pimrofe beds, were wont to lye. 

Emptying our bofomes,of their counfell fwcld, 

There my Ly finder , and my felfe (hall meete. 

And thence from Athens turne away our eyes 
To feeke new friends and ftrange companions. 

Farwell fweete play-fellow, pray thou for vs. 

And good lucke grant thee thy Demetrius. 

Keepe word Lyftnder^vte muft ftarueour fight, 

From louers foode, till morrow deepc midnight. 

Exit Hermia , 

Lyf. Iwill my Hermia. Helena adieu. 

As you on him } Demetrim dote on you. Exit Lyf. 

Hel . How happy fome,ore otherfome can be ? 

Through Athens I am thought as faire as fhe. 
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A Midfommer nights Preame. 

But what of that ? Demetrius thinkcs not fo : 

He will not know, what all,but he do know. 

And as he errcs,doting on Herm'uv eyes ; 

So I,admiring of his qualities : 

Things bafe and vile, holding no quantity, 

Loue can tvanfpofe to forme and dignity, 

Loue lookes not with the eyes, but with the tninde. 

And therefore is wingd fitpid painted blinde. 

Nor hath loues mindc of any judgement tafte : 

Wings,and no eyes,figurc,vnheedy hafte. 

And therefore is loue faid to be a childe, 

Bccaufc in choifc he is oft beguilde. 

As waggifhboycs in game themfelues forfweare; 

So the boy Loue is periur’d euery where. 

For ere ’Detrcmius lookt on Herman eyne, 

H e haild downe oathes that he was oncly mine. 

And when his haile, fome hcate from Bermia felt. 

So he diflolu’d,and (howres of oathes did melt, 

I will go tell him of faire Hermias flight : 

Then to the wood will he, to morrow night 
Purfue her ; and for this intelligence. 

If I haue thanks,ir is a deare expence : 

But he erein meane I to enrich my paine. 

To haue his fight thither, and backe againe. Exit. 

Enter Quince the Qarpenter, Snug the Ioyner, Bottome the 
. tVeauer 0 Flute the Bellows- mender, Snout the Tinker, & Startle- 
ling the Taj lor. 

Quin . Is all our company heere ? 

Bot. Yqu were beft to call them generally, manby man, 
according the ferippe. 

QmnMttt is the fcrowle of euery mans name, which is 
thoght fit through all Athens, to play in our Enterlude, be- 
fore the Duke & the Dutchcs,on his wedding day at night, 
Bor. Fir ft good Peter Quince , fay what the play treats on: 
then read the names of the A&ors : and fo grow to a point. 
Quince. 
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A Midfommer nights Dream e. 

Quin. Marry our play is the moft lamentable Comedy, 
andmoft cruell death of Pyramus and Thtsbie. 

Bot, h very good pcccc of worke,I allure you, 6 c a roer- 
ry .Now good Peter Quince, call foorth your A&ors by the 
fcrowle.Mafters fpread your felues. 

0«w.Anfwer as I call you .NickJBottome the Weauer. 

jj^Ready ; name what part I am for, and proceed. 

Quin. Too NtckBottome are fet downe for Pyramus. 

Bor. What is Pyramus , a loner, or a tyrant ? 

Quin. Moots that kils himfelfe moft gallant, for loue. 

Ba. That will aske fome teares in the true performing 
of it, if I doe it, let the audience looke to their eyes .- I wiU 
moue ftormes ; I will condole in lome meafure. To the reft 
vet my chiefe humour is for a tyrant. I could play Ercles 
rarely or a part to teare a Cat in,to make all fplit the raging 
Rocks ; and fhiuering (hocks (hall breakc the locks of pri- 
fon gates, and Phibbus carre (hall (hine from farre, & make 
and marre the foolilh Fates.This was lofty. Now name 
the reft of the players.This is Srcles vainc, a tyrants vame : 
a loucr is more condoling. 

Quin. Franc is Flute the Bellowes-mendcr, 

F?«.Heerc Peter Quince. 

Quin.Too muft take Thisby on you. 

jF/«,What is Thisby ? a wandring Knight ? 

Quin.lt is the Lady that Pyramus muft loue, (ming 

P/.Nay faith, let not me play a woman,! haue a beard co- 

^^wiw.That’s al one, you (hal play it in a Maske, and you 
mayfpeake as fmall as you will. 

Bot. And I may hide my face, let me play Thisby to: He 
fpeake in a monftrous little voyce; Thifne, Thifne, ah Pyra- 
mus my louer deare, thy Thisby deare, and Lady deare. 

Quin . No no,youmuft play Pyramus. St Flute,yooThisby. 

Bflf.Well, proceed. Qu.Robin Starueling the Tailor. 

StarMtett Peter Quince. 

Qu.Robin Starueling,yoo muft play Thisbies mother^ _ 
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A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

7Vw S»owr,the Tinker. 

Snowt. Here Peter Quince. 

Quin. You .pyramus father ; my felfe,T&/r&« father ; 
the Ioyner,you the Lyons part : and I hope here is 
a play fitted. 

Jwwj.Haue you the Lyons part written ? pray you if it 
be.giue it me, for lam flowe of ftudy. 

Quiti, You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but 
roaring. 

Bot. Let me play the Lyon too, I will roare,that I will 
do any mans heart good to hcare mc.I will roarc, that I 
will make the Duke fay, Let him roare again, let him roare 
againe. 

£?#i».If you fhould do it too terribly ,you would fright 
the Dutcheffe and the Ladies, that they would fhrike, and 
that were enough to hang vs all. 

>4tf.That would hang vs eucry mothers fonne. 

Bot.l grant you friends, ifyou fhould fright the Ladies 
out of their wits, they would haue no more difcretion but 
to hang vs : but I will aggrauate my voyce fo, that I will 
roare you as gently as anyfuckingDoue; I will roare you 
and t’were any Nightingale. 

Quin.You can play no part but Piramut , for Piramtu is 
a fweet fac’t man,a proper man as one fhal fee in a fommers 
day ; a mod louely gentlemanlike man,therefore you muft 
needs play Piramm. 

Welljl will vndertake it.What beard were I beft to 
play it in ? 

Why, what you will. 

Bot.l will difeharge it, in eyther your ftraw-colour beard, 
your orange tawny beard, your purple in graine beard, or 
your french crowne colour beard,your perfit yellow. 

Quin. Some of your french crownes haue no haire at all ; 
and then you will play bare fac’t. But matters heereare 
your parts, and I am to entreat you, requeft you, and defire 

y° u » 
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A Midfommer nights Dreame, 

you, to con them by too morrow night: andmeetemein 
the palace wood, a mile without the towne, byMoone- 
lightjthercwe will reheatfe : for ifwe meete in the Cicty, 
we fhall be dogd with company, and our deuifes knowne. 

In the meane time, I will draw a bill of properties, fuch as 
our play wants.I pray you faile me not, 

Bot. We will meete, and there we may rehearfe more 
obfeenely and couragioufly. Take paines,be perfit, adieu. 

Quin, At the Dukes oke we meete. 

2?<tf.Enough,hold or cut bow-ftrings.. Exeunt. # 

Enter a fairy at one doore, and Robin good-fellow 
at another. 

Robin. How now fpirit, whether wander you ? 
fk/.Ouer hill, ouer dale,through bufh, through brier, 

Ouer parke, ouer pale,through flood, through fire, 

I do wander cuery where, fwifter then the Moons fphere ; 

And I ferue the Fairy Queene, to dew her orbes vpen the 
Thecowflips tall.herpenfioners be, (greene. 

In their gold coats, fpots you fee, 

Thofe be Rubies ,Fairy fauours. 

In thofe freckles, liue their fauors, 

I muft goe feeke fome dew drops here, 

And hang a pearle in cuery cowflips eare. 

Farwell thou Lob of fpirits, Ilebe gone, 

Our Queene and all her Elues come here anon, 

•Rtf^.The King doth keepehis Reuels heere to nighty 
Take heed the Queene come not within his fight, 

For Oberon is patting fell and wrath, 

Becaufe that fhe,as her attendant,hath 
A louely boy ftollen from an Indian king, 

She neuer had fo fweete a changeling, 

And iealous Oberon would haue the childe, 

Knight of his traine,to trace the Forrefts wildc. 

But fhe, perforce with-holds the loued boy, 

Crownes him with ftowers,and makes him all her ioy. 

B 3 And: 
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A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

A nd now they neuer mecte in groue.or grcene. 

By fountaine clcere,or fpangled ftar light fheene. 

But they do fquare,that all thear Elucs for feare 
Creepe into acorne cups, and hide them there. 

f4\Either 1 miftakc your fhape and miking quite, 

Or elfeyou are that (hrewd and knauifh fpirit. 

Call’d Robin good-fellow. Are you not hee. 

That frights the maidens of the Villagree, 

Skim milke,and fometimes labour in the querne. 

And bootleffe make the breathleffe hufwife chcrne. 

And fometime make the drinke to bearc no barmc, 
Mif-leade night-wanderers, laughing at their harme, 

Thofe that hobgoblin call you,and fwectc Puck, 

You do their worke,and they (hall hauc good lucke. 

Are not you he? (the night, 

ft?£.Thou fpeak’ft aright ; I am that merry wanderer of 
I ieaft to Oberon , and make him fmile. 

When I a fat and beane-fed horfe beguile ; 

Neighing in likeneffe of a filly foale. 

And fometime lurkc I in a goflipshole. 

In very likeneffe of a rofted crab. 

And when (he drinkes,againft her lips I bob. 

And on her withered dewlop poure the ale. 

The wifeft Aunt telling the faddeft tale. 

Sometime for three foote ftoole,miftaketh me, 

Then flip I from herbum,downe topples (he. 

And tailour cry es, and fals into a coffe. 

And then the whole Quire hold their hips, and Ioffe, 

And waxen in their mirth,and necz.e,and fweare, 

A merrier houre was neuer wafted there. 

But roomeFairy,here comes Oberon , 

Fat. And here my miftreffe : would that he were gone. 

Enter the King of Fairies at one doore with his trains, 
and the Queene at another with hers, 

Oh.lW met by moone-light,proud Tytania. 

. Queen, 
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What, iealous Oberon i Fairy skip hence. 

Ihaue forfwornehis bed and company. 

O^.Tarry rafh wanton ; am not I thy Lord ? 
jg#,Then Imuft be tby Lady : but I know 
When thou haft ftollen away from Fairy Land, 

And in the (hape of Corinfai all day. 

Playing on pipes of corne,and verfing loue. 

To amorous Phillida.Why art thou here 
Come from the fartheftfteepe of Indta> 

But that forfooth the bouncing Amazon, 

Your buskind miftreffe,and your warrior loue. 

To Thefcus muft be wedded ; and you come. 

To giue their bed ioy and profperity. 

Ob. How canft thou thus for fhame,7 jtania. 

Glance at my credite,with Hippolita ? 

Knowing I know thy loue to Thefetu. 

Didft not thou leade him through the glimmering night. 
From Perigenia, whom he rauifiied i 
And make him wit h faire Eagles breake his faith 
With Ariadne , and Antiopa > 

Qupen.'The fe are the forgeries of iealoufie, 

And neuer fince the middle Sommers fpring. 

Met we on hill, in dale,forreft or mead, 

Bypaued fountaine,or by rufhy brooke. 

Or in the beached margent of the fea. 

To dance our ringlets to the whiffling winde. 

But with thy brawles thou haft difturbd our fport. 
Therefore the windes,pyping to vs in vaine. 

As in reuenge,haue fuckt vp from the fea. 

Contagious fogs ; which falling in the Land, 

Hath euery pelting riuer made fo proud. 

That they haue ouer-borne their Continents. 

The Oxe hath therefore ftretcht his yoke in vaine. 

The ploughman loft his fweat,and the greene Come 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attaind a beard : 

.B 4 
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A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

The fold (lands empty, in the drowned field, 

And Crowes are fatted with the murrion flock®. 
The nine mens Morris is fild vp with mud. 

And the queint Mazes in the wanton grecne. 

For lacke of tread,are vndiftinguilhablc. 

The humane mortals want their winter heere. 

No night is now with hymme or carroll blcft ; 
Therefore the Moone (the gouerneffe of floods) 
Pale in her anger, wafhes all the aare ; 

That Rheumaticke difeafes do abound. 

And through this diftemperature,we fee 
Thefeafons alter ; hoarcd headed frofts 
Fall in the fre(h lap of the crimfon Rofe, 

And on old Hyems chinnc and Icie crowne, 

An odorous Chaplet of fweete Sommer buds 
Is as in mockery fet.Thc Spring,the Sommer, 

The childing Aucumne,angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liueries.and the mazed world. 

By their increafe,now knowes not which is which ; 
And this fame progeny of euils. 

Comes from our debate, from our diffention. 

We are their parents and originall. 

Oberon. Do you amend it then,it lyes in you, 
Why fhould Titanic crofle her Oberen ? 

I do but beg a little changeling boy. 

To be my Henchman. 

Oueene. Set your heart at reft. 

The Fairy land buies not the childe of me, 

His mother was a Votreflc of my order. 

And in the fpiced Indian aire.by night 
Full often hath (be goffipt by my fide. 

And fat with me on Heptanes yellow fands. 
Marking th’embarked traders on the flood. 

When we haue laught to fee the failes conceiue. 
And grow bigbcllied with the wanton winde. 



Which 






A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

Which (he with pretty and with fwimming gate, 
Following (her wombe then rich with my young fquire) 
Would imitate, and faile vpon the Land, 

To fetch me trifles.andreturneagaine. 

As from a voyage,rich with merchandize. 

But (he being mortall,of that boy did dye. 

And for her fake do I reare vp her boy. 

And for her fake I will not part with him. 

Ob . How long within this wood intend you (lay? 
£W«.Perchance till after Thefeus wedding day. 

If you will patiently dance in our Round, 

And fee our Moone.light reuels.go with vs ; 

If not,(hun me and I will (pare your haunts. 

Ob.G iue me that boy,and,I will go with thee. 

^».Not for thy Fairie Kingdome.Fairics away ; 

We (hall chide downe right, if I longer (lay. Exeunt, 

Ob. Well, go thy way : thou fhalt not from this groue. 
Till I torment thee for this iniury. 

My gentle Puc'ze come hither ; thou remembreft 
Since once I fat vpon a promontory. 

And heard a Meare-maide on a Dolphins backe, 

Vttering fuch dulcet and harmonious breath. 

That the rude fea grew ciuill at her fong, 

And certaine ftarres (hot madly from their Spheares, 

To heare the Sea-maids muficke. 

Puc. I remember. 

Ob. That very time I fay (but thou couldft not) 

Flying betweene the colde Moone and the earth, 

Cuptd all arm’d ; a certaine aime he tooke 
At a faire Veftall, throned by Weft, 

And loos’d his loue-ftaaft fmartly from his bow. 

As it ftioold pierce a hundred thoufand hearts. 

But I might fee young Cupids fiery (haft 
Qucncht in the chafte beames of the watry Moone j 
And the imperiall Votreffe pafled on, 

C In 
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A Midfommer nights Dream e. 

In maiden meditation, fancy free. 

Yetmarkc I where the bolt of fttpid fel. 

It fell vpon a little wefternc flower ; 

Before, milke-white ; now purple with loucs wound, 

And maidens call it.Louc in idleneflc. 

Fetch me that flower ; the hearb I fticw’d thee once. 

The iayce of it,on fleeping eye-lids laidc, 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Vpon the next liuc creature that it fees. 

Fetch me this hearbe,and be thou here againe. 

Ere the Lettiathan can fwim a league* 

Pa.Ilcput a girdle about the earth, in forty minutes* 
Oberon . Hauing once this iuyee. 

He watch Titania, whence fhe is afleepe. 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes .* 

The next thing when Ihc waking lookes vpon, 

(Be it on Lyon,Beare,or Wolfe, or Bull, 

On medling Monkey ,or on bufie Ape ) 

She fhall purfue ic,with thefoulc of loue. 

And ere I take this charme off from her fight, 

(As I can take it with another hearbe) 
lie make her render vp her Page to me. 

But who comes heere ? I am inuifible. 

And I will ouer-heare their conference. 

Enter Demetritu, Helena following him. 

Deme. I loue thee not, therefore purfue me not. 

Where is Ly fonder, and faire Hermia ? 

The one He ftay,the other ftayeth me. 

Thou coldft me they were ftolne vnto this wood ; 

And here am I,and wood within this wood, 

Becaufel cannot meete my Hermit. 

Hcnce,get t hee gone,and follow me no more. 

Hel . Y ou draw me,you hard-hearted Adamant, 

But yet you draw not Iron,for my heart 
Is true as fteelc.Lcaue you your power to draw,, 

And 
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A Midfommer nights Dreamc, 

, i ■ %, And I (hall baue no power to follow you. 

Deme. Do I entice you ? do I fpcakeyou faire s? 

Or rather do I not in plaineft truth. 

Tell vou I do not,not I cannot loue you f 

Hel. And euen for that do I loue thee the more j 
I am your fpaniell, and Demetrm, 

The more you beate me, I will fawne on you. 

Vfe me but as your fpaniell ; fpurne me,ftrike me, 

Negleft me,lofc me; onely giuc me leaue 
( Vnworthy as I am) to follow you. 

What worfer place can 1 beg in your loue, 

( ^nd yet a place of high refpeft with me) 

Then to be vfed as you vfe your dog. 

2)«».Tem'pt not too much the hatred of my (pirit. 

For I am ficke when 1 do looke on thee. 

Hel. And I am ficke when I looke not on you. 

Deme. You do impeach your modefty too much. 

To leaue the Citty.and commit your fclfe 
Into the hands of one that loues you not. 

To truft the opportunity of night. 

And the ill counfell of a defert place. 

With the rich worth of your virginity. 

Hel. Your vertue is my priuiledge : for that 
It is not night when I do fee your face. 

Therefore I thinke I am not in thfe night. 

Nor doth this wood lacke worlds of company. 

For you in my refpeft are all the world. 

Then how can it be faid I am alone. 

When all the world is here to looke on me ? 

Dem.Wt run from thee, and hide me in the brakes. 

And leaue thee to the mercy of wilde Beads. 

Hel. The wildeft hath not fuch a heart as you ; 

Runne when you will,the ftory (hall be chaung’d : 

Apollo flyes,and Daphm holds the chafe ; 

The Doue purfues the Griffen,the milde Hindc 

C » Makes 



j 

l 










,1600 [1619] THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.42[l]) OdaVO 




Jr-’/P'i 7 . 7. ' : >7r TP/iv, 7 , •/, TPJl 'fi 7. ‘JcJi ‘h 7PWr7t7r7V/ t fEfcTc'f 'tWJETEJT'Ji 'h 'f?n :IZh J T^nirLircLrH/i ' ' 



■ 




HEE&9ES3E 



ritcfc 



i w 

I vV Lmili 

1 IM 



A Midfommer nights Dream e. 

Makes fpeed to catch the Tygre.BootlelTe fpeede. 

When cowardife purfues.and valor flyes. 

Demet . I will not flay thy queftions,let me go ; 

Or if thou follow me,do not beleeue, 

But I {hall do thee mifchiefe in the wood. 

Hel.\,m the Temple, in the Towne, and Field 
You do me mifchiefe.Fye Demetrius, 

Your wrongs do fet a fcandall on my fex : 

We cannot fight for loue,as men may do ; 

We fhould be woo’d, and were not made to wooe. 
lie follow thee and make a heauen of hell, 

T o dye vpon the hand I loue fo well. Exit , 

O^.Fare thee well Nymph, ere he do leaue this groue, 
Thou {halt flye him, and he {hall feeke thy loue. 

Haft thou the flower there ? Welcome wanderer* 

Enter Pucke. 

there it is. 

O^.I pray thee giue it me. 

I know a banke where the wilde time blowes. 

Where Oxflips and the nodding Violet growcs. 

Quite oucrcanoped with lufhious woodbine. 

With fwcete muske rofes,and with Eglantine ; 

There fleepes Tytania,{omeume of the night, 

Luld in thefe flowers, with dances and delight : 

And there the fnake throwes her enammeld skinrie. 

Weed wide enough to rap a Fairy in. 

And with the iuyce of this,Ile ftrcake her eyes. 

And make her full of hatefull fantafies. 

Take thou fome of it,and feeke through this groue; 

A fvveete Athenian Lady is in loue 

With a difdainefull youth : annoint his eyes. 

But do it when the next thing he efpies> 

May be the Lady.Thou (halt know the man. 

By the Athenian garments he hath on. 

BfFcft it vvitli fome care, that he may prooue 

More 



A Midfomtners nights Dreame, 

More fond onher,then ^^ponherlcge ; 

And looke thou meete me ere the firft Cocke crow 
jP«.Feare not my Lord, your fcruant {hall do lo. Sxmn 
Enter Queene of Fairies, with her frame \ 

Queen. Come>w a Roundell,and a Fairy fong ; 

Then for the third part of a minute hence. 

Some to kill cankers in the muske rofe buds. 

Some w£re with Reremife,for their leathern wings 
To make my fmallElues coates,and fome keepe back 
The clamorous O wle,that nightly hootes and wonders 
At our queint fpirits : Sing me now afleepe. 

Then to your offices, and let me reft. 

Fairies fing. 

You [potted fnakes with double tongue. 

Thorny Hedgehogges be not feene, 

Newts and blinde wormes do no wrong 
Come not neere our Fairy queene, 

Philomele with melody. 

Sing in our fweett Lullaby, 

LuUa,lullaMllabyM^ullaM^by, 

Neuer harme,nor)pell,nor charme , 

( ome our louely Lady nye , 

So good night with Lullaby* 

i .Fairy. Weaving Spiders comenot heere 9 
Henceyou long legd Sptnders , hence t 
! 'Beetles blacke approch not neere ; 
l Forme nor Snayle do no offence • 

Philomele with melody, &c . 

i.Fai. Hence away, now aH is well ; 

One aloofe,fland Centinell , 

Enter Oberon. 

Ob, What thou feeft when thou doft wake, 

Do it for thy thy true loue take : 
loue and languifh for his fake. 

Be it Ounce,or Cattc,or Beare, 

C 3 P» d > 
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A Midfommer nights Drea me, 

pard,or Boave wich briftled haire. 

In thy eye chat fh ‘ll appearc. 

When thou wak’ft, it is thy deare. 

Wake when fome vile thing is nccre. 

Enter Lyfander and Hermia . 

L^Faire loue, you faint with wandring in the woods. 
And to fpeake troth I haue forgot our way : 

Wee’l reft vs Hermia ,if you thinke it good. 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her . Be it fo Lyfander ; finde you out a bed. 

For I vpon this banke will reft my head. 

Lyf.Onc turffe fhall ferue as pillow for vs both. 

One heart, one bed,two bofomes,and one troth. 

Her. Nay good Lyfander for my fake my deare 
Lie further off yet , do not lie fo neerc. 

LyfO take the fence fweete,ofmy innocence, 

Loue takes the meaning,in loues conference, 

I meane that my heart vnto yours is knit, 

So that but one heart we can make of it. 

Two bofomes interchained with an oath. 

So then two bofomes,and afingle troth. 

Then by your fide,no bed-roomemc deny. 

For lying fo, Hermia ,1 do not lye. 

Her. Lyfander riddles very prettily ; 

Now much befhrew my manners and my pride. 

If Hermia meant to (ay , Lyfander lied. 

But gentle friend.for loue and courtcfie 
Lie further off, in humane modefty. 

Such feparation.as may well be faid. 

Becomes a vertuous batchellor,and a maide, 

Sofarre be diftant,and good night fweet friend ; 

Thy loue nere alter till thy fwcetelifecnde. 

Lyf. Amen.amen.to that faire praier, fay I, 

And then end life,when I end loialty : 

Hecre is my bed,(lecpc giue thee all his reft. 
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Her. With halfe that wi(h,the wilhers eyes bepreft. 
Enter Pncke, 

Fw^.Through the Forrefthaue I gone. 

But Athenian finde I none. 

On whofe eies I might approue 
This flowers force in ftirring loue. 

Night and filence: who isheere ? 

VVeedes of Athens he doth weare : 

This is he (my mafter faid) 

Dcfpifed the Athenian maide : 

And hecre the maiden fleeping found. 

On the danke and dirty ground. 

Pretty foule,fhe durft not lye 
Necre this lack-loue,this kill-curtefie. 

Churle, vpon thy eyes I throw 
All the power this charme doth owe : 

When thou wak’ft ,let loue forbid' 

Sleepe his feate,on thy eye-lid. 

So awake when I am gone .* 

For I muft now to Gberon. Exit. 

Enter Demetrius and Helena running. 
He/.Stay,though thou kill me,fweete ‘Demetrius. 
De . I charge thee hence, and do not haunt me thus. 
Hel. O wilt thou darklingleaueme? donotfo, 
ZV.Stay on thy perill,I alone will goe. 

\Uel. OI am out of breath,in this fond chafe. 

The more my praier ,the lefler is myjgrace. 

Happy is Hrr»7W4,wherefoere fhe lies ; 

For (he hath bleffed and attra£fiuc eyes. 

How came her eyes fobtight? Not with fait teares. 

If fo,my eies are oftner wafot then hers.. 

No, no, I am as vgly as a Beare ; 

For beafts that meete me,runne away for fcare, 
Therefore no maruaile, though Demetrius 
Do.as a monfter, flic my pretence thus. 



j 
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A Midfommer nighcs Dreame. 

What wicked and diffembhng glafie of mine. 

Made me compare with Hermias fphery eyne? 

But who is here, Lyfander on the grouud ? 

Dead or afleepe ? I fee no blood,no wound, 

Lyfander, if you liue,good fir awake. 

LyfAnd run through fire 1 will for thy fweet fake. 
Tranfparant Helena, nature (hewes arte. 

That through thy bofome makes me lee thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius ? oh how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to perifh on my fword ! 

Hel. Do not fay fo Lyfander, fay not fo : 

What though he loue your Hermia { Lofd,what though ? 
Yet Hermia ftill loues you ; then be content. 

LyfContcnt with Hermia ? No, I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her haue fpent. 

Not Hermia, but Helena now I loue ; 
WhowillnotchangeaRauenforaDoue* , 

The will of man is by his reafon fwai’d : 

And reafon faies you are the worthier maid. 

Things growing are not ripe vntill their feafon ; 

So I being young, till now ripe not to reafon. 

And touching now the point of humane skill* 

Reafon becomes the Marfhall to my will, 

And leads me to your eyes, where I orelooke 
Loues ftories,written in Loues richeft booke. 

Hel. Wherefore was I to this keene mockery borne ? 
When at your hands did I deferue this fcorne ? 

Ift not enough,ift not enough,young man, 
ThatIdidneuer,nonorneuercan, , 

Deferue a fweete looke from Demetrius eye. 

But you mud flout my itifufficcncy ? 

Good troth you do me wrong (good-footh you do) 

In i'uch difdainfull manner,me to wooe. 

But fare you well ; perforce I muft confefle, 

I thought you Lord of more true gcntleneffe. 
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Oh, that a Lady of one man refvs’d. 

Should of another therefore be abus’d. Exit. 

Lyf She fees not Hermia : Hermia, {\ce pe thou there. 
And neuer maift thou come Lyfander nccrc; 

For as a furfet of the fweeteft things 

The deepeft loathing to the ftomacke brings j 

Oras the herefies that men do leaue. 

Are hated moft oftbofe they did deceiue : 

So thou, my furfet, and my herefie. 

Of all be hated ; but the moft of me ; 

And all my powers addrefle your loue and might. 

To honour Helen , and to be her Knight. Exit. 

Her . Helpe me Lyfander, helpeme; do thy beft 
To plucke this crawling ferpent from my breft. 

Aye me,for pitty $ what a dreame was here ? 

Lyfander looke,how I do quake with fearc : 

Me-jhought a ferpent eate my heart away, 

And you fat fmiling at his cruell prey. 

Lyfander, what remoou’d ? Lyfander, Lord, 

What, out of hcaring,gone ? No found,no word ? 

Alacke where arc you f fpeake and if you heare ; 

Speake of all loues ; I fwound almoft withfeare. 

No, then I well perceiue you are not nye, 

Eycher death or you ile finde immediately. Exit . 

Enter the ('lownes, 

Bot.Ate we all met ? 

^«/».Pat,pat,and heres a maruailous conuenient place 
for our rehearfail.This greene plot (hall be our ftage, this 
hauthorne brake Our tyring houfe.and we will doe it in ac* 
tion,as we will do it before the Duke. 

Bot. ‘Peter quince} 

Peter . What faift thou,bully Bottome ? 

Bot. There are things in this Comedy of Piramus and 
Titsiy, tbzt will neuer pleafe. muft draw a 

fword to kill himfelfe : which the Ladycs cannot abide. 

D How 
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H oW anfwer you that ? 

Snout .Berlakcn.a parlous feare. 

Star. I bcleeuc we mud leaue the killing out, when all is 

done. 

Sar.Not a whit, I haue a dcuice to make all well. Write 
me a Prologue,and let the Prologue feeroe to fay, wee will 
do no harme with our fvvords, and that Pjramm is not kild 
indeed : and for the more better aflurancc, tell them that I 
Piramus amnot Piramus, but Bottome the VVeaucr ; this will 
putrhem out of feare. 

Quin. Well, we will haue fuen a Prologue,and it fliall be 
written in eight and fixe. 

c Bot. No, make it two more, let it be written in eight 8c 
eight. 

Swoar.Will not the Ladies be afeard of the Lyon ? 

Star. I feare it, I promife you. 

Bot. Matters, you ought to confider with your fclfe, to 
bring in (God ihield vs) a I.yon among Ladies, isamoft 
dreadfullthing . For there is not a more featefull wildc 

fowle then your Lyon liuing: and we ought tolooke to it. 

Snout. Therefore another Prologue mutt tell he is not a 
Lyon. 

Bot. Nay, you mutt name his name, and halfe his face 
mutt be feene through the Lyons necke, and hee himfelfe 
mutt fpeakc through, faying thus, or to the fame deffeft ; 
Ladies, or faire Ladies, I would wifhyou, or I would re- 
queft you, or I would entreat you ,not to fcare,not to trem- 
ble : my life for yours. If you thinke I come hether as a Ly- 
on, it were pitty of my life. No,/ am no fuch thing,/ am a 
man as other men are ; and there indeed let him name his 
name.and tell them plainly he is Snug the ioyner. 

Quin. Well, it fliall be fo ; but there is two hard things, 
that is,to bring the Moone-light into a chamber : for you 
know,W>v»w/« and Thitby meete by Moone-light. 

Sw.Doth the Moone fhine that night we play our play ? 

Bot, 
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Bottom. A Calenders Calender, looke in the Almanack, 
findeout Moonc-(hine,finde out Moonelhine. 

Quin. Yes.it doth fliine that night. 

Bot. Why thlen may you leaue a cafement of the great 
chamber window (where we play) open, and the Moone 
may ihine in at the cafement. 

Quin. I, or elfe one mutt come in with a bufli of thorns,8c 
alanthorne.andfay hecomestodisfigurc.or to prefent the 
perfon of Moone-ftiine. Then there is another thing, we 
mutt haue a wall in the great Chamber ; for Piramus and 
Tktsby (faiestheftory) did talke through the chinke of a 
wall, 

Sn.Tow can neuer bring in a wall. What fay you Bottome ? 

Tot. Some man or other muftprefent wall, and let him 
haue fome platter, or fome iome, or lome rough caft about 
him, to fignifie wall ; or let him hold his fingers thus; and 
through that cranny,ttiall Piramus and Thisby whifper. 

Quin.lf that may be, then all is well. Come,fit downe e- 
ucry mothers fonne.and rehearfe your parts. Piramus , you 
begin ; when you haue fpoken your fpeech.enter into that 
Brake, and fo euery one according to his cue. 

Enter Robin, 

Rob. What hempen homc-fpuns haue we fwaggring here. 
So necre the Cradle of the Fairy Quecne ? 

What, a play toward i lie be an auditor. 

An a£tor too perhaps,if I fee caufe. 

5»#».$peake Piramus , Thisby ftand forth. 

Pir. Thisby y the flowers of odious fauors fweete. 

_2»/».Odours,odorous. 

P/r.Odours fauors fweete. 

So hath thy breath,my dearett Thisby deare. 

But hatke, a voyce : flay thou but hecre a while. 

And by and by I will to thee appeare. 

Quin. A ftranger Piramus then ere plaid here. - 
Thf. Mutt I fpcake now ? 

D 2 
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pet. I marry muft you. For you muft vndcrftand he goes 
but to fee a noyfe that he heard,and is to come againe. 

Tbyf.Mott radiant Piramtu ,mo9t Lilly white of hue. 

Of colour like the red rofe on triumphant bryer, 

Moft brisky Iuuenall.and eke mod louely lew. 

As true as trueft horfe,that yet would neuer tyre, 

He m«ete thee Viramtu ,at Ninnies toombe. 

Pet.Ninm toombe man.- why you muft not fpeake that 
yet ; that you anfwer to Piramut : you fpeake all your part 
at once,cues and al .Piramtu enter,your cue is part ; it is ne- 
uer tyre. 

7fy/.0,as true as trueft horfe,that yet would neuer tyre. 
Pir.lt I were fzixe ,Tbisly I were onely thine. 

Pet . O monftrous.O ftrange. We are haunted ; pray ma- 
tters flye maftersjhclpe. 

RobMz follow you,Ile leade you about a Round, 
Through bogge, through bulh, through brake, through 
Sometime a horfe lie be,fometime a hound, (bryer 

A hogge,a headlefle beare,fometime a fire. 

And neigh,and barke,and grunt,and rore,and burne, 

Like horfe,hound,hog,beare,fire,at euery turne. Exit. 

Bot. Why do they run away ? This is a knaucry of them 
to make me afeard. Enter Snowt. 

Sn.O Bottom, thou art chang’d ; what do I fee on thee ? 
“Bef.What do you fee ? you fee an afle head of your own. 
Do you ? 

Enter Peter quince. 

Pet, Blefle thee r Bottome,b\eSc thee ; thou art tranflared, 

Exit. 

Hot. I fee their knauery j this is to make an afle of me, to 
fright me if they could ; but I will not ftir from this place, 
do what they can.I will walke vp and downe hcere, and I 
will fing that they fhall hearc I am not afraid. 

The Woofell cocke,fo blackc of hew, 

With Orange tawny bill. 
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TheThroftle.with his note fo true. 

The Wren with little quill. 

7>f4»/Vi.What Angell wakes me from my flowry bed ? 
Bot. The Finch, rhe Sparrow,and the Larke, 
Theplainfong Cuckow gray ; 

Wbofe note full many a man doth marke. 

And dares not anfwer,nay. 

For indeed,who would fethis wit to fofoolifh a bird ? 
Who would giue a bird thelye,tbough he cry Cuckow, ne- 
uer fo? 

Tyta.l pray thee gentle mortall,fing againe, 

Mine care is much enamored of thy note ; 

On the firft view to fay, to fweare 1 louc thee. 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy fhape. 

And thy faire vertues force (perforce) doth moueme, 

Bot. Me-thinksmiftrefle,you lhould haue little reafon 
for that : and yet to fay the truth,reafon and loue keepe lit- 
tle company together,now adayes.The more the pitty,that 
fome honeft neighbours will not make them friends. Nay 
I can gleeke vpon occafion. 

Tyta.lbo\i art as wife, as thou art beautifull. 

Sof.Not fo neither : but if I had wit enough to get out 
of this wood, I haue enough to ferue mine owne turne. 

Tyta.Oax of this wood, do not defire to goe. 

Thou (halt remaine here, whether thou wilt or no. 

I am a fpirit of no common rate : 

The Sommer ftilldoth tend vpon my Rate, 

And I do loue thee ; therefore go with me. 

He giue thee Fairies to attend on thee ; 

And they (hall fetch thpc Iewels from the deepe. 

And fing, while thou on prefled flowers doft fleepe .*■ 

A nd I will purge thy mortall groflenefle fo. 

That thou fhalt like an ayry fpirit go. 
r PeaJe-bloffome } Cobweb ,<JMoth , and Muftard-feed. 

Enter fowreV Airies, 

D J PaW 
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FW.Ready ; and /, and /, and /. Where (hall we go ? 
77f4.Bekinde and curteous to this Gentleman, 

Hop in his walkes.and gambole in his cies, 

Feede him with Apricocks,and Dewberries, 

With purple Grapes, greene Figs,and Mulberries, 

The honv bags ftealc from the humble Bees, 

And for night tapers, crop their waxen thighes. 

And light them at the fiery Glow-wormes eies, 

To haue my loue to bed, and to arife 

And plucke the wings from painted Butterflies, 

To fanne the Moone-beames from his fleeping eyes. 

Nod to him Elues,and do him curtcfics. 

i,F(«/.Haile mortall.haile, 

z,Fai. Haile. 

\ 0 t. I cry your worflnips mercy hartily ; I befeech your 
vvorfhips name. 

Cob. Cobweb. . , M 

Bet. I (hall defire you of more acquaintance, good Ma- 
fter Cobweb : if / cut my finger, / (ball make bold with you. 
Your name honeft gentleman ? 

Peaf. Peafe-blojfome. 

Bot I pray you cpmmend me to miftreue Scjtiajb t yout 
Mother .and to matter Peafcody out Father. Good matter 
Peafe-blojfome, / (hall defire you of more acquaintance to. 
Your name l befeech you fir ? 

Muf. Mtiflard- feede. 

Bot. Good matter C MuSlard feed I know your patience 
well : that fame cowardly gyant-like Oxe-beefe hath de- 
uoured many a gentleman of your houfe. I promife you, 
your kindred hath made my eyes water ere now. I defire 
you more acquaintance,good Matter Mttftardfeed. 

Ttta. Come waite vpon him,leade him to my bower. 
TheMoone me-thinks,lookes with awatry eie, 

And when (he wccpe>,wcepe euery little flower, 

Lamen- 
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lamenting fome enforced chaflicy. 

Tye vp my louers tongue.bring him filently. 

Enter King of Fairies , and Robin good-fellow, 

Ob . I wonder if Titaniabe awak’t ; 

Then what it was that next came in her eye, 

Which (he muft dote on,in extremity. 

Here comes my meflenger .* how now mad fpirit. 

What night-rule now about this haunted groue f 
Pwk.Uy miftrefle with a monfter is in loue, 

Neere to her clofe and confecrated bower. 

While (he was in her dull and fleeping hower, 

A crew ofpatches,rude Mechanicals, 

That worke for brcad,vpon Athenian ftallcs. 

Were met together to rehearfe a play, y 
Intended for great The few nuptiall day : 

The (h allowed thick-skin of that barren fort, 

WbaPiramtu prefentcd.in their fport, 

Forfooke his Scene, and entred in a brake. 

When I did him at this aduantage take. 

An Affes nole I fixed on his head. 

Anon his Tkisbte muft be anfwered. 

And forth my Minnock comes : when they him fpy, 

As wilde geefe.that the creeping Fowler eye. 

Or ruffed pated choughes,many in fort 
(Rifing and cawing at the guns report) 
Seuerthemfelues,and madly fweepe the sky : 

So at his fight, away his fellowes flye. 

And at our ftampe, here ore and ore one falles ; 

He murther cryes,and helpe from Athens cals. 

Their fenfethus we3ke,loft with their feares thus ftrong, 
Made fenfeleffe things begin to do them wrong. 

For briars and thornes at their apparell fnarch. 

Some fleeucSjfome hats.from yeelders all things catch,, 

I led them on in this diftradfed feare. 

And left fweete Piramm tranflated there ; 

When 
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When in that moment (fo it came topaffe) 

7 W* waked, and ftraightway lou d anaffe 
J O&.Thisfalles out better then I could dcuifc: 

But haft thou yctlacht the tAthenianse yes. 

With the louc iuyce.as 1 did bid thee do . 

Rob. I tookehim fleeping(that is finifot to) 

And the Athenian woman by his fide. 

That when he wak’t,of force foe muft be eyde. 

Enter Demetrius and Hermit. 

O^.Stand clofe, this is the fame ^Athenian. 

Rob . This is the woman, but not this the man. 

Deme.O why rebuke you him that loues you fo ? 

Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter foe. 

Her .Now I but chide, but I foould vfe thee worfe. 

For thou (I fcare) haft giuen me caufe to curfe. 

If thou haft flaine Lyfander inhis fleepe, (to. 

Being ore foooes in bloud,pIunge in the deepe,and kill, me 
The Sunne was not fo true vnto the day. 

As he to me. Would he haue ftollen away. 

From fleeping Hermit i He beleeue as foone 
This whole earth may be bor’d,and that the Moone 
May through the Center creepe,and fo difpleafe 
Her brothers noonetide,with th 'Antipodes. 

It cannot be but thou haft murdred him. 

So foould a murderer looke,fo dead.fo grim. 

Dem. So foould the murdered looke, & fo foould I, 
Pierft through the heart with your ftearne cruelty : 

Yet you the murderer looke as bright,as cleare. 

As yonder Venue in her glimmering fpheare. 

Her. What’s this to my Lyfander} where is he ? 

Ah good Demetrius , wilt thou giue him me ? 

Pew.lde rather giue his carkafle to my hounds. 

Her . Out dog, out curre,thou driu’ft me paft the bonds 
Of maidens patience.Haft thou flainehim then ? 
Henceforth be neuer numbred among men. ^ 




william Shakespeare Midsummer Night's Dream (stc 22303) lonc 



A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

Oh.once tell true , euen for my lake, 

Durft thou haue lookt vpon him,being awake .1 
And haft thoukild him flee P ing?0 braue tutch: 

Could not a worme,an Adder do fo much . 

An Adder did it.For with doubler tongue 
Then thine (thou ferpent) neuer Adder flung. 

Dem . You fpend your paflion on a mifpriz. d mood, 

I am not guilty of Lyfanders bloud : 

Nor is he dead, for ought that I can tell. 

Her. I pray thee tell me then.that foe is well. 

Z>«w.And if I could, what foould I get therefore . 

Her. A priuiledge, neuer to fee me more. 

And from thy hated prefence part I,fee me nomorc. 

Whether he be dead or no. . ... c • * * 

Xbw.There is no following her in this fierce vaine, 
Heere therefore for a while I will remaine. 

So forrowes heauineffe doth heauier grow* 

For debt that bankrout flip doth forrow owe, 

Which no w in fome flight meafure it will pay. 

If for his tender heere 1 make fome flay. L* dtwtte. 

Ob. What haft thou done ? Thou haft miftaken quite. 
And laide the loue iuyce on fome true loues fight : 

Of thy mifprifion,rouft petforcc enfue 
Some true loue turn’d, and not afalfe turnd true. 

Rob. Then fate ore-rules,that one man holding troth, 

A million faile, confounding oath on oath. 

Ob. About the wood,goe fw liter then the Windc, 

And Helena oft Athens looke thou finde. 

All fancy ficke foe is, and pale of cheere, 

With fighes of loue, that cofts the frefo bloud deare. 

By fome iltufion fee thou bring her heere, 
lie charme his <ics,againft foe do appearc. 

Robin. \ go, I gOjlooke how I goe, 

Swifter then arrow from the Tartars bowc. Lxt . 

Ob. Flower ofthis purple die, 
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Hit with fnpids archery, 

Sinke in apple of his eye. 

When his loue he doth efpy. 

Let her fliine as glorioufly 
As the Ventts of the sky. 

When thou wak’ft,if fhe be by. 

Beg of her for remedy. 

Enter Pucke. 

J>#c'<£,Captaine of our Fairy band, 

Helena is heere at hand. 

And the youth,miftooke by me. 

Pleading for a Louers fee. 

Shall we their fond Pageant fee ? 

Lord, what fooles thefe mortals be ! 

Ob . Stand afide : the noyfe they make. 

Will caufe Demetrim to awake. 

/Var.Thcn will two at once wooe one. 

That muft needs be fport alone : 

And thofe things do beft pleafe me. 

That befall prepofteroufly. 

Enter Ly fonder and Helena » 

Lyf.Why fhould you think that I fhould wooe in fcorn ? 
Scorne and derifion neuer come in teares : 

Looke when I vow I weepe j and vowes fo borne. 

In their natiuity all truth appeares. 

How can thefe things in me.fceme fcorne to you ? 

Bearing the badge of faith to proue them true. 

Hel.Y ou do aduance your cunning more and more, 
When truth kils truth, O diuelifh holy fray J 
Thefe vowes are Hermia/. Will you giue her ore ? 

Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh. 

Your vowes to her,and me (put jn two fcales) 

Will euen weigh,and both as light as tales. 

Lyfl had no iudgement,whcn to her I fwore. 

Hel. Nor none in my minde,now you giue her ore. 
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Lyf. Demetrim loues her, and he loues notyou. 
©me.OHe/e«,goddeffe,nimph 3 perfca,dmmc, 
To what, my loue,fhall I compare thine erne J 
Chriftall is muddy ,0 how ripe in (howe, 

Thv lips,thofe killing cherries, tempting grow . 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus mow, 
Fand with the Eafterne windc,turnes to a crow, 
When thou holdft vp thy hand.O let me kifle 
This Princeffe of pure white, this feale of blille. 

Hell* O fpight ! 6 hell ! I fee you all arc bent 
To fet againft me, for your merriment. 

If you were ciuill,and knew curtefie, 

Y ou would not do me thus much initiry* 

Can you not hate mc.as 1 know you do. 

But you muft loync in foules to mocke me too ? 

If you were mcn,as men you are in Ibow, 

You would not vfe a gentle Lady fo ; 

To vow, and fweare,and fupcrpraife my parts, 
When I am fure you hate me with your hearts. 

You both are Riuals,and loue Hermit ; 

And now bothRiuals,to mocke Helena . 

A trim exploit, a manly enterprize. 

To coniure teares vp in a poore maides eyes. 

With your derifion,nonc of noble fort, 

Would fo offend a virginc, and extort 
A poore foules patience, all to make you fport. 

Lyfan . You are vnkinde Demetrim ; benotfo. 
For you loue Hermia ; this you know I know ; 
And heere with all good Will, with all my heart. 

In Hermia/ loue 1 yeeld you vp my part j 
And yours of Helena , to me bequeath. 

Whom I doloue,andwill do to my death. 

Hf/.Ncuer did mockers wafte more idle breath. 
Deme. Ly fonder , keepe thy Hermia , I will none .* 
If ere I loud her,all that loue is gone. 

E % 
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M y heart to her, but as gueft-wii'e foiournd. 

And now to Helen it is home return'd. 

There to remaine. 

Lyf.lus notfo. 

Z?<?«*.Difpar3ge not the faith thou doft not know, 

Lead to thy perill thou abide it deare. 

Looke where thy Loue comes, yonder is thy deare. 

Enter Hermi a. 

Her , Darke night, that from the eye his function takes. 
The care more quickeofapprchenfion makes, 

Wherein it doth impaire the feeing fenfe. 

It paies the hearing double recompcnce. 

Thou art not by mine eie, Ly finder found. 

Mine care (I thanke it) brought me to thy found. 

But why vnkindly didft thou lcaue me fo ? 

Lyf.Why (hould he day, whom loue doth prefle to go? 
Her, What loue could prefle Ly fancier from my fide ? 
Lyf. Lyfandert loue (that would not let him bide) 

Faire Helena ; who more engilds the night. 

Then all yon fiery oe$,and eies of light. 

Why feek’fl thou me f Could not this make thee know. 
The hate I bare thee, made me ieaue thee fo ! 

Her . You fpeake not as you thinke ; it cannot be. 

Hel. Loe,flhe is one of this confederacy. 

Now I perceiue,they haue conioynd all three. 

To fadiion this falfe fport,in fpight of me, 

Iniurious Hermiajatw vngratefull maide, 

Haueyou confpir’d,hauc you with thefe contriu’d 
To baitc me, with this foule derifion? 

Is all the counfell that we two haue fliar’d. 

The fiflers vowes.the houres that we haue fpent. 

When we haue chid the hafly footed time. 

For parting vs ; O, is all forgot ? 

All fchoole-daies friendfh ip, child -hood innocence ? 

We Hernia , like two artificial! gods, 

Haue 
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Haue with our needles, created both one flower, 
Both on one fampler, fitting onone cufhion. 

Both warbling of one fong, both in one key ; 

As if our hands, our fides, voices, and mindes 
Had bin incorporate.So we grew together, 

Like to a double cherry, feeming parted. 

But yet an vnion in partition. 

Two loucly berries moulded on one ftemme. 

So with two feeming bodies, but one heart, 

Two of the firft life coats in Heraldry, 

Due but to one,and crowned with one creft. 

And will you rent our ancient loue afunder. 

To ioyne with men in fcorning your poore friend ? 

It is not friendly.tis not maidenly. _ 

Our fexe as well as I, may chide you for it, 

Though I alone do feelc the iniury. 

Her . I am amazed at your words, 

I fcorne you not ; It feemes that you fcorne me. 

Hel. Haue you not fet Lyfander, as in fcorne 
To follow me, and praife my eies and face ? 

And made your other Loue, Demetrini 
(Who cuen but now did fpurne me with his footc) 
To call me goddefle,nimph,diuine, and rare. 
Precious, celeftiall? Wherefore fpeakes he this 
To her he hates ? And wherefore doth Lyfander 
Deny your loue (fo rich within his foule) 

And tender me(forfooth)affection, 

But by your fetting on,byy6ur confent? 

What though I be not fo in grace as you. 

So hung vpon with loue, fo fortunate ? 

(But miferable moft,to loue vnlou’d) 

This you ftiould pitty,rather then defpife. 

Her . I vnderftand not what you meane by this. 
Hel. I, do, perleuer, counterfeit fad lookes. 

Make moutbas vpon me when I turne my backe, 

^ 3 
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Winke each at other, hold the fyy£St£ tea ft vp ;■< . r : 
This fpott well cariied i fliallhs>ojhtPt'icle4. :od.JoH 

If you haue any piuy, gracc^fnattneirs, - ;> 

Y ou would not make me fuch at), argument. 

But faryewell,tis partly mine owne fault. 

Which death or abfence foone fliall remedy. 

Lyf. Stay gentle Helena, heare my excufe, ; 

My loue,my life, my foule/aire Helena, 

Hel.O excellent 1 _ c .. , . iff:* :i r •, „ : o: 

ffer.S weete,do not fcorne her f fo. 

Dem. If lhc cannot entreate,! can compell. 

Lyf. Thou canft compell, no more then fi-e entreate. 

Thy threats hauc no more ftrength then her weake praife. 
Helen, \ loue thee,by my life I doe ; 

I fweare by that which I will lofe for thee, 

To proue him falfe,that fates I loue thee not. 

Dent. I fay, I loue thee more then he can do. 

Ljf.H thou fay fo,with.draw and proue it to. 

Dem. Quick,come. 

Her. Lyfander, whereto tends all this ? 

Lyf. Away,you Etbiope. 

Dent. No,no,hee’l feeme to breakeloofe; 

T ake on as you would follow. 

But yet comenot : you are a tame man, go. 

Zy/lHangoffthou cat,thou bur; vile thing let loofe, 

Or I will {hake thee from me like a ferpent. 

Her. Why are you growne fo rude ? 

VVhat change is this, fweete Loue j? 

Lyf. Thy loue ? out tawny Tartar, out ; 

Out loathed medicine ; 6 hated poifon hence. 

Her. Do you not ieaft ? 

Hel. Yes footh.and fo do you, 

Lyf. Demetrius, l will keepe my word with thee. 

T)emd would I had your bond : for I perceiue, 

A weake bond holds you $ ife not truft your word. 

lyf* 
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tjf What,fhould I hurt her,ftrike her, kill her dead ? 
Although I hate her, lie not harme her fo. 

Her. What ? can you do me greater harme then hate ? 
Hate me,wherefore ?0 me, what newes my Loue i 
Am not I Hermia ? Arc not you Lyfander ? 

I am as faire now,as I was ere while. 

Since night you lou’d me ; yet fince night you left me. 
Why then you left me (6 the gods forbid^ 

In earned, ftiall I fay ? ■ y > ^ J '\ : 

Lj/ll.bymylife; 

Andneuer did defire to fee thee more. 

Therefore be out of hope,of queftion, of doubt ; 

Be certaine ; nothing truer ; tis no ieaft. 

That I do hate thee, and loue Helena . 

Her.O me.you juggler ,you canker blonomej. 

You theefc of loue ; whft.haue you come by night. 

And ftolne my loues heart from him ? 

Hc/.Fineifaith. 

Hauc you no modefty,no maiden fliame, 

No touch of baftrfulnefle l What, will you tcare 
Impatient anfwersfrom my gentle tongue ? 

Fie,fie,you counterfet,you puppet,you. 

Her .Puppet ? why io ? l,that way goes the game. 

Now 1 perceiue that (he hath made compare 
Betweene our ftatures,fhe hath vrg’d her height. 

And with her perfonage.her tall parfonage. 

Her height (forfooth j fhe hath pretiaild with him. 

And are you growne fo high in his efteeme, 

Becaufe I am fo dwarfifh and fo low ?. 

How low am I, thou painted May-pole ? Speajce, 
HowlowamI> I am not yet fo low, :<i k<v 

But that ray nailes can reach vnto thine eyes. 

Hel . I pray you though youmocke me,gentlepCB # 
Let her not hurt me ; Twas newer cur ft : 
lhauenogiftatallinfhrevvifliheirfc: >• v;H r. 

■ tula i 
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I am aright maid for mycowardizc ; 

Let her not ftrikeme : you perhaps may thinke, 

Becaufe fire is fomething lower then my felfc. 

That l ean match her* 

Her. Lower? harkeagainc. 

Hel.GooA Hermia, do not be fo bitter with me, 

1 euermore did loue you Hermia , 

Did euer keepe your counfels,neuer wronged you, 

Saue that in loue vnto Demetrius, 

I told him ofyour ftealth vnto this wood. 

He followed you,for loue I followed him. 

But he hath chid me hence, and threatned me 
To ftrike me.fpurne me,nay to kill me to ; 

And now,fo you will let me quiet goe, 

To tAthens will I beare my folly backe. 

And follow you no further.Let me go. 

You fee how fimple,andhow fond I am. 

Her. Why get you gone: who ift that hinders you? 
Hel.h foolilh heart, that I leaue heere behindc. 

Her. VVhat,with Lyfander.} 

Hel.W ith Demetrius. 

Lyf.Bc not afraid, fbe (hall not harme thee Helena. 
Dew.No fir/he fhall not,though you take her part. 
Hel.O when (hec’s angry ,(he is keene and fhrewd. 

She was a vixen when (he went to fchoole. 

And though fhe be but little, (he is fierce. 

Her . Little againe i Nothing but low and little ? 

Why will you fuffer her to flout me thus ? 

Let me come to her.- 

Lyf.Gct you goneyou dwarfe, 

You minimus , of hindring knot grafle made, . D ; . 

You bead,youacome. . ic ; 

Dew.You arc too officious. 

In her behalfe that feornes your feruices. 

Let her alone,fpeake not of Helena , 

fake 
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Take not her part.For if thou doft intend 
Neuer fo little (hew of loue to her. 

Thou (halt abie it. 

L)f.NoYJ (he holds me not, 

Now follow if thou dar’ftjto try whofe right. 

Of thine or mine, is mod in Helena. (Exit. 

Dem . Follow ? Nay,Ile go with thee cheeke by iowle. 
Her. You Miftrefle.all this coyle is long of you. 

Nay,goe not backe. 

Hel.l will not truft you I, 

Not longer flay in your curft company. 

Your hands than mine,are quicker for a fray. 

My legs are longer though to runne away. 

Her.\ am amaz’d, and know not what to fay. Exeunt. 

Ob . This is thy negligence,ftill thou miftak’ft. 

Or elfe commit’ft thy knaueries wilfully. 

Prw^.Beleeue me,King of (haddowes,I miftookc. 

Did not you tell me,t (hould know the man. 

By the Athenian garments he hath on ? 

And fo farre blamelefle proues my enterprize. 

That I haue nointed an Athenians eyes, 

And fo farre am I glad.it fo did fort. 

As this th^ir iangling I etteeme a fport. 

O^.Thou feeft thefc Louers feeke a place to fight. 

Hie therefore Robin, oucvcziA the night. 

The ftarry W elkin couer thou anon. 

With drooping fogge as blacke as Acheron, 

And leade thefe tefty Riuals fo aftray. 

As one come not within anothers way. 

Like to Lyfander 3 (omtume frame thy tongue. 

Then ftirre Demetrius vp wi.h bitter wrong • 

And fometime raile thou like Demetrius ; 

And from each other looke thou leade them thus. 

Till ore their browes.death-counterfeiting, fleepe 
With leaden ledgs, and Batty wings doth creepej 
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Then crufh this hearbe into Ly finders eie, 

Whofe liquor hath this vertuous property. 

To take from thence all error, with his might. 

And make his eie bals rolle with wonted fight. 

When they next wake, all this derifion 
Shall feeme a dreamc,and fruitleffc vifion, 

Andbackcto Athens (hall the Louers wend 
With league,whofe date till death (hall neuer end . 

Whiles 1 in this affaire do thee apply, 
lla to my Queene.and beg her Indian boy ; 

And then I will her charmed eie releafe 

From monfters view, and all things fhall be peace. 

PtickMy Fairie Lord, this muft be done with hafte. 

For night fwift Dragons cut the Clouds full faft. 

And yonder fhines Auroras harbinger ; 

At whofe approch.Ghofts wandring heerc and there, 
Troopehome to Church-yards ; damned fpirits all. 

That in croffe waies and flouds haue buriall. 

Already to their wormy beds are gone ; 

Forfearc leaf! day (hould looke their fhames vpon. 

They wilfully thetnfelues exile from light, 

And muft for aie confort with blacke browd night. 

Oh . But we are fpirits ofanother fort .* 

I, with the mornings loue haue oft made fport, 

And like a Forrefter,the groues may tread, 

Euen till thcEafterne gate all fiery red, 

Opening on Neptme, with faire blefled beames, 

Turnes into yellow gold,his fait greeneftreames. 

But notwithftanding hafte, make no delay. 

We may effeft this bufinefle,yet ere day. 

Puck-V p and downe,vp and downe, 1 will leade them vp 
8c downe .• I am feard in field and towne. Goblin, lead them 
vp and downe : here comes one. Enter Ly fonder , 

Lyf.Whcve art thou, proud Demetrius t Speak thou now. 
Rob. Here villaine,drawne and ready .Where art thou ? 
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Lyf.\ will be with thee ftraight. 

/^.Follow me then to plainer ground. 

Enter Demetrius. 

Deme. Ly fonder peake againe ; 

Thou runaway ,thou coward,art thou fled ? 

Speake in fome bufh.Where doft thou hide thy head ? 

r Rob.'Xhoa coward, art thou bragging to the ftars. 
Telling the bufhes that thou look’ft for warres. 

And wilt not come ? Come recreant, come thou childe. 

He whip thee with a rod. He is defil’d 
That drawes a fword on thee. 

Z>«»e.Yea,art thou there i 

£ 0 . Follow my voice, wee’l try no manhood here. Exeunt. 
Lyf.Hc goes before me, and ftill dares me on. 

When I come where he callcs,then hee’s gone. 

The villaine is much lighter heel’d then I ; 

1 followed faft,but fafter he did flie ; 

That fallen am I in darke vneuen way. 

And here will reft me. Come thou gentle day : 

For if but once thou (hew me thy gray light, 
lie finde Demetrius. and renenge this fpight. 

'Robin and Demetrius . 

&>£.Ho,ho,ho ; coward, why com’ft thou notf 
Deme. Abide me, if thou dar’ft.For well I wot. 

Thou runft before me,fhifting euery place. 

And dar’ft not ftand,nor looke me in the face. 

Where art thou? 

Rob, Come hither, I am here. 

De.Nay then thou mockft me; thou (halt buy this deare. 
If euerlthy face by day-light fee. 

Now goe thy way : faintnefle conftraineth me, 

To meafure out my length on this cold bed, 

By daiesapproch looke to be vifited. 

Enter Helena. 

Hel.O weary night, 6 long and tedious night, 

F 2 Abate 
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Abate thy houres,Chine comforts from the eaft. 

That I may backe to Athens by day-light. 

From thefe that my poore company deteft ; 

And fleepe that fometimes (huts vp forrowes cic, 

Steale me a while from mine owne company. Sleeve. 

Rob . Yet but three l Come one more. 

Two of both kindes makes vp foure. 

Here fhe comes, curl! and fad, 

£upid is a knauifh lad, Snter Hermia . 

Thus to make poore females mad. 

/7<?r.Neuer fo weary.ncuer fo in woe. 

Bedabbled with the dew,and tome with briars, 

I can no further crawle,no further goe ; 

My legs can keepe no pace with my defires. 

Here will 1 reft me till the brcake of day, 

Heauens ftiield Lyfander, if they meane a fray. 

Rob.O n the ground fleepe found, 
lie apply your eye gentle louer, remedy. 

When thou wak’ft,thou tak’ft 

True delight in the fight of thy former Ladies cie. 

And the Country Prouerbe knoWne, 

That euery man fhould take his owne. 

In your waking (hall be fliowne. 
lacked hall haue M,nought fhall go ill. 

The man fhall haue his Mare agame,and all fhall be well. 
Enter Ot^eene of Fairies ,and Clowne,and Fairies , and the 
King behinde them. 

Tito . Come fit thee downe vpon this flowry bed. 

While I thy amiable cheekes do coy. 

And fticke muske rofes in thy fleeke fmoothe head. 

And ktffe thy faire large eares, my gentle ioy. 
QoxvneSN\\txt% Peafe-bloffomel 
Peaf. Ready. 

CiWze.Scratch my head } Peafe-bloffome. Whet’s Moun- 
fieur Cobweb ? Ready. 
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C/o.Mounfieur Cobweb, good Mounfieur get your wea- 
pons in your hand, and kill me a red hipt humble-bee, on 
the top ofa thiftle ; and good Mounfieur bring me the ho- 
ny bag. Doe not fret your felfe too much in the a&ion, 
Mounfieur ; and good Mounfieur haue a care the hony bag 
breake not, I would be loth to haue you ouerflowne with a 
hony-bagfigniour.Whcre’s Mounfieur LMtifiardfeedt 

vW^Ready. 

Clo.G iue me your neafe,Mounfieur Mufiardfeed . 

Pray you leaue your courtefie,good Mounfieur* 

yT/^.What’s your wil ? 

Clo. Nothing good Mounfieur, but to helpe Caualery 
Cobweb to fcratch# Imufttothe Barbers Mounfieur, for 
me-thinkes I am maruailotis hairy about the face. And I 
am fuch a tender affe, if my haire do but tickle me, I muft 
fcratch. 

77ta.What,wilt thou hearc fome fome mufick, my fweet 
loue? 

Clowne. I haue a rcafonable good care in muficke. Let vs 
haue the tongs and the bones. 

Tita.Ov fay fweete Loue,what thou defireft to eate. 

C/tfip.Truely a peckeofproucnder; I could mounch your 
good dry Oates. Me-thinkes I haue a great defire to a bot- 
tle of hay : good nay, fweete hay hath no fellow* 

Tita . I haue a venturous Fairy, 

That fhall feeke the fquirtels hoard. 

And fetch thee new Nuts. 

Clo\ had rather haue a handfull or two of dried peafe* 
But I pray you let none of your people ftir me,l haue an ex- 
pofitionof fleepe come vpon me. 

7)ta.Sleepe thou, and T will Wiride thee in my armes. 
Fairies be gone, and be alwaies away# 

So doth the woodbine, the fweete Honifuckle, 

Gently entwift ; the female Iuy fo 
Enripgs the barky fingers ofthe Elmc* 

F 3 
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0 how I loue thee ! how I dote on thee ! 

Enter Robin goodfellow. 

Ob, Welcome good Robin : feeft thou this Tweet fight f 
Her dotage now I do begin to pitty. 

For meeting her of latebehinde the wood. 

Seeking fweete fauors for this hatcfull Toole, 

1 did vpbraid her,andfall out with her. 

For (he his hairy temples then had rounded. 

With coronet of ftcfti and fragrant flowers. 

And that fame dew which Tomtime on the buds, 

VVas wont to fwell like round & orient pearles ; 

Stood now within the pretty flouriets eies. 

Like teares that did their owne difgracc bewaile. 

When I had at my pleafure taunted her. 

And (he in milde tearmes begd my patience, 

I then did aske of her, her changeling childe. 

Which ftraight (he gaue me,and her Fairy Tent 
To bearehim to my Bower in Fairy Land. 

And now I haue the boy,I will vndoe 
This hatefull imperfe&ion of her eies. 

And gentle Pucke> take this transformed fcalpe. 

From off the bead of this Athenian fwaine; 

That he awaking when the other do. 

May all to Athens backe againe repaire. 

And thinke no more of this nights accidents, 

But as the fierce vexation of a dreame. 

But firft I will releafe the Fairy Queene. 

Be as thou waft wont to be ; 

See as thou waft wont to fee. 
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7Vm.How came thefe things to paffe ? 

Oh.how mine eies doth loathe this vifage now 1 
(^.Silence a Yth'ile.Robin take of this head ; 
7Vt4«/<*,muficke call,and ftrike more dead 
Then common fleepe ; of all thefe, fine the Tenfe. 
7^.Muficke,ho muficke/uch as charmeth fleepe. 
Jty£.When thou wak’ft.with thine owne fooles eies peep. 
O^.Soundmufick; come my Queen, take hands with me 
And rocke the ground whereon thefe fleepers be. 

NIovv thou and I are new in amity. 

And will to morrow midnight, folemnly 
Dance in Duke! hefeus houfe triumphantly, 

And blefle it to all faire pofterity. 

There fhall the paircs of faithfull Louers be 
Wedded, with Thefeus, all in iollity. 

Rob. Fairy King,attend and marke, 

I do heare the morning Larkc. 

O&.Tben my Queene in filence fad. 

Trip we after the nights (hade ; 

We the Globe can compaflfe foone. 

Swifter then the wandring Moone. 

Tita. Come my Lord,and in our flight.. 

Tell me how it came this night. 

That I fleeping heere was found. 

With thefe mortals on the ground. Exeunt* 

Enter Thefeus and all hts frame. Winde homes. 

Thcf. Goc one ofyou,finde out the Forrefler, 

For now our obferuation is perform’d ; 

And fince we haue the vaward of the day. 

My Loue fhall heare the muficke of my hounds. 

Vncouple in the Wcfternc valley,let them go ; 

Difpatch I fay, and finde the Forrefler. 

We will faire Queene, vp to the Mountaiues top, 

And marke the muficall confufion 
Of hounds and eccho in coniundUon. 
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Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once. 

When in a wood of f reete they bayed the Beare 
With hounds of Sparta ; neuer did I heare 
Such gallant chiding.Forbefides the groues. 

The skies, the fountaines.cuery region necre, 

Seeme all one mutual! cryj neuer heard 
So muficall a difcord,fuch fweete thunder. 

Thef My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kinde. 

So flew’d,fo fanded.and their heads arc hung 
With earcs that fweepe away the morning dew, 

Crooke knced,and dew-lspt,like Thejfalian Buis, 

Slow in purfuite.but matcht in mouth like bels. 

Each vnder each. A cry more tuneable 

Was neuer hollowd to, nor cheer’d with home. 

In Creete , in Sparta, nor in Thefaly ; 

judge when you heare.But fofc,what nimphs are thefe ? 

EgeusMy Lord,this is my daughter heere afleepe. 

And this Ljfander,i\\\sDemetrius is. 

This Helena , olde Nedars Helena , 

I wonder of this being heere together. 

The . No doubt they rofe vp early, to obferue 
The right of May ; and hearing our intent. 

Came heere in grace of our folemnity. 

But fpeake Egeus, is not this the day 

That Hermia {houid giue anfwer of her choyfe i 

Sgeus.\x is , my Lord. 

Tfc.Gobid the huntfmen wake them with their homes. 

Shout within, they all ft art vp.tVinde homes . 

Thef.Good morrow friends : Saint V lentine is part, 
Begm thefe wood birds but to couple now ? 

Z. 7 A.Pardon,my Lord. 

Thef. 1 pray you all ftand vp. 

I know you two aic Riuall enemies. 

How comes this gentle concord in the world. 

That hatred is fo farre from iealoufie, 
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To fleepe by hate.and feare no enmity. 

LyfMy Lord,I (hall reply amazedly, 

Halfe fleepe, halfe waking.But as yet, I fwearc, 

I cannot truely fay how I came here. 

But as I thinke (for truely would I fpeake) 

And now I do bethinke me, fo it is ; 

I came with Hermia hither.Our intent 

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might be 

Without thepcrill of th c Athenian Law. 

Ege.Enough.enough my Lord : you haue enough ; 

1 beg the Law,the Law,vpon his head : 

They would haue ftolne a way, they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to haue defeated you and me : 

You ofyour wife,and me of my confent; 

Of my confent, that (he {houid be your wife. 

DemMy Lord.fairc Helen told me of their Health, 
Ofthis their purpofe hither,to this wood. 

And I in fury hither followed them ; 

Faire Helena , in fancy followed me. 

But my good Lord, I wot not by what power 
(But by fome power it is) my louc 
To Hermia (mel ted as the fnow) 

Seemes to me now as the remembrance of an idle gaude. 
Which in my childehood I did dote vpon : 

And all the faith, the vertue of my heart. 

The obie& and the pleafureofmine eie. 

Is onely Helena.To hex, my Lord, 

Was I bethroth’d.ere I fee Hermia , 

But like a ficknefle,did I loathe this food. 

But as in health, come to my naturall tafle, 

Now do I wifh it,loue it,long for it. 

And will for euermorebe true to it. 

Thef. Faire Louers,you are fortunately met ; 

Of this difcourfe.wc will heare more anon, 

Hgeus, I will ouerbeare your will ; 
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For in theTemple.hy and by with vs, 

Thefe couples mall eternally be knit. 

And for the morning now is fomething worne, 

Our purpos’d hunting fliall be fet afide. 

Away, with vs to Athens ; three and three, 

Wee’l hold a feaft in great folemnity. 

Come H ippoltt £fit. 

Deme. Thefe things feeme fmall and vndiftinguifhable. 
Like farre off mountaines turned into Clouds. 

#«-.Mcthinks I fee thefe things with parted eie. 

When euery thing feemes double. 

Mel. So me-thinkes : 

And I haue found r Dtmetrim ,\ ike aiewell. 

Mine owne,and not mine owne. 

Dem. Are you fure 

That we arc awake fit feemes to me. 

That yet we fleepe.wc dreame.Do not you thinke, 

The Duke was heere,and bid vs follow him ? 

Her. Yea, and my father. 

Hel. And Hippolit/f. 

Lyf. And he bid vs follow to the Temple. 

Dem . Why then we are awake ; let’s follow him, and by 
the way let vs recount our dreames. Exit. 

Clo . When my cue comcs.call me, and I will anfwer. My 
next is,moft faire PtramueHc'j ho, Peter Quince ? Flute the 
bcllo wes-mendcr } Smut the tinker ? Starueling i Gods my 
life! Stolne hence, and left me allcepe^ I haue had a moil 
rare vifion.I haue had a dreame, paft the wit of man, to fay, 
what dreame it was. Man is but an Affe, if he go about to 
expound this dreame. Me-thoughtI was, there is no man 
can cell what. Me-thoug’nt I was, and me-thoughc I had. 
But man is but patcht a foofe.if he will offer to lay, what 
me-thought 1 had. The eie of man hath not heard, the care 
of man hath notfeene, mans hand is not able to tafte, his 
tongue to conceiue,nor his heart to report, what pay dream 

was. 
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was I will get Peter Quince to write a Ballet of this dream, 
it (hall be call’d Bottomet Dreame, becaufeithath nobot- 
tome ; and I will fwg it in the latter end of a play, before 
the Duke. Peraduencurc,to make it the more gracious, I 
(hall fing it at her death. Exit, 

Enter Quince, Flute >Thishe, and the rattle. 
Pwx.Hauc you fent to Bottomet houfe ? Is he come home 

^ Flute.Hc cannot be heard of, .Out of doubt bee is tranf- 

P °^If he come not, then the play is mard. It goes not 

forward, doth it? . 

Quin. It is not poflible : you haue not a man in all «✓*- 
thens,Mc to difeharge Piramut but he* 

Thif. Mo, he hath (imply the beft wit of any handy-crafc 
man in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the beftperfon too,and he is a veryPara- 
mour,for a fweete voyce. 

Thif. You muft fay paragon. A Paramour is (God blellc 

vs) a thing of nought. 

Enter Snug the Ieyner. 

Snug. Mafters,the Duke is comming from the Temple, 
and there is two or three Lords and Ladies more married. 
If our fport had gone forward, we had all beene made men. 

ThifO fweete bully Bottome : thus bath he loft fixpencc 
a day, during his life ; he could not haue fcaped fixpcnce a 
day/ And the Duke had notgiuen him ftxpence a day for 
playing Piramtu , He be hang’d. He would haue deferued 
it.Sixpence a day in piramtu , or nothing. 

Enter Bottome, 

Bet. Where arc thefe Lads : Where are thefe hearts i 
Quin. Bottome, 6 moft couragious day ! Omoft happy 
hourc ! 

G 2 Bet. 
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Bot. Matters, I am to difcourfe wonders ; but aske mee 
not what .For if I tell you, I am not true Athenian . I will tel 
you euery thing right as it fell out, 
j^iw.Let vs heare,fweete Botteme. 

Bot. Not a word of me : all that I will tell you, is, that 
the Duke hath dined. Get your apparcll together, good 
firings to your beards, new ribbands to your pumps, mecte 
prefently at the Palace, euerie man looke ore his part : for 
the fnort and the long is, our play is preferd. In any cafe let 
Thieby haue deane linnen : and let not him that plaies the 
Lion,pairc his nailes, for they fiiall hang out for the Lions 
clawes. And moft deare Actors, eate no Onions, nor Gar- 
lickc ; for we are to vtter fweetc breath, and I do not doubt 
but to heare them fay, it is a fweetc Comedy. No more 
words: away, go away. 

Enter Thefeus, Hippolita , and Philoftrate , 

Hip. Tis ftrange my Thefeut^azt thefe louers fpeake of» 
The.More ftrange then true.I neuer may beleeue 
Thefe anticke fables, nor thefe Fairy toies, 

Louers and mad men haue fuch feething braines. 

Such lhaping phantafies,that apprehend more 
Then coole rcafon euer comprehends. 

The Lunaticke,thc Louer,and the Poet, 

Are of imagination all compaft. 

One fees more diuels then vafte hell can hold ; 

That is the mad man.The Louer,all as franticke. 

Sees Helens beauty in a brow of Sgipt. 

The Poets eie in a fine frenzy rolling,doth glance 
Fromhcauen to earth,from earth to heauen. 

And as imagination bodies forth the formes of things 
Vnknowne; the Poets pen turnes them to fliapes. 

And giues to airy nothing, a locall habitation, 
Andaname.Such trickes hath ftrong imagination. 

That 
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That if it would but apprehend fome ioy, 

It comprehends fome bringer of that ioy. 

Or in the night, imagining fome feare. 

How eafie is abufh Tuppos’d a Beare? 

Hip. But all the ftory of tne night told ouer, 

And all their mindes transfigur’d fo together, 

More witnefleth than fancies images. 

And growes to fomething of great conftancy ; 

But howfoeuer, ftrange and admirable. 

Enter loners : Ly (under , Demetrius, Hermia,and Helena, 
Thef. Here come the louers, full of ioy and mirth : 

Ioy, gentle friends, ioy and frefli daics 
Of louc accompany your hearts. 

Lyf More then to vs, waite in your roiali walkes, your 

boord.your bed. 

Thef. Come now,whatmaskes,what dances Inall wee 
haue. 

To weare away this long age of three houres, 

Betweenc or after fupper, and bed-time ? 

Where is our vfuall manager of mirth ? 

What Reuels are in hand ? Is there no play. 

To cafe the anguifli of a torturing houre ? 

Call Philoftrate. 

Philo. Hecre mighty Thefeus. 

Thef. Say,what abridgment haue you for this euening? 
What maske,what muficke ? how fhall we beguile 
The lazie timc,ifnot with fome delight ? 

J*Iv/.There isabriefe.how many fports are rife. 

Make choife of which your Highneffe will ice firft. 

Thef. The battell with the Centaurs to be fung 
By an Athenian Eunuch,to the Harpe. 

Wee’l none of that.That haue I tolde my Loue, 

In glory of my kinfman Hercules. 

The riot of the tipfie Bachanals, 
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Tearing theThracian finger, in their rage ? 

That is an olde deuice ; and it was plaid, 

When I from Thebes came laft a Conqueror. 

The thrice three Mufes,mourning for the death 
Of learning, late deceaft in beggery. 

That is fome Satire keene, and criticall. 

Not forting with a nuptial! ceremony. 

A tedious briefe Scene of young Piramm. 

And his Loue Tbtsby ; very tragicall mirth ? 

Merry and tragicall ? Tedious and briefe ? That is hot Ice, 
And wondrous ftrangc Snow. How {hall we finde the con- 
cord ofthis difeord i 

Philo. A play there is,my Lord, fome ten words long, 
Which is as briefe, as I haue knowne a play ; 

But by ten words, my Lord, it is too long ; 

Which makes it tedious.For in all the play, . 

There is not one word apt, one plaier fitted. 

And tragicall.my noble Lord,it is : for P transits 
Therein doth kill himfelfe. Which when I faw 
Rehearft.I muft confeflc,made mine eies water ; 

But more merry teares the paffion of loud laughter 
Neuer ihed. 

Thef. What are they that do play it ? 

Philo.H&rd handed men, that worke in Athens here, 
Which neuer labour’d in their miifdcs till now ; 

And now haue toyled their vnbreathed memories, 

With this fameplay,againft your nuptiall. 

Thef. And we will heare it. 

c 7 > /;;',No,my noble Lord, it is hot for you.l haue heard 
It ouer,and it is nothing,nothing in the world j 
Vnlcfleyou can finde fportin their intents, 

Extremely ftretchr,aod cond with crucll paine. 

To doyouferuice. 

Thef.l will heare that play .For neuer any thing 
Can be ami£fe,when fimpleneffe and duty tender it. 

Goe 
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Goe bring them in, and take your places, Ladies. 

Hip. I loue not to fee wretchedneflc orecharged ; 

And duecy in his feruice perifiiing. 

Thef. Why gentle fweete,you (hall fee no fuch thing. 
Hip. He faies, they can do nothing in this kinde. 

The. The kinder we,to giuethem thanks for nothing. 
Our fport {hall be,to take what they miftake ; 

And what poore duty cannot do, noble refpeft 
Takes it in might, not merit. 

Where 1 haue come,great Clearkes haue purpofed 
To greete me with premeditated welcomes ; 

Where I haue feene them {hiucr and looke pale, 

Make periods in the midft of fentences. 

Throttle their pra&iz’d accent in their fearcs, 

And in conclufion,dumbly haue broke off. 

Not paying me a welcome.Truft me fweete. 

Out ofthis filcnceyet,I pickt a welcome : 

And in the niodcfty of fearefull duty, 

I read as much, as from the ratling tongue 
Of faucy and audacidus eloquence. 

Loue therefore, and tongue-tide fimplicity, 
Inleaft.fpeake moft,to my capacity. 

PWo.Sopleafeyour Grace,theProloguc is addreft. 
Dn^e . Let him approach. 

Enter the Prologue. 

Pro. Tfwc offend, it is with our good will. 

That you fhould thinke,we come not to offend. 

But with good will. T o {hew our fimple skill. 

That is the true beginning of our end. 

Confider then, we come but in defpight. 

We do not come, as minding to content you. 

Our true intent is. All for your delight. 

We are not heere.That you {hould here repent you. 
The A&ors are at hand ; and by their fhow. 

You (hall know all,that you are like to know. 
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TbefThis fellow doth not (land vpon points. 

Lyf. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt: hee 
knowes not the (lop. A good moral! my Lord. It is not e» 

nough to lpeake.but to 1'peake true. 

Hip . Indeed he hath plaid on this Prologue, like a childe 
on a Recorders found, but not in gouernment. 

ThefMis fpeech was like a tangled chaine ; nothing im- 
paired, but all difordcred. Who is next? . - 

Enter Vyramtu and Tbisby, Wall, Moone-jhme,and Lyon. 
Prologue. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this fhow, 
But wonder on, till truth make all things plaine. 

This man is Ptramustf you would know ; 

This beautious Lady, This by is certaine. 

This man with lyme and roughcaft, doth prefent 
Wall, that vile wall, which did thefe louers funder : 

And through wals chinke (poore foulcs) they are content 
To whifper.Atthe which, let no man wonder. 

This man, with Lanthorne,dog,and bu(h of thorne, 
Prefenteth moone-(hsne.For ifyou willknow, 
Bymoone-fhine did thefe Louers thinkeno fcome 
T o meete at Minus toombe, there, there to wooc : 

This grizly bead (which Lyon hight by name) 

The trufty Tbisby, commingflrft by night. 

Did fcarre away, or rather did affright : 

And as fhe fled, her mantle fhe did fall; 

Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did ftaine. 

Anon comes Piramusfwcctt youth and tall. 

And Andes his tru fly Tbisbies Mantle flaine ? 

Whereat, with blade, with bloody blamefull blade. 

He brauely broacht his boiling bloody bread, 

And Tbisby, tarrying in Mulberry (hade, 

His dagger drew, and died.For all the reft, 

Let Lyon , Lflibone-fhine, Wall, and Louers twaine. 

At large difeourfe, while here they do remaine. 
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Thef. I wonder if the Lyon be to fpcake. 

Berne . No wonder,my Lord: one Lion may, when many 

Afles do. . 

Exit Lyon, Tbisby, and Moone-Jbinc. 

trail . In this fame Interlude it doth befall. 

That l,one Flute (by name) prefent a wall : 

And luch a wall,as I would haue you thinke, 

That had in it a crannied hole or chinke : 

Through which the Louers , Piramus and Tbisby , 

Did whilpcr often,very fecretly. 

This lome,this roughcaft, and this ftone doth (how. 

That I am that fame wall ; the truth is fo. 

And this the cranny is, right and Amfter, 

Through which the fearefull Louers are to whifper. 

Thef. Would you deflre lime and haireto fpeak better ? 
Deme. It is the wittieft partition, that euer I heard dif- 
eourfe, my Lord, 

Thef Viramus drawes neere the wall,fllence. 

Pir . O grim lookt night, 6 night with hue fo blacke, 

O night, which euer art, when day is not : 

0 night, 6 night, alacke,alacke,alacke, 

1 featc my Tbisbies promife is forgot. 

And thou 6 wall, 6 fweete.o louely wall. 

That (lands betweene her Fathers ground and mine, , 

Thou wall, o wall, 6 fweete and louely wall, 

Shew me thy chinke,to blink through with mine eine. 
Thanks courteous wall, loue (hield thee well for this. 

But what fee I ? No Tbisby do I fee. 

O wicked walkthrough whom I fee no blifle, 

Curft be thy (tones, for thus deceiuing me. 

Thef The wall me-thinks being fenfib,’(e,(hould curfe a- 
gaine. 

Pir. No in truth Ar,he fhould not. Deceiuing me. 

Is Tbisbies cue ; fhe is to enter now,and I am to (py 
Her through the wall. You (hall fee it will fall- 
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pat as I told you ; yonder (he comes. Enter Thisbie . 

Thif. O wall, full often haft thou heard my mones, 

For parting my faire Pir amiss, and me. 

My cherry lips haue often kift thy ftones ; 

Thy ftones with lime and haire knit now againe. 

Pjra. I lee a voice ; now will I to the chinke. 

To fpy and I can heare my Thisbies face. Thisby ? 

ThtfMy Loue thou art,my Lone I thinke. 

P/r.Thinke what thou wilt,I am thy Louers grace, 

. And Wke Limander,am I trufty ftill. 

Thif. And I like Helen, i\W the fates me kill. 

JV.Not Shafaltss to Proems yvizs fo true. 

Thif As Shafalm to Proems, I to you. 

T/V.Okiffc me through the hole of this vile wall. 

Thifl kiffe the wals hole,notyour lips at all. 

Pir . Wilt thou at Ninnies toomb mcete me ftraightway ? 
Thif.Tidc life, tide death,I come without delay. 
J^//.Thus haue I WaU , my part difeharged foj. 

And being done,thus W'ali away doth goe. 

P^.Now is the Moon vfed betweene the two neighbors, 
J5ewe.No remcdy.my Lord, when wals are fo wilfull, to 
heare without warning. 

Dutch . This is the fillieft ftuffe that ere 1 heard, 

Duke.Jhc beft in this kinde are but fhadowes, and the 
worft are no worfe,if imagination amend them. 

Dntch.lt muft be your imagination then, and not theirs, 
Duke Jfwee imagine no worfe of them then they of tbem- 
felues.they may paffe for excellent men, H eere come two 
noble beafts, in a man and a Lyon. 

Enter Lyon and tJHoone-fhine. 

Lyon . You Ladies, you (whofe gentle hearts do feare 
The fmalleft monftrous moufe that creepes on floore) 

May now pcrchance,both quake and tremble heere,, 
When Lyon rough,in wildeft rage doth roare. 

Then know that I, as Smg the ioyner am 
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A Lyon fell, nor elfe no Lyons damme, 

For if I (houid,as Lyon come in ftrife. 

Into this place,t’were pitty on my life, 

Duke. A very gentle beaft, and of a good confcience. 

Berne. The very beft'at a beaft, my Lord,that ere I faw, 

Lyf. This Lyon is a very Fox for his valour, 

.True, and aGoofc for his diferetion. 

De.Not fo my Lord.For his valour cannot carry his dis- 
cretion ; and the Fox carries the goofe. 

Duke. His diferetion I am fure cannot carry his valour. 
For the Goofe carries not the Fox.lt is well 5 leauc it to his 
diferetion, and let vs hearken to the Moone. 

7k/<w».This lanthorne doth the horned Moone prefent. 

Dense. He fliould haue worne the homes on his head. 

Duki He is no crefcent,and his homes are inuilible, with- 
in the circumference. 

TAoone. This lanthorne doth the horned Mooneprefent, 
My felfc,the man ith’Moone do feeme to be. ‘ 

Duke. This is the greateft error of all the reft ; the man 
fhould be put into the Lanthorne, How is it elfe the man 
i’th Moone ? 

Dem. He dares not come there for the candle. 

For you fee, it is already in fnuffe. (change. 

Dutch, l am weary of this Moone ; would he would 

Duke. It appeares by his fmall light of diferetion, that hee 
is in the wane : but yet in curtefie,in all rcafon,wc muft ftay 
the time. 

Lyfand. Proceed Moone, 

Moone, All that I haue to fay,is to tell you,that the Lan- 
thorne is the Moone ; I,themanin the Moone; this thornc 
bufh,my thorne bufti,and this dog, my dog. 

Dense. Why all thefe iliould bee in the Lanthorne : for 
they are in the Moone.But filence, heere comes Thisby, 

Enter Thisby. 

T&.This is old Ninies toomb : wher’s my loue ? Lyon. Oh 

H a Dem, 
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!Z)tf/w.Well roard Lyon. 

2Mtf.Well runnc Thisbie. .... ... 

Butch. Well fhoone Moone. Truely the Moone Ihines 

with a good grace. 

Bute. Well mouz’d Lyon. 

Dem.hnd then came Piramus. 

Lyfhnd (o' the Lyon vanifht. 

Enter Piramus. 

pyr, S weete Moone.I thank thee for thy funny beames, 

1 thanke thee Moone, for fhming now fo bright. 

For by thy gracious, golden, glittering beames, 

I truft to take of trueft Thisbie fight. 

But flay : 6 fpight 1 but marke,poore knight. 

What dreadfull dole is here ? 

Eyes do you fee ! how can it be 1 
O dainty ducke, 6 deare ! 

Thy mantle good, what ftaind with blood ? 

Approach ye Furies fell, 

O fates come,come,cut thred and thrum, 

Qoaile,crulh, conclude, and quell. 

Bake. This paflion.and the death of a deare frvend would 
goe neere to make a man looke fad. 

Dutches fhrevv my heart, but I pitty the man. 

Pir.O wherefore Nature, didft thou Lyons frame ? 
Since Lyon vilde hath heere deflour dmy deare; 

\Vhich is,no,no, which was the faiteft dame 
That liud,that loud .that lik*t,that look’t with cbeere. 
Corneteares confound,out fword and wound 
The pap of Pyramid : 

I,that left pap, where heart doth hop ; 

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus. 

Now am 1 dead, now am I fled, my foule,isin the sky. 
Tongue lofe thy light,Moone take thy flight, 

Now dye,dye,dye,dye,dye. 

Dtfw.NoDie.but an ace for him ; for he is but one. 
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Lyf . Lefle then an ace man.For he is dead,he is nothing. 

j)uke. WiththehelpcofaSurgeon,hemightyetreco~ 
uerandproueanafle. , , c . 

Butch flow chance Moone-fhine is gone before . 

Thisbv comes backe.and Andes her Iouer. 

Th DukeS he will finde him by ftar-light. Here (he comes, 

and her paflion ends the play* - * « 

©»f.Me-thinkes (he (hould not vfe a long one for fuch 

a Piramut : 1 hope fhe will be briefe. 

Dentt A Moth will turne the ballance, which Piramus, 

which Thisbie is the better .• hee for a roan, God warnd vs ; 

(he for awoman,Godbleflevs. ... f r 

Lyf SheTtath fpied him already, with thofe tweete eies, 
Dem.hnd thus fhe mc&ncs, videlicit. 

Thif Afleepe my Loue ? What, dead my Doue 

O Piramus arife, , . 

Speake,fpcake.Quite dumbe ? Dead, dead ? A toomL e 

Muft couer thy fweete eies. 

Thefe lilly lips, this cherry nofe, 

Tlhefe yellow cowflip cheekcs 

Are gone, are gone ; Louers make mone ; 

His eyes were greene as Leek es. 

O fitters three,come,come to me. 

With hands as pale as milke. 

Lay them in gore,fince you haue Ihore 
With flieercsjhis thred of filke. 

. Tongue not a word, come trufty fword, 
r nmp hlade.mv breaft imbrew : 



Adieu, adieu, adieu. , , , 

D#%.Moone-ft>ine and Lyon are left to bury the dead. 

Berne. I.and Wall too. ' , , 

Lyon. No, I afliire you the wall is downe, that parted 
their Fathers. Will it pleafe you to fee the Epilogue, or to 
heare a Bergomask dancc,betweenc two of our company ? 

D fl 3 Duke, 









v v (rfiJif 

\\WM 



Wm- 



! ill I 






"Exeunt* 



A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

(S' Duke. No Epilogue, I pray you; for your play needs no 
excufe. Neucr excufe ; for when the players are all dead, 
there need none to be blamed. Marry, if he that writ i t,had 
plaid pjramut , and hang’d himfelfe in Thisbies garter, it 
would haue beene a fine Tragedy: and fo it istruely, and 
very notably difeharg’d, Butcome,yout Burgomaske; let 
your Epilogue alone. 

The iron tongue of midnight hath toldc twelue. 

Louers to bed.tis almoft Fairy time. 

I feare we (ball out-fleepe the comming mornc. 

As much as we this night haue ouer-watchc. 

This palpable grofle play hath well beguil’d 
The heauy gate of night.Sweec friends to bed. 

A fortnight hold we this folemnity, 

In nightly Reuels, and new iollity. 

Enter ‘Pucke. 

Puck- Now the hungry Lyons rores. 

And the W olfe beholds the Moone $ 

Whilft the heauy ploughman fnorcs. 

All with weary taske fore-done. 

Now-the wafted brands do glow, 
Whiiftthefcricch-owlc,fcritchingloud, 

Puts the wretch that lies in woe. 

In remembrance of a ftirowd. 

Now it is the time of night. 

That the graues.all gaping wide, 

Euery one lets forth his fpright. 

In the Church way paths to glide. 

And we Fairies,that do runnne. 

By the triple Hecates teame. 

From the prefence ofthe Sunne, 

Following darknefle like a dreame, 

Nowarefrollicke; notaMoufe 
Shall difturbe this hallowed houfe. 

I am fent with broome before, 
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To fweepe the duft behinde the doore. 

Enter King andQufene of Fairies jvith their traine . 
(^.Through the houfe giue glimmering light. 

By the dead and drowfie fier, 

Euery Elfc and Fairy fpright. 

Hop as light as bird from brier. 

And this Ditty after me,Sing and dance it trippingly. 

TVf^.Firft rebcarfe this fong by roate. 

To each word a warbling note. 

Hand in hand, with Fairy grace. 

Will we ling and bleffe this place. 

O^.No w vnt ill the breake of day. 

Through this houfe, each Fairy ftrayv 
To the beftbride.bed will we, 

Which by vs fhall blelfedbe : 

And the ifluc there create, 

Euer lhall be fortunate: 

So lhall all the couples three, 

Euer true in louing be : 

And the blots of Natures hand, 

Shall not in their iffue ftand. 

Neuer mole,hare-lip,nor fcarre, 

Nor marke prodigious,fuch as are 
Dcfpifed in natiuity,. 

Shall vpon their children be. 

With this field dew confecrate, 

Euery Fairy take his gate. 

And each feuerall chamber blefle, 

Through this Palace,with fwcete peace,, 

Euer lhall in fafety reft, 

And the owner of it bleft; 

Trip away, make no flay ; 

Meete me all,by breake of day. Exeunt ; 

Robin. If we lhadowes haue offended, 

Thinkcbut this (and all is mended) 
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That youhaue but flumbtcd heete. 

While this vifions did appeare. 

And this weake and idle theame, 

No more yeelding but a dreame, 

Gentles, do not reprehend. 

If you pardon,we will mend. 

And as I am an honeft Pucke , 

Ifwehaue vnearnedlucke. 

Now to fcape the Serpents tongue, 

We will make amends ere long : 

Elfe the fucke a lyar call. 

So good night vnto you all. 

Giue me your hands,ifwcbe friends, 

And Robin (hall reftorc amends. 

FINIS. 
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The Comical Hiftoryofthe 

<s ^Merchant of Venice* 

Enter t/Tnthonio, Salarpo, and Salanio. 

- > .* 

l Nthomo. Infooth I know not why I am To fad, 
lit wearies me, you fay it wearies you ; 

'But how I caught it/outtd it, or came by it, 
f What fttiffe tis made off,whereof it is borne, 

\ I am to learne : & fuch a want-wit fadnes makes 

of me, 

That I haue much adoe to know my felfe. 

Salarino. Y our minde is tolling on the Ocean, 

There where your Argofies with portlyfayle. 

Like Signiors andTTch Bmgaison -the flood. 

Or as it were the Pageants of the fea. 

Doe ouer-peere the petty traffiquers 

That curfie to them,do them reuerence 

As they flie by them with their wouetv wings. 

Sdlawo.Bdccne me fir, had I fuch venture foorth. 

The better part ofmy affe&ions would 
Be with my hopes abroad, I (hould be ftill 
Plucking the grade, to know where fits the winde, 

Piering in Maps,for Ports, for Peeres and Rodes ; 

And cuery obie£t that might make me fcare 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 

A i StUr. 
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The Qomicall Hijlory of 

Salar ^Ay windc cooling my broth, 

W ould blow me to an Ague, when I thought 
What harme a windc too great at Tea, might do. 

I ftiould not lee the fandy howrc-glafle runne. 

But I ftiould thinke of fhallowes, and offlacs. 

And fee my wealthy Andrew dockes in fand, 

Veyling her high cop lower then her ribs. 

To kiflc her buriall. Should I go to Church, 

And fee the holy edifice of ftone, 

And not bethinkeme ftraightofdangerousrockes. 

Which couching but my gentle veflels fide. 

Would fcatcer all the fpices on the flreame. 

Enrobe the roaring waters with my filkes ,• 

And in a word, but euen now worth this. 

And now worth nothing ? Shall I haue the thought 
To thinke on this, and Shall I lacke the thought,' 

That fuch a thing be-chanc’d would make me fad ?( 

But tell not me, 1 know Anthonio 
Is fad to thinke vpon his merchandize, 

Anth. Bcleeue me no : I thankc my fortune for it. 

My ventures are not in one bottome crufted. 

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole eftate 
Vpon the fortune of this prefenc yeare; 

Therefoi- e my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Salar. Then y’are in loue. 

Anth, Fie,fie. 

Salar. Not in. loue neither i Then let vs fay you, arc fad, 
Bccaufe you are not merry : and h were as eafie 
For you to laugh and Icape, and fay you are merry, 
Bccaufe you are not fad. Now by two-headed Ianus, 
Nature hath fram’d ftrange fellowesinhertimc.- 
Some that will euermore peepe through their cies. 

And laugh like Parrats at a bag-piper. 

And other of fuch vinegar ai’pedf. 

That they’l not fhevv their teeth in way of fmile, 
ThoughNcftor fvveare the left be laughable. 



the of Venice* 

Enter Bafanio, Lorenfi, and Gratiano. 

Satan. Here comes Bafanio your moft noble kinfman, 
Gratiano and Lorenfo : Faryewell, 

We leaue you now with better company. 

Salar. I would haue ftaidc till I had made you merry. 

If worthier friends had not preuented me. 

Anth. Your worth is very deerc in my regard, 

I take it your owne bufineffe cals on you, 

And you embrace the occafion to depart. 

Salar. Good morrow my good Lords. 

Balf.G ood figniors both, when (hall we laugh ? fay, whe 
You grow exceeding ftrange : muft it be fo? 

Salar Wee’l make our leyfuves to attend on yours. 

* Sxemt Salarino and Salanto » 

Lor. My Lord Bafaniofa cc you haue found Ant heme, 
we two will leaue you ; but at dinner time 
I pray you haue in minde where we tnuft meete. 

Balf. lwill;notfaileyou, 

Grat. You looke not wellfignior Anthonie, 

You haue too much rcfpe& vpon the world : 

They loofe it that do buy it with much care, 

Beleeue me you arej neruailoufly, chang d. 

Ant. I hold the world but asThe world Gratiano , 

A ftage,where euery one muft play a part. 

And mine a fad one. 

Gra. Let me play the foole, 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come. 

And let my Liuer rather heate with wine. 

Then my heart coolc with mortifying grones. 

Why fnould aman whofe blood is warme within. 

Sit like his Grandfire cut in Alablafter ? 

Sleepe when he wakes ? and creepe into the Iaundies 
By being peeuifh ? I tell thee what Anthonio, 

1 loue thee, and tis my loue that fpeakes. 

There are a fort of men, wbofevifages 

/ A3 



' '*/, vc 




william Shakespeare Merchant of Venice (stc 22297) London, 1600 [1619] the bodleian library (Arch. G d-42[2]) Octavo 



renn - * jhj . • 'tminreremai 'feiEiBizm j me/Bieis/Bf, 







• H r SJ £j HJHfHi ci>21T s 



The fomicaS Hijlory of 

Doc dreame and mantle like a ftandingpond, 

A nd do a wilfull ftiinefle entertaine. 

With purpofe to be drcft in an opinion 
Of wifedome.grauity, profound conceit. 

As who (hould fay, I am fir Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no dog barke. 

0 my Anthonio, I do know of thofe 
That therefore onely are reputed wife 
For faying nothing ; when I am very fure 

If they fliould fpeakc, would almoft dam thofe eares. 

Which hearing them would call their brothers foolcs, 

He tell thee more of this another time. 

But filb not with this melancholy baite. 

For this foole gudgin,this opinion : 

Come good Lar^^farwell a while. 

He end my exhortat ion after dinner. 

■Lore#. Well, we will leaue you then till dinner time. 

1 mull be one of thefe fame dumbe wife men. 

For Cratia.no neuer lets me fpeake. 

(jra. Well,keepe me company but two yeares moe. 

Thou (halt not know the found of thine owne tongue. 
«4».Farwell,Ile grow a talker for this geare. 

Cra.Thanks ifaith,for filence is onely commendable 
In a neats tongue dried, and a maide not vendable. 

Exeunt. 

An.lt is that any thing now. 

BaJfGratumo fpeakes an infinite deale ofnothing,more then 
any man in all V mice , his reafons are as two graines of wheate 
hid in two bufhels of chaffe : you (ball feeke all day ere you 
findethem, and when you haue them, they are not worth the 
fearch. 

^»f.Well,teIl me now what Lady is the fame 
T o whom you fwore a fecret pilgrimage, 

That you to day promifd to tell me of. 

Bajf. Tis not vnknowne to you Anthonio , 

How much I haue difablcd mine eftate, 

By 
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By fomething (hewing a more fwelling port, 

Then my faint meanes would grant continuance .* 

Nor do I now make moane to be abridg d 
From fuch a noble rate,but my cheefe care 
Is to come fairely off from the great debts 
Wherein my time fomething too prodigall 
Hath left me gag’d : to you Anthonio, 

I owe the mod in money and in loue, 

And from your loue I haue a warranty 
To vnburthen all my plots and purpofes 
How to get cleere of all the debts 1 owe. 

Antbo.l pray you good Baffanio, let me know it, . 

And if it ftand as you your felfe ftill do. 

Within the eye of honour, be affured 
My purfe,roy perfon, my extremeft meanes 
Lieallvnlockttoyouroccafions. 

Baf. In my fchoole dayes.when I had loft one (haft, . 
I (hot his fellow of the felfc-fame flight 
The felfe-fame way .with more aduifed watch 
To finde the other foorth,and by aduentring both, 

I oft found both JLxrge Lthis_child-hood proofe, 
Bccaufe what followes, is pure inno cence* 

I owe you much, and like a wilfull youth. 

That which I owe is loft, but if you pleafe 
To ftioote another arrow that felfe way 
Which you did ftioote the firft, I do not doubt, 

As I will watch the ayme or to finde both. 

Or brisg your latter hazard backe againe, , 

And thankfully reft debter for the firft. 

Ant . You know me well 3 and hcereinfpend but time: 
To winde about my loue with circumftancc. 

And out of doubt you do me now more wrongs 
In making queftion of my vttermoft. 

Then if you had made wafte of all I haue : 

Then do but fay to me,what 1 (hould do. 

That in your knowledge may by me be 
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And I am preft vnto it, therefore fpeake. 

Bajf. In 'Belmont is a Lady richly left. 

An d The is faire, and fairer then that word, 

Ofvvondrous vertues. Sometimes from her eyes 
I did receiue faire fpeechleffc meflages .* 

Her name is Portia ; nothing vndcr-valew’d 
To £atos daughter, Brutus Portia , 

Nor is the wide world ignorant ofber worth. 

For the foure winds blow in from euery coaft 
Renowned Tutors, and her funny lockes 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 
which makes her leat of Belmont , Cotcbos ftrond. 

And many Iafons comes in queft of her. 

0 my Anthonio, had I but the meanes 
To hold a riuall place with one of them, 

1 haue a minde prefages me fuch thrift. 

That I fhould queftionlefle be fortunate. 

Ant. Thou knowft that all my fortunes are at Tea, 

Neither haue I money, nor commodity, 

To raife aprefent fumme. Therefore go forth, 

Try what my credit can in Venice do. 

That fhall be rackt euen to the vttermoft. 

To furnifh thee to Belmont to faire Portia . 

Go prefently enquire, and fo will I 
where money is,and I no queftion make. 

To haue it of my truft,or for my fake, Exeunt 

Enter Portia with her waiting IP'ornan NerriJJa. 

Portia. By my troth Nerrijfa , my little body is a wearieof 
this great world. 

iVer. You would be fweet Madam, if your miferies were in the 
fame abundance as your good fortunes are : and yet for ought I 
fee,they are as lick that furfet with too much,as they that ftaruc 
with nothing ; it is no meane happinefle therefore to be leated 
in the meane, fuperfluicy comes fooner by white haircs, but 
competency lines longer. 

Tor. 



the er chant of Venice* 

Portia . Good fentences,and well pronounced. 

JVer.They would be better,if well followed. 

for. If to do, were as eafie as to know what were gbod to 
do, Chappels had beene Churches, and poorc mens cottages. 
Princes Pallaces ; it is a good diuine that followes his owne in- 
ftruftions : I can cafier teach twenty what were good to bee 
done, then to be one of the twenty to follow mine owne teach- 
ing : the braine may deuife lawes for the blood, but a hot tem- 
per kapes ore a colde decree, fuch a hare is madneffe the youth, 
to skip ore the mefhes of good counfell the cripple; but this 
reafoning is not in the fafhion to choofe me a husband ; O me, 
the word choofe, I may neyther choofe who I would,nor refufe 
wholdiflike, fo is the will of a liuing daughter curbdby the 
will of a dead father : is it not hard Nertjfa-, that I cannot choofe 
one, nor refute none. 

Ner. Your father was eucr vertuous, and holy men at their 
death haue good infpirations, therefore the lottry that he hath 
deuifed in thefe three chefts of gold, filucr,and leade, whereof 
who choofes his meaning choofes you, no doubt you wil neuer 
be chofcn by any rightly, but one who fhall rightly loue t But 
what warmth is there in your affc&ion towards any of thefe 
Princely futers that arc already come ? 

For o Tprcthcc ouer-name them, and as thou nameft them, I 
will deferibe them, and according to my defeription, leueil at 
my affeftion. 

.Afcr.Firft, there is the Ncapolitane P rince. 

For. I that’s a colt indeed, for hee doth nothing but talke of 
his horfe,and he makes it a great appropriation vnto his owne 
good parts, that he can fhoo himfelfe: I am much afeard my La- 
dy his Mother plaid falfe with a fmith. 

^^•Then there is the County Palatine. 

For. He doth nothing but fro yviie (as who fhould fay,ifyoe 
willnothaucme^hooic ; be hearef merry tales and fmiles not, 
Tfearehe willprooue the weeping Philosopher whe he growes 
old, being fo full of vnmannerly fadnefle in his^youth.) 1 had ra^ 
tfeer be married to a deaths head with a bonein his mouth, then 

B JO 
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to cyther ofthcfc .• God defend me from tbefe cwo. 

Ner. How fay you by the French Lord >Momfier le Bourn > 

For, God made him, and therefore let him paffe for a man, in 
truth 1 know it is a finne to be a mocker, but he, why he hath a 

horfe better then the Neapolitans, abetter bad habite of frow- 
ning then the Count Palatine, heeis eucry man in no man, if a 
Tranell ling, hce fals ftraight a capring, bee will fence with his 
owne fhadow. If I fhould marry him,'\I ftiould marry twenty 
husbands : if he would defpife me, I would forgiue him, for if 
he loue me to madnelfe,I fhall neuerrequitehim. 

Ner. What fay you then to Fane on bridge young Baron of 

England ? 

For.You know I fay nothing to him, for he vnderftands not 
me.norl him -.he hath neither Latine,French,nor Italtan,& you 
will come into the Court and fweare that I haue a poorc penni- 
worth in the Englifh .• he is a proper mans pi£lure, but alas who 
can conuerfe with a dumbe fho w ? how' odly he is futed,I think 
he bought his doublet in Italy } his round hofe in France, his 
bonnet in (yermany ,and his bchauiour euery where. 

Nerijfa. Whatthinkeyouof theScottilh Lord his Neigh- 
bour ? 

Tor .That he hath a neighbourly charity in him, for he bor- 
rowed aboxe of the care of the Englifhman,and fworehe wold 
pay him againc when he was able •• I thinke the Frenchman be- 
came his furcty, and feald vnderfor another. 

Ner. How like you the young Germaine , the Duke of Saxo- 
nies nephew t 

For. Very vildel y in the morning whenhe isfober, andmoft 
vilely in the afternoone w'hen he is drunke : when he is beft, hee 
is a little worfe then a man, and when he is worft he is little bet- 
ter thena beaft; and the worft fall that eucr fell, Ihopellhall 
make i"bift to go without him. 

TVer.lf he iliould offer to choofe, and choofe the right Caf- 
ket,you Ihould refufe to performe your fathers wil,if you (hold 
refufe to accept him. 

Fer.Therfore for feare.qf the worft,! prethee fet a deep.glaffe 

of 
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of ReynHh Wine on the contrary Casket, for if the diuell bee 
within, and that temptation without, Iknow he will choofe it. 
/will do any thing Nerijfa y exc lie be married to a fpunge. 

Ner. You need not feare Lady, the hauing any of thefe Lords, 
they haue acquainted me with their determinations, which is 
indeed to returneto their home, and to trouble you with no 
more fute,vnleflc you may be won by fome orher fore then youc 
fathers impofition,depending on the Caskets. 

PorA f /Hue to be as olde as SibillaJ will die as chaftc as Di~ 
ana y vnlcflc/ bee obtained by the manner of my fathers will: / 
am glad this parcell of wooers arc fo reafonable,for there is not 
one among them but / dote on his very abfence ; Sc /pray God 
grant them a faire departure. 

Ner. Do you not remember Lady in your fathers time, a Ve- 
netian Scholler and aSouldior that came hither in company of 
the Marqueflfe of Momtferrat ? 

Portia. Yes,ycs,it was Baffanto^sl thinke he was fo call’d. 

Ner. True Maddam, he of all the men that euer my foolifli 
eyes lookt vpon,was the beft deferring a faire Lady. 

Per. I remember him well, and / remember him worthy of 
thy praife. 

How novy,what newes ? 

Enter a feruingman. 

a&r.Yhe foureftrangers feeke for you Madame, to take their 
Icaue ; and there is a fore-runner come from a fift, the Prince of 
Merecoy who brings word the Prince his Mafter will be hecre to 
night. 

Per A? / could bid the fife welcome, with fo good a heart as / 
can bid the other foure farwell,/ fhould be glad of his approch: 
if he haue the condition of a Saint, and the completion of a di- 
uell,/ had rather he fhould flhriue me then wiueme.Come Ner- 
rtffaSvct* go before : whiles wefhut the gates vpon one wooer* 
another knocks at the doore. Exeunt* 

Enter e BaJfatfio y mth Shylocke the ItWi 

J^.Threc thoufand ducats,wclL 
/ fir, for three months. 

jB. 2r,. 
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Shy.Vot three moneths } wcll. 

Bajf.pot the which as I told you, 

Anthonio (hall be bound. 

Shy .Antbonio (hall become bound,wcll. 

BajfMoyyon (lead me? Will youpleafuremc i 
Shall I know your anfwere ? 

Shy. Three thoufand ducats for three moneths, 
and Antbonio bound. 

Bajf. Your anfwere to that. 

Shy. Antbonio is a good man. 

Bajf. Haue you heard any imputation to the contrary ? 

Shy. Ho no,no,no,no : my meaning in faying hee is a good 
man, is to haue you vnderftand me, that he is fufficient, yet his 
meanes are in fuppofition : he hath an Argofie bound to Tripo- 
li!, another to the Indies , I vnderftand moreouer vpon the Ryal- 
ta,he hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for England, & other ven- 
tures he hath fquandred abroad,but (hips are but boards, Say- 
lers but men ; there be land rats, and water rats, water theeues, 
and land theeucs,ImcanePyrats, and then there is theperillof 
waters,windes, and rockcs: the man is notwithftanding fuffici- 
ent, three thoufand ducats,I thinke I may take his bond. 

"Bajf Be aflured you may. 

Sby.l will be aflured I may t and that I may be aflured, I will 
bethinke me, may I fpeake with Anthonio ? 

Bajf. If it pleafe you to dine with vs. 

Shy. Yes, to fmell porke.toeate ofthe habitation which your 
Prophet the Naz,arite coniured the diuell into : I will buy with 
you, fell with you, t3lke with you, walkc with you, and fo fol- 
lowing; but I will noteate with you, drinke with you, nor pray 
with you.What newes on the Ryalto,who is he comes heere ? 

Enter Antbonio . 

B.-iJf. Th\s is figniour Anthonio. 

Sly. How like a fawning Publican helookes. 

I hate him for he is a Chriftian .• 

But 




the ^Merchant of Venice. 

But more,for that in lowe fimplicity 
He Tends out mony grativfld brings downe 
The rate of vfance heere with vs in Vi ’.nice. 

If I can catch him once vpon the hip, 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bearehim. 

He hates our facred Nation,and he rayles 
Euen there where Merchants moft do congregate. 
On me, my bargaines,and my well-won thrift. 

Which he cals intereft : Curfed be my Tribe 
If Iforgiuehim. 

Bajf. Shylocke, do you heare. 

Sby.l am debating of my prefent (tore. 

And by the neere guefle of my memory, 

I cannot inftatitly raife vp the groffe 

Of full three thoufand ducats.- what of that ? 

T ubally. wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe, 

Will furnifti me ; but foft.how many month* 

Doe you defire ? Reft you faire good Signior, 

Your worlhip was the laft man in our mouthes. 

Ant, Shylocke, although I neither lend nor borrow, 
By taking nor by giuing ofexcefle. 

Yet to fupply the ripe wants of my friend, 

He breake a cuftomc : are you vefolu’d. 

How much he would haue? 

Sby.1,1, three thoufand ducats. 
eAnt. And for three moneths. 

Shy. I had forgot, three months, you told me fo. 
Well then, your bond : and let me fee, but heare you. 
Me- thought you faid,you neither lend nor borrow 
Vponaduantage. 

^»t,Idoneuer vfeit. 

Shy . When Jacob graz’d his Vnckle j Labans iheepe. 
This Iacob from our holy Abram was 
(As his wile Mother wrought in his behalfe) 

The third poflefler ; I,hc was the third. 

Ant. And what of him,did he take intereft ? 

B 3 
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££ 7 .No, not take intereft, not as you would fay 
Diredtly intereft, marke what Jacob did. 

When Laban and himfelfc were compremyzd. 

That allthe eanelings which were ftreakt and pied. 
Should fall as lacobs hier, the Ewes being rancke. 

In ch’end of Autusne turned to the Rams, 

And when the worke of generation was 
Betweene thefe woolly breeders in the a< 5 tc. 

The skilfull fhepheard pyld me certaine wands. 

And in the doing of the deed of kinde. 

He ftucke them vp before the fulfomc Ewes, 

Who then conceiuing,did in caning time 

Fall party-coloured lambes,and thofe were lacobs „ 

This was a way to thriuc ; atid he was bleft .* 

And thrift is bleffing if men fteale it not. 

j4nt. Th\s was a venture fir,that Jacob fer’ud for, 
A thing not in his power to bring to pafle, 

But fwavd and fafhion’d by the hand of heauen. 
Was this inferted to make intereft good ? 

Or is your gold and liluer,Ewes and Rams ? 

Shy. I cannot tell, I make it breed as faft. 

But note me fignior. 

AntMzxkc you this Bajfanio, 
fhcdiuell can cite Scripture for his purpofe, 

An euill foule producing holy witneffe, 

Is like a villaiue with a fmiiing cnceke. 

Ant. w ell Shylocke, (hall we be beholding to you ? 
Shy. Signior Anthonis, many a time and oft 

About mv monies and mv vfances ? 

(For fufferancc is the badge ofall our Tribe) 
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You call me misbcleeuer,cut-throate dog. 

And fpet vpon my lewijb gaberdine, 

And all for vfe of that which is mine owne. 

Well then, it now appeares you need my helpe .• 
Goe to thcn,you come to me,and you fay. 

Shy locke, vie would hauc monies, you fay fo : 

You that did voyd your rume vpon my beard, 

And foote me as you fpurne a ftranger curre 
Oueryour threftiold, money is your fute. 

What {hould I fay to you ? Should I not fay, 

Hath a dog money ? is it poffible 
A curre can lend three thoufand ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low.and in a bond-mans key. 

With bated breath, and whifpringhumblenefle 
Say this : Faire fir, you fpet on me on wendfday laft. 
You fpurn’d me fuch a day another time. 

You call’d me dog : and for thefe curtefies 
lie lend you thus much monies. 

tsJnt. I am as like to call thee fo againe. 

To fpet on thee againe, to fpurne thee to. 

Ifthou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
As to thy friends,for when did friendfhip take 
A breed for TOrren mettall of his friend i 
But lend it rather to thine enemy, 

Who if he breake,thou maift with better face 
Exadf the penalty. 

Sby. Why looke you how you ftorme, 

I would be friends with you, and haue your loue. 
Forget the fhames that you haue ftain’d me with. 
Supply your prefent wants,and take no doyte 
Of vfance for my monics,and you’lnot hcare me, 
This is kinde I offer. 

Bajf . This were kindneffe. 

Shy. This kindneffe will I (how, 

Goe with me to a Notaric,feale me there 
Your fingle bond, and in a merry fport. 
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IFyou repay me not onfuch a day 
In fuch a place,fuch fumme or fummes as are 
^ Expreft in the condition,let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equall pound 
Of your fairc fbQi.to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleafeth me. 

Ant. Content ifaith,i)e feale to fuch a bond. 

And fay there is much kindnefle in the lew. 

Bajf. You (hall not feale to fuch a bond for me, 
lie rather dwell in my neceflity. 

An, Why feare not man, I will not forfet it. 

Within thefe two months,thac’s a month before 
This bond expires, I do cxpefl: returne 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

Shy.O father Akram , thefe Chfiftians are, 

Whofe owne hard dealings teaches them fufpedt 
The thoughts of others : pray you tell me this. 

If he fhould breake his day, what foould I gaine 
By the exa&ion of the forfeiture ? 

A pound of mans flefh taken from a man. 

Is not fo eftimable,profitabl« neyther 
As flefh of Muttons, Beefes,or Goats, I fay. 

To buy his fauour, I extend this fricndfhip, © 

If he will take it fo,if not adiew* 

And for my loue,l pray you wrong me not. 

Ant . Yes Shylocke, 1 will feale vnto this bond. 

S/y.Then meete nie forthwith at the Noteties, 

Giue-him diredtionfor this merry bond, 

And I will goe and purfe the ducats ftraighc. 

See to my houfe,lefc in the fearofull guard 
Of an vnthrifty knaue ; andprefeinly 

lie be with you. Exit. 

Ant . Hie thee gentle lew : the Hebrew will turne Chriftian, 
be growes fo kinde. 

Baff.l like not faire tcrmes,and a villainesminde. 

Aw . Come on, in this there can be no difmay. 

- My 
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My (hips come home a month before the day. Exeunt 

Enter tMorochtu a tawny Moore all in white , and three or 
£oure followers accordingly, with Portia. 

Nerrijfa, & their traine, 

OWoroc. Miflike me not for ray complexion, 

The fhadowed liuery of the burniflic funne. 

To whom I am a neighbour, and neere bred. 

Bring the faireft creature North-ward borne, 

VVhere Phoebus fire fcarfe thawes the yficles, 

And let vs make incifion for your loue. 

To proue whofe blood is reddeft, his or mine, 

I tell thee Lady, this alpedb of mine 

Hath fear’d the valiant (by my Loue I fweare) 

The beft regarded virgins of our clime 
Hath lou’d it too : I would not change this hue. 

Except to fteale your thoughts my gentle Quecne. 

For. In termes ofehoife I am not foly led 
By nice direction of a may dens eyes. 

Befidcs,the Lottry of my deftiny 
Barres me the right of voluntary choofing : 

But if my father had not fcanted me. 

And hedg’d me by his wit, to yeeld my felfe 
His wife, who winnes me by that meanes I told you. 

Your felfe (renowned Prince) than flood as faire 
As any commcr I haue look’d on yet. 

For my affection. 

Mor. Euen for that I thankeyou. 

Therefore I pray you leade me to the Caskets 
To try my fortune. By this Semitaur 
That flew the Sophy, and aPcrfian Prince, 

That wonne three fields of Sultan Solyman, 

I would out-flare the flerneft eyes that looke : 

Out braue the heart moft daring on the earth t 
Plucke the yong fucking Cubs from the (hee-Bcare, 
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Yea, mocke the Lyon when he rores for prey, 

To win the Lady. But alas, the while 
If Hercules and Lychas play at di ce 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turne by fortune from the weaker hand: 

So is Jlcides beaten by his rage. 

And fo may I, blinde fortune leading mee, 

Mifle that which one vnworthier may attaine. 

And dye with greeuing. 

Portia. You muft cake your chance. 

And either not attempt to choofe at all. 

Or fvvear before you choofe,ifyou choofe wrong, 

Neuer to fpeake to Lady afterward 
In way of marriage, therefore be ad uifde. 

.A/or.Nor will not, come bring me to my chance 

Por. F irft for ward to the T emple, after dinner 
Your hazard fhall be made. 

Mor. Good fortune then, 

To make me bleft,or curfedft among men. 

Exemt, 

Enter the Qowne alone. 

Qowne. Certainly, my confcience will ferue me to run from 
this lew my maftcr. The fiend is at mine elbow, and tempts me 
faying to mee, Gobbo , Lancelot Gobbo, good Lancelet, or good 
Gobbo , or good Lancelet Gobbo, vfe your legges,take the ftartc, 
runneaway : My Confcience fayes no; take heed honeft L/wce- 
let, take heede honeft Gobbo, or as aforefaide, honeft Lanncelet 
Gobbo , do nor runne, fcorne running with thy heeles. Well, the 
moft cottragious fiend bids me packe,^ fayes the fiend, away 
fayes the fiend, for theheauens roufc vp a braue mind fayes the 
fiend, and runne. Well, my confcience hanging about the neck 
of my heart, fayes very wifely to me; My honeft friend Lance- 
/*r,bcing an honeft mans fonne, or rather anhoneft womans 
fonne, for indeede my Father did fomething fmack,fomething 
grow coo, he had a, kinde ofcafte : well, my confcience fayes 

bouge 
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bouge not ; bouge faies the fiend ; bouge not fayes my Con- 
ference. Confcience fay I you counfell well ; Fiend fay I you 
counfell ill. To be rul’d by my Confcience, I fhould ftay with 
the lew my maftcr, who (God blefle the marke) is a kinde of 
diuell ; and to runne away from the lew, I ftiould be rul’de by 
the fiend, who (fauing your reuerence) is the Diuell himfelfe , 
Certainly the lew is the very diuell incarnall,and in my confci- 
ence, my confcience is but a kinde of hard confcience, to offer 
to couniell me to ftay with the lew. The fiende giuesthe more 
friendly counfaile, I will run fiend, my heeles are at your com- 
mand, I will run. 

Enter old Gobbo with a Baeket, 

GobboM&ti yong man, you I pray you, which is the way 
to Maftcr Iewes? 

£«»<?<?. Oheauens, this is my true begotten Father,' who be- 
ing more then fand blind, high grauell blinde, knowes me nor, 

I will try condufions with him. 

Gobbo. Matter yong Gentleman,I pray you which is the way 
to matter Iewes ? 

Lance, Turne vp on your right hand at the next turning, but 
at the next turning of all on your left ; marry at the verie nexte 
turning turneofno hand, butturnedowne indiredlly vntothe 
Iewes houfe. 

Gobbo. Be Gods fonties twill bee a hard way to hit, canyon 
tell me whither one Lancelet that dwcls with him, dwell with 
him.orno ? 

Lancelet. T alke you of young matter Lancelet ? Marke mee 
now, now will I raife the waters •• 

T aike you of yong M, Lancelet ? 

Gobbo. No matter-fir, but a poore mans foane, 

HisFather (though 1 fay it) 

Is an honeft exceeding poore man. 

And God be thanked, well to line. 

Lancelet, WclUet his Father be what a will, we talk of yong 

C 2 matter 
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Matter Launcelet. 

Cob. Y our worships friend, and Lancelet fir. 

Lan. But I pray you ergo olde man, ergo I bcfeech you, talke 
you of yong M .Lancelet. 

Gob, Of Lancelet an’t pleafe your mafterlhip. 

Lan. Ergo matter Lancelet , taike not of maifter Lancelet Fa- 
ther ; for the yong Gentleman according to fates and deftinies, 
and fuch odd fayings, the fitters three, andfuch braunchcs of 
learning, is indeed deccafed,or as you would fay in plain terms, 
c?one toheauen. 

° Cob. Marry God forbid, the boy was the verie ftaffe of my 
age, my very prop, 

" Lance. Dollookelikeacudgellor a houell pofte, a ftaffe, 
or a prop : do you know me Father. 

Gob. A lacke the day, I know you not yong Gentleman, but 
I pray you cell mee, is my boy (GOD reft his foule) aliueor 
dead. 

Lance, Do you not know me Father ? , 

Cob. Alacke fir, I am fand blinde, I know you not. 

Lan , Nay, in deede if • you had your eyes you might faile of 
the knowing me: it is a wife Father that knowes his own child. 
Well, olde man, I will tell you newes of your fonne, giue mee 
yourbletting ; Trueth will come to light, Murther cannotibe 
hiddelong, a mans fonne may , but at the length trueth will 
out. 

Gobbo. Pray you fir ftand vp, I am fure you arc not Launcelet 
my boy. . 

Lance. Pray you let’s haue no more fooling about it, but 
giue me yourbletting; I am Lancelot your boy thatwas, your 
ion that is, your child that {ball be. 

Gob. I cannot thinke you are my fonne. 

Lance. I know not what 1 fhall thinke of that, but lam Lan- 
celet the lews man, and I am fure Margery your wife is my mo- 
ther. 

Gob. Her name is Margery indeede, ile be fworne if thou bee 
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might he be, what a beard haft thou got? thou haft got more 
haire on thy chin.then Dobbin my pilhorfe has on his tale. 

Lan. It fhould feeme then that Dobbins taile growes back- 
ward.I am fure he had more haireof his tayle then Ihaue ofmy 
face,when I laft faw him. 

Gob. Lord how art thou chang’d : how doeft thou and thy 
Matter agree? Ihaue brought him aprefent; how agree you 

now i . 

L*w<?.Well,weli,but for mine owne part, as 1 haue let vp my 
reft to runne away ,fo I will not reft till I haue run fome ground; 
My matter’s a very lew, giue him a prefcnt.giue him a halter, I 
am famifht in his feruice.You may telleuery finger I haue with 
my ribs : Father I am glad you are come, giue me your prefent 
to one Matter Bajftnio, who indeed glues rare new liueries, if I 
ferue not him, I will runneas farre as God has any ground . O 
rare fortune, here comes the roan, to him Father, for I am a lew 
if I ferue thf lew any longer. 

Enter Bajfanto with a follower or two. 

Bajf. You may doe fo, butleticbefohaftedthatfupperbe 
ready at the fartheft by flue of the clocke .-fee thefe Letters de- 
liuered,put the Lyueries to making, and defire Gratiano to come 
anon to my lodging. 

Exit one of his men. 

Lance. T o him Father. 

Gob.Qo& bleffe your,yVorfhip. 

Bajf. Gramercyywouldft thou ought with me ? 

Here’s my fonne fir, a poore boy. 

Lance . Not a poore boy fir, butthe rich Iewes man that wold 
fir,as my father (hall fpecifie. 

He hath a great infe&ion fir, as one would fay to ferue. 

Lance , Indeed the fhort and the long.is, I ferae the lew, and 
haue a defire as my Father fhall fpecifie. 

GobH\$ Matter and he (fauing your worfhips reucrenee) are 
fcarfecatercofinso 

^ * Last*'* 
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Lan. To be briefe, the very truth is,that the lew hauing don 
me wrong, doth caufe me as my Father, bcingl hope, an olde 
man, fhall frutifie vntoyou. 

Co£.IhaueheereadifhofDoues that I would beftow vpon 
your worfhip : and my fute is - 

Lan. In very briefe, the fute is impertinent to my felfe , as 
your worfnip flial know by this honeft old man, and though I 
lay it, though old man, yet poore man my father. 

* Tajf. One fpeake for both, what would you ? 

Lan. Serueyou fir. 

Gob. That is the verie defedl ofthe matter fir. 

Bajf. I know thee well, thou haft obtain’d thy fute, 

Shylocke thy matter fpoke with me this day. 

And hath preferr’d thee, if it be preferment 
To leaue a rich Iewes feruice, tabccome 
The follower of fo poore a Gentleman, 

Lan. The old Prouerbe is very well parted between my mi* 
fter Shyloc\ and you fir,Youhauethc grace ofGod fir, and hee 
hath enough. 

Bajf. Thou fpeakft it well. Go Father with thy fonne. 

Take leaue of thy old matter, and enquire 
My Lodging out, Giue him a Liuery 
More garded then his fellowes, fee it done. 

Lan. Father in, I cannot get a feruice, no, I ha nere a tongue 
in my head. Well.ifanymanin/te/r haue a fairer table which 
doth offer to fweare vppon a booke, I (hall haue good fortune. 
Go too.heere’s a fimple line of life, here’s a fmal trifle of wiues: 
Alas, fifteene wiues is nothing, eleuen VViddowes and nine 
maids, is a fimple comming in for one man, and then to cfcape 
drowning thrice, and to be in pcrill of my life with the edge of 
a feather-bed, hcere are fimple fcapes : well, if Fortune bee a 
woman, fhee’s a good wench for this geere. Father, come, ile 
take my leaue ofthe lew in the twinkling of an eye. 

Exit Cloxvne. 

Bajf. I pray thee good Leonardo ehinke on this, 

Thcfc things being bought, and orderly beftow’d, 

* '• Returae 
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Returne in haft, for I do feaft to night,! 

Mybeft efteem’d acquaintance,hie thee, go. 
lean. My beft endeuors fhall be done hecrein. 



Enter Gratiano. 

gra. Where’s your Matter. 

Leon. Yonder fir he walkes. 

Gra. Signior Bajfanio. 

Bajf. Gratiano ? 

Gra. I haue a fute to you. 

Bajf. You haue obtain’d it. 

Gra. You mutt not deny me, I mutt go with you to Belmont. 

Bajf. Why then you mutt. But heare thee Gratiano, 

Thou art too wilde, too rude, and bold of voice. 

Parts that become thee happily enough. 

And in fuch eics as ours appeare not faults. 

But where thou arc not knowne. Why there they fhew 
Something too lib’rall : prethee take paine 
To allay with fome cold drops of modeftie 
Thy skipping fpirit, left through thy wilde behauiour 
I be milconftred in the place I go to, 

And lofe my hopes. 

Gra. Signior Bajfanio, heareme 
If I do not put on a fober habite, 

Talke with refpeft, and fweare but now and than ; 

Weare prayer bookes in my pocket, lookc demurely. 

Nay more, whileGrace is faying, hood mineeies 
Thus with my hat, and figh, and fay Amen : 

Vfe all the obferuance of ciuility. 

Like one well ftudied in a fadoftent) 

Topleafehis Grandam, neuer truft me more. 

Bajf. Well, we (ball fee your bearing. 

Gra. Nay but I barre to night, you fhall not gage me 
By what we do tonight. 

Bajf. No that were pitty, 

/would entreate you rather to put on 

Your* 
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Yourboldeft futeof mirth,for wehauc friends 
That purpofe merriment : but farycwell, 

Ibauefomcbufinefle. 

Gra.hnd I muft to Lorenzo and the reft. 

But we will vifite you at fupper time. Exeunt, 

Enter 1 ejfica and the Clowne. 
feftca.l am forty thou wilt leaue my Father fo. 

Our houfe is hell, and thou a merry diuell 
Didft rob it of fomc tafte of tedioufiieffe. 

But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee. 

And Lancelot ,(oonc at fupper (halt thou fee 
Lorenzo, vtho is thy new Matters gueft, 

Giue him this Letter,do it fecretly. 

And fo farwell : I would not haue my Father 
See me in talke with thee. 

Lance. Adcw,tcares exhibite my tongue, moft beautifull Pa- 
gan, moft fweete lew, if a Chriftian doe not play the knaue and 
get thec,I am much decciued ; but adew, thefe foolifh drops do 
fomething drowne my manly fpirit : adieu. Exit , 

Ieflica. Farwell good Lancelot . 

Alacke,whatheynous finne is it in me. 

To be afliamM to be my fathers childe. 

But though I am a daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo, 

If thou keepe promife, I (hall end this ftrife. 

Become a Chriftian, and thy louing wife. Exit, 

Enter (jratta.no, Lorenzo, Salarino, and Salanio, 

Loren, Nay,we willflinke away in fupper time, 

JDifguifc vs at my lodging,and returnc all in an houre. 

Gra.Wc haue not made good preparation. 

Salar. We haue not fpoke vs yet of Torch-bearers, 

Salanio, Th vile,vnlefle it may be quaintly ordered. 

And better in my minde not vndertooke. 

Loren . Tis now but foure a clocke,we haue two houres 

To 



william Shakespeare Merchant of Venice (stc 22297) London, v 



the «5V/ er chant of Venice . 

Enter Lance let. 

To furnifh vs ; fntvt&Ldncelet, what’s the newes? 

Lm . If it pleafe you to breake vp this,it (hall feeme to figmhe. 

loren.l know the hand, in faith tis a jairc hand, 

And whiter then thepaper it writ on, 

Is the faire hand that writ. 

Grot. Loue newes,in faith. 

Lance . By your leaue fir. 

° ?we Maft « thciew to fu ? toni s ht 

with my new Matter the Chriftian. 

L«re».Hold here take this, tell gentle Ittftca, 

1 will not fayleher,fpcake it priuately. 

Goc Gentlemen, will you prepare for this maske to oignt, 
Iamprouided ofa Torch-bearer. SxttCl«me a 

Salar , I marry ,ilc be gone about it ftraighr. 

Salan.Lnd fo will I. 

Loren Meets me and (jratiano at Gratianot lodging. 

Some houre hence. 

Salar. Tis good we do fo. sx,f ° 

Grat.W&s not that Letter from faire J ejfica ( 

Loren.l muft needs tell thee all, (he hath directed 
How 1 (hall take her from her Fathers houfe. 

What gold and jewels fhe is furnifht with. 

What Pages fute (he hath in readinefle, 

Ifere the lew her father come to heauen. 

It will be for his gentle daughters fake. 

And neuer dare misfortune croffehcrfoote, 

Vnleffe (he do it vnder this excufe. 

That fhe is iflue to a faithleffclew : 

Come goe with me,perufe this as thou goeft, 

Faire Iefjica (hall be my T orch-bcarcr. 

Enter the lew and Lancelot. 

Shy .Well, thou (halt fee,thy eyes (hall be thy iudge. 

The diffrencc of old Shylocke and Bafanio', 

D Wnat 
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Wha t Iejfica, thou (halt not go itirnndize 
As thou haft done with me : wl ■ ’ Iejfica ? 

And fleepe, and fnore, and rend apparrell out. 

Why Iejfica. I fay. 

Clowne. Why Iejfica. 

Sty. Who bids thcc call? I do not bid tbcecall. 

C/o.Yourworfhip was wont to tell ou, that I could do no- 
thing without bidding. >- 

Enter Iejfica. 

Ief . Call you ? what is your will ? 

Shy. I am bid forth to fuppcr Iejfica , 

There are my keyes ; but wherefore (hould I go ? 
l am not bid for loue, they flatter me. 

But yet ile go in hate, to feede vpon 
The prodigall Chriftian. Iejfica my gyrle, 

Lookc to my houfe. 1 am right loth to go, 

There is fome ill a bruing towards my reft. 

For I did dreame of money bagges to night. 

Clowne. I befeech you fir go. 

My yong Matter doth expedtyourreproch. 

Shy. So do I his. 

Clown. And they haue conlpired together, I will not fay you 
(hall fee a Maske; but if you doe, then it was not for nothing 
that my nofe fell a bleeding on black monday laft.at fix a clock, 
in the morning, falling out that yearc on Afhwenfday was four 
yeare in th’afternoone. 

Shy. What, are there maskes ? Heare me Iejfica 2 
Locke vp my doores, and when you heare the drumme, 

And the vile fqueaking of the wry-neckt Fife, 

Clamber not you vp to the Cafements then. 

Nor thruft your head into the publike ftreete* 

T o gaze on Chriftian fooles with varnifht faces : 

But flop my houfes eares, I meane my Cafements- 
Let not the found of (hallow foppery enter 
My fober houfe. By lacobs ftaffe I fweare, 

1 haue no minde of feafting forth to night : 
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But I will go. Go you before me firra. 

Say I will come. 

Clowne. I will go before fir. 

Miftreflc looke out at a window for all this. 

There will come a Chriftian by. 

Will be worth a I eives eye. 

Sty. What fayes that roole of Hagars off-fpring ? ha. 

Ief. His words were, Farewell miftris, nothing elfe. 

Shy. The patch is kinde enough, but a huge feeder, 
Snailc-flow in profit, and he fleepes by day 
More then the wilde Cat : Drones hiue not with me, 

Therefore Ipart with him, and part with him 
To one, that I would haue him helpe to wafte 
His borrowed purfe. VI cM Iejfica goein. 

Perhaps I will rcturne immed iately. 

Do as /bid you, (hut doores after you, 

Faft binde, faft finde, 

AProuerbe neuer ftale in thrifty minde. Exit 

Ief. Farewell,and if my fortune be not croft, 

I haue a Father,you a daughter loft. Exit * 

Enter the maskers fir atiano and Salarim. 

Gnr.This is the pent-houfe vnder which 
Loren&o defir’d vs to make ftand. 

Sal. His houre is almoftpaft. 

Gra, And it is meruaile he out-dwels his houre, 

Forlouers euer run before the clocke. 

Sal. O ten times fafter Venus pigeons flye 
T o feale loues bonds new made,then they are wont 
To keepe obliged faith vnforfaited, 

Gra. That euer holds : who rifeth from a fcaft 
With that keene appetite that he fits downe ? 

Where is the Jhorfe that doth vntreade againe 
His tedious meafures, with the vnbated fire 
That he did pace them firft ? All things that are,' 

Are with more fpirit chafed then enioy’d. 

Da How 
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How like a younger ora prodi gall. 

The skarfed Barke puts from her natiue bay, 

Hued and embraced by the ftrumpet winde. 

How like the prodigall doth ft e returue 
With ouer-wetherd ribs and ragged iayles, _ 
Leane,vent,and beggerd by the ftrumpet wind?. 
Enter Lorenzo. 

SalMat comes Lorenzo, more of this hereafter. 
Lo.Sweet friends, your patience for my long abode 
Not I but my affaires haue made you waite : 

When you ftalpleafeto play the thecuesfor wiues 
He watch as longfor you then : approch 
Here dwels my father /ew.Ho,whofc within . 

Jejfica Abode. 

Ielf. Who are you ? tell me for more certainty, 
Albeit He fwcare that / do know your tongue, 

Lor. Lorenzo and thy loue. 

Jef Lorenzo certaine,and my loue indeed. 

For who loue I fo much ? and now who knowes 
But you Lom«.0,whethcr I am yours ? 

Ztf.Hcauen & thy thoghts are witnes that thou art 
A?/. Here, catch this Casket, tis worth the paines,, 
I am glad tis night you do not looke on me. 

For I am much aftam’ d of my exchange ♦ 

But loue is blinde,and louers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that themfelues commit. 

For iftheycould,C«/)«f himfelfe would blulh 
To fee me thus transformed to a boy. 

iar.Defcend/or youmuftbe my torch-bearer, 
Iejf. What,muft I hold a Candle to my ftames. 
They in themfelues goodfoothare too too light. 
Why tis an office of difcoucryiLouc, 

And I ftould be obfeur d. 

Lor. So are you fweete, 

Euen in the louely garnift of a boy. 

But come at once, fox the clofe night 
vvo'li 
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Doth play the run-away, ' 

And we ate ftaid for at Bajfamtt feaft, j 

Jejf.l will' make faft the doores, and guild my felrc 
With fome mo ducats, and be with you ftraight. 
Gfdt.Nowby my hood, a Gentile and no lew. 
iw.Beftrew me but I loue her hartiiy. 

For fte is wife, if I can iudge of her. 

And faire fte is, if that mine eyes be true 
And true fte is,as fte hath proo ud herfelte. 

And therefore like herfelfe,wife,faire and true. 

Shall fte be placed in my conftant foulc. 

Enter Iejfica. 

What, art thou come ? on gentlemen, away. 

Our masking mates by this time for vs ftay. Exit. 
Enter tyfnthonio, 

*^«r. Who’s there ? 

Gr^.Signior Anthonio, 

Ant. Fie,fie CJratiano, where are all the reft ? 

Tis nine aclocke.our friends all ftay for you, 

No maskc to night, the winde is come about, 

TSaJJanio prckntly will goe aboard, 

1 *m glad on’t.I defire no more delight 
Then to be vnder fayle,6c gone to night. 

Enter Portia with Aforrocho,and both their trainer. 



Tor .Goe, draw afidethc Curtaines.and difeouer 
The feuerall Caskets to this noble Prince : 

Now make your choife, 

Mor. The firft of gold, who this inferiptionbeare*, 
Who choofeth me,ftallgaine what many men defire. 
The fccond filuer,which this promife carries, 

Who choofeth me,ftall get as much as he deferues. 
This third,dull lead, with warning all as blunt. 

Who choofeth me,muft giuc and hazard all he hath,. 
How ft all 1 know if I do choofe the tight ? 



Extant 



Per. 
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Por. The one of them containes my pi&ure Prince, 
If you choofe that, then I am yours wichall. 

<JMor. Some God diret my lodgement, let roc fee, 

I will furuay th’infcriptions backc againc. 

What fayes this leaden Casket ? 

Who choofeth me,muft giue and hazard all he hath, 
Muft giue, for what ? for lead, hazard for lead ? 

This Casket threatens men that hazard all, 

Doe it in hope of fairc aduantages : 

A golden minde ftoopes not to (liowes of drofle? 
lie then nor giue nor hazard ought for lead. 

What fayes the filuerwith her virginc hue ? 

Who choofeth me, (hall get as much as he dcfcrucs. 

As much as he deferue$,paufe there Morocho % 

And weigh thy value with an ceuen hand. 

If thou beeft rated by thy eftimation. 

Thou doft deferue enough,and yet enough 
May not extend fo farre as to the Lady : 

And yet to be afeard of my deferuing, 

Were but a weakc disabling of tny felfe. 

As much as I deferue, why that’s the Lady, 

I do in birth deferue her, and in fortunes. 

In graces^nd in qualities of breeding : 

But more then thefe jn loue I do deferue. 

Whatif I fir aid no farther, but chofe here ? 

Let’s fee once more this faying grau’d in gold: 

Who choofeth me,fhall gaine what many men defire.* 
Why that’s the Lady, all the world defires her. 

From the foure corners of the earth they come 
To kiffe this fhrine,this mortall breathing Saint. 

The Hircanion defcrt$,and the vafty wildes 
Of wide Arabia , arc as through-fares now 
Fo<r Princes to come view fairc Portia . 

The watryKingdome,whofe ambitious head 
Spets in theface of heaucn,i$ nobarre 
T o flop the forrainc fpirits,but they come 
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As ore a brooke to fee faire Portia. 

One of thefe three containes her heauenly pi&ure. 
Is’tlike that leade containes her,t’were damnation 
To thinke fo bafe a thought, it were too grofle 
To rib her fere-cloth in the obfeure graue. 

Or lhall I thinke in filuer fhee’s immur’d. 

Being ten times *nder-valewed to tridc gold, 

O fintUill thought^neuer fo rich a lem 
Was fet in worfe then gold.They haue in England 
A coyne that beares thefigure of an Angell 
Stampt in gold, but that’s infculpt vpon : 

But heere an Angell in a golden bod 
Lies all within. Deliuer me the key : 

Heere do I choofe.and thriue I as I may. 

Por. There take itPHnce,and if my forme lie there. 
Then I am yours. 

Mor . O hell ! what haue we heere, a carrion death ? 
Within whofe empty eye there is a written fcroule, 
llcreadc the waiting. 

K 

All that glifiers is not gold. 

Often haue y oh heard that told, 

Many a man hk life hath folde , 

But my out fide to behold , 

Guilded timber do wormes infold : 

Had jou bene as wife as bold. 

Young in limbes , in judgement old. 

Tour anfivere had not beene infer aide, 

Tareyou well, your Jute is. cold.. 

Mor . Cold indeed, and labour loft, 

Thenfarwell heate,and welcome froft: . 

Portia adiew,I haue too greeu’d a heart 
To take a tedious leaue ; thus lofers part. 

Por. A gentle riddance, draw the curtainesjgoc, 
Retail of his completion choofcmefo. 




Exits 

€xeHnt* 

Enter 
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Enter Salar mo and Salanio. 

Salar. Why man,I faw Bafanio vnder faylc. 

With him is Gratiano gone along ; 

And in their fliipInaefureZ.ffra»*fris not. 

Satan. The villaine lew with outcries raifdethe Dulse,, 
Who went with him to fearch Bajfanies drip. 

Salar. He came too late, the (hip was vnder faite. 

But there the Duke was giuen to vriderdand. 

That in a Gondylo were feene together 
lorenz>a and his armorous Iejpca. 

Befides Antjbonio certified the Duke, 

They were not with Bajfanio in his (hip. 

Satan. I neuer heard a paffion fo confufcd. 

So drange,outragious,and fo variable. 

As the Dog lew did vtter in the drectes. 

My daughter,© my ducats, O my daughter, 

Fled with a Chridian,0 my chriftian ducats. 
ludice,thc law,my ducats.and my daughter. 

» r 1 I L C aaIa.-I rrc nf rill rflf* - 
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Stolne by my daughter : iufticc 5 finde the gyrlc. 

She hath the (tones vpon her,and the ducats. 

Salar. Why all the boyes in Venice follow him. 
Crying his dones,his daughtcr,and his ducats. 

Satan. Let good Anthenio looke he keep his day 
br he (hall pay for this. 

Salar. Marry well remembred, 

I reafond with a Frenchman y ederday. 

Who told me, in the narrow Teas that part 
The French and Englifb.thcte mifearried 
A veffell of our country richly fraught •• 

I thought vpon Anthonio when he told me. 

And wifht in filencc that it were not his. 
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Satan. You were bed to tell Anthonio what you heare. 

Yet do not fodainely, for it may greeue him. 

Salar. A kinder Gentleman treades not the earth, 

I faw Bajfanio and Anthonie part .* • 

Bafanio told him he would make fome fpeede 
Ofhis returne : he aufwcred,do not fo. 

Slubber not bufinelTe for my fake BaJJantOj 

But day the very riping of the time. 

And for thelewes bond which he hath ofme, 

Letituotenterinyourmindeofloue : 

Be merry, and employ your cheefed thoughts 
To Courtfhip, and fuch faire odents oi louc. 

As (hall conueniently become you there. 

And euen there his eye being bigge with t cares, 

Turning his face, he put his hand behindc him ; 

And with affedion wondrous fcnfible, 

He wrung Batfanios hand, and fo they parted. 

Salan. I thinke he onely loues the world for him : 

I prethee let vs goe and finde him out. 

And quicken his embraced heauine(fe. 

With fome delight or other. 

Salar. Do we fo. 

Enter Neniffa aud a Serttitor. , , 

Ner. QuickC, quickc, I pray thee, draw the Curtain draite. 
The Prince of Arragon bath tanc his oath, 

And comes to his ele&ion prefently. 

Enter Arragonjhis traine>and P ortia. 

Par. Behold, there dand the Caskets Noble Prince, 

If you choofc that wherein I am contain d, 

Straight fhall our nuptiall rights be folemniz d: i 
But if you faile, without more fpecch my Lord, 

You mud be gone from hence immediately. 

Ana. I am enioyn’d by oath to obferue three things. 

Firft, neuer to vnfold to any one 
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Which Casket twas I chofe. Next, if I faile 
Of the rjght Casket, neuer in my life 
To woe a maide in way ofmarriage : 

Laftlj/, if I do faile in fortune of my choife. 
Immediately to leatte you, and be gone. 

For. To thd'e iniun&ions euery one doth fweare 
That comes to hazard for my worthlcffe felfe. > * 

Arr. And fo hauc I addreft me, fortune now 
To my hearts hope : Gold, Siluer, and bafe Lead. 
Who choofeth me, muft giue and hazard all he hath. 
You fliall looke fairer ere I giue or hazard. 

What fayes the golden Chcft ? ha, let me fee, 

VVho choofeth me, fhall gaine what many men defire. 
¥Y hat many mendefire, that many may be meant 
By the foole-multitude, that chufe by { how : 

Not learning more then the fond eye doth teach 
V V mch pries not to thinteriour; but like the Martlet. 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall 
Euen in the force and rode of cafualty. * 

I will not chufe what many men defire, 

Becaufe I will not iumpe with common fpirits. 

And ranke me with the barbarous multitudes. 

Why then to thee thou Siluer treafurehoufc,’ 

Tell me once more what title thoi^doft beared 
JTbo choofeth mejhallget as much as he defer ues. 

And well faid.too, for who fliall go about 
To cofen Fortune, and be honourable 
Without the ftampe of merit, let none prefume 
fo weare an vndeferueddignity j 
O that eftates, decrees, and offices. 

Were not deriu’d corruptly, and that deare honor 
Were purchac’d by the merit ofthe wearer. 

How many thenfhould couer,that ftand bare ? 

How many be commanded, that command ? 

How much low pezantry would then be gleaned 
Fromthe true feede of honor ? And how much honor. 
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pickt from the chaffe and ruine of the times 
To be new veroifti’d ? well, but to my choife, 

Who choofeth me /hall get tu much as he defer net. 

I will affume defert. Giue me a key for this. 

And inftantiy vnlocke my fortunes heere. 

for. Toolong a paufe for that which you finde there.' 
Arrag. VVhat’s heere, the portrait of a blinking Ideot, 
Prefcnting me a fedulc ? I will reade it. 

How much vnlike art thou to 'Portia ? 

How much vnlike my hopes, and my deferuings. 

Who choofeth me [hadhaue as much as he defer ues. 

Did I deferue no more then a fooles head ? 

Is that my prize? Are my deferts no better? 

Tor. To offend and iudge are diftind offices. 

And of oppofed Natures. 

Arrag. What heere ? Fite wait. 

The fire fetsen times tried this : 

Seuen times tried that judgement iff 
That did neuer choofi amis. 

Some there he that jhadowes kft 
Such haue hut afbndowes blit : 

There he fooles aline I wis, 

Siluer' d o're, and fo veas this . 

Takf what wtfejou will to bed 
/ will euer he your head : 

So be gone, you are tfed. 

Still more fooie I fliall appeere. 

By the time Ilinger heere, 

V Vith one fooles head I came to woe. 

But I go away with two. 

Sweet adieu, lie kcepe my oath. 

Patiently to beare my vvroath. 

Portia. Thus hath the candle findg’d the Moth, 

O thefe deliberate fooles, vvhen they do choofe, 

Ea They 
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They haue their wifedome, by their wit to loofe. 

A Ter f The ancient faying is no herefie. 

Hanging and willing goes by deftiny. 

Por , Come draw thcCurcaine Nerrifa, 

Enter a Mejfenger . 

Me) f. Where is my Lady? 

Por. Heere, what would my Lord ? 

Mejf. Madam, there is a-lightcd at your gate 
Ayong Venetian, one that comes before 
To fignifie th’approching of his Lord, 

From whom he bringeth fenfible regreets ; 

To wit (oefides commends and courteous breath) 

Gifts of rich valew ; yet 1 haue not fecnc 
So likely an Erobaflador ofloue. 

A day in Aprill neuer camefofweet, . 

To fhew how coftly Summer was at hand. 

As this fore- lpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Por. No more I pray thee, I am halfe a-fear’d 
Thou wilt fay anon he is lome kin to thee. 

Thou fpendrt Inch high day wit inpraifinghim 2 
Come, come Nerrijfa , for I long to fee 
Quicke Cupids port that comes fo mannerly. 

Ner.Bajfanio Lord, loue if chy will it be. £*•/>* 

Enter SaUnio and Salartno. 

Salan. Now, what ne wes on the Ryalto ? 

SaUr. Why yet it hues there vneheekt, that Anthonio hath a 
lliip of rich lading wrackt on the narrowe feas ; the Goodwins 
I thinke they call the place, a very dangerous flat,& fatal, wher 
the carfcafles of many a tall fhippe lie buried, as they fay, ifmy 
goflips report be an honeft woman ofher word. 

Solan . I would fhee were as a lying goflippe in that, as cuer 
knapt Ginger, or made her neighbors beleeue fhe wept fori the 
death of a third husband : but it is true, without any flippes of 
prolixity, or eroding the plains highway oftalk, that the good 

Antho* 
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Anthonio, the honeft Anthonio, O that I had a tide good inough 
to kcepc his name company. 

Sdar. Come, the full flop. 

Sal. Ha, what faift thou? why the end is, he hath loft a fhip. 
Sdar. I would it might proue the end of his Ioffes.. 

Salon. Let me fay Amen betimes,leaft the deuill erode tny 
prayer, for heere be comes in the likeneffe of a lew* 

Enter Shylocke . 

How now Shylocke , what newes among the Marchants ? 

Shy. You know, none fo well, none fo well as you. 

Of my daughters flight. 

Solar. That’s certaine, I for my part knew the Taylor 

That made the wings (he flew withall. 

Salm. And Shylocke for his owne part knew the Birde wat 
fledg’d, and then it is the complexion of them all to leaue the 
pm,. Shy. She is damn’d for it . 

Sdar. That’s certaine, if the diuell may be her iudge. 

Shy. My owneflefti and blood to rebell. 

Salon. Out vpon it old carrion.rebels it at thefe yeares. 

Shy. I fay my daughter is my flefh and blood. 

Solar. There is more difference betweene thy flefh and hirs, 
thenbetweene let and Iuory.- more between your bloods, then 
there is between red wine & rennifh : but tell vs,do you heare, 
whether irfntbonio haue had at Ioffe a fea or no ? 

S^.Tbere 1 haue another bad match abankrour, a prodigal, 
who dare fcaife (hew his head on the Ryalto.a begger that was 
vfd to come fo fmugvpon the Mart: lethimlooke to his bond; 
he was wont to call me vfurer.tet him looke to his bond;he was 
wont to lend money for a Chriftian curtfie,let him looke to his 

&»/<ir.Why lam furc if he forfet.thou wilt not takfchis flefh, — 
what’s that good for ? , 

Shy l. To baitefifh withall ; if it will feede nothing els it will 
feed my reuengc : he hath dii grac’d me, andhindred me halfe a 
milUon,laught at my Ioffes, roockt at my gaines,fcoraed my na~ 
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ti on, .thwarted my bargaines, cooled my friendes, heated mine 
enemies, and what’s his rcafon, I am a lewe , Hath nos a Iewc 
eyes ? hath not a lew hands? organs, dimenfions, fenfes,affc<fti- 
ons,paftions? fed with the fame food? hurt with the fame wea- 
pons ? fubie6t to the fame difeafes ? healed by the fame meanes? 
warmed and cooled by the fame winter and (ummer, as a Chri- 
ftian is ? If you pricke vs, do we not bleede ? If you tickle vs, do 
wenotlaugh?Ifyoupoyfonvs, doweenotdye? And if you 
wrong vs, mall we not reuenge ? If wee are like you in the reft, 
we will refemble you in that. If a lew wrong a Chriftian, what 
is his humility, Reuenge ? If a Chriftian wrong a lewe, what 
fhouldhisfufterance be by Chriftian example, why Reuenge? 
The villany you teach me I will execute, and it {Kail goe hard, 
but I will better the inftru&ion. 

Enter it man from Anthonie. 

Gentlemen, my mafter Anthonio is at his houfe,'and delires to 
fpeake with you both. 

Salar. W e haue bene rp and downe to feeke him. 

Enter Tuball. 

Salon. Here comes another of the Tribe, a third cannot bee 
twatchr, vnlelfe the diuell himfelfe turtle lew. 

Exeunt Gentlemen. 

Shy. How now Tuball, what newes from Genowa? haft thou 
found my daughter ? 

Tuball, I often came where I did hearc of her, but cannot 
finde her. 

Shy. Why there, there, there.-there, a Diamond gone coft 
me two thoufand ducats inFrankford. The curfeneuer fell vp*^ 
on our Nation till now, I neuer felt it till now : two thoufande 
ducatsinthat,andotherpreciousprecious ieweIs. I would my 
daughter were dead at my foote, and the iewels in her eare : O 
would (hee were hearft at my foote, and the ducats in her cof- 
fin. No newes of them, why fo and I know not whats fpent in 
the fearch ; why thou Ioffe vpon Ioffe, the thcefe gone with fo 

much, 
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much, and fo much to finde the Theefe, and no fatisfaftion, no 
reuenge, nor no ill lucke ftirring but what lights on my Ihoul- 
ders, no fighes but of my breathing, no tearcs but of my flied* 

^Tuball. Yes, other men haue ill luck too, Anthonio as I heard 
in Genoway. 

Shy , What, what, what ill lucke, ill lucke ? 

Tuball. Hath an Argofic caft away comming from Tripoli. 

Shy. I thanke God, I thanke God, ift true? ift true ? 

Tuball. I fpoke with fome of the Saylers that efcaped the 
wracke. 

Shy. I thanke the good Tuball, good newes,good newes: ha 
ha, heere in Genoway. 

Tub aII. Your daughter fpent in Genoway, as I heard, in one 
night, fourefcore ducats. 

Shy. Thou ftick’ft a dagger in me, I {Kail neuer fee my golde 
againc ; fourefcore ducates a: a fitting 1 Fourefcore ducats 1 

Tuball. There came diuers of Anthonies Creditours in my 
company vnto Venice, that fweare that hee cannot choofe but 
breake. 

Shy. I am very glad of it, ile plague him, ile torture him, X 
am glad on’t. 

Tuball. One of them (hewed me a ting that hee had of your 
daughter for a Monkey. 

Shy. Out vpon her.- thou tortur’ft me Tuballyt was my Tur- 
kies, I had it of Leah when I was a Bacchellor.I would not haue 
giuen it for a wilderneffe of Monkies. 

Tuball. But Anthonio is certainly vndone. 

Shy. Nay, that’s true, that’s very true go Tuball, fee mee an 
Offiqer,befpeake him a fortnight before, I will haue the heart 
of him if he forfeit. For wereheout of Venice I can make what 
merchandize I will go : go Tuball, and meeteme at our Syna- 
gogue, go good T wall fit our Synagogue Tuball. Exeunt 
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Per. I pray you tarry, paufc a day or two 
Before you hazard : for in choofing wrong 
I loofe your company, therefore forbeare a while. 
There’s fomething tcls me (but it is not loue) 

I would not lofe you, and you know yoHr felfe. 
Hate counfcls not in fuch a quality. 

But lead you fhould not vnderftand me well, 

And yet a maiden hath no tongue, but thought, 

I would detaine you heerc fome monoth or two 
Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
Ho w to choofe right, but I am then forfworne. 

So will I ncuer be, fo may you miffe me. 

But if you do, you’l make me wilh a finne. 

That I had bene forfworne. Beflirew your eyes. 
They haue ore lookt tne, and diuided me, 
Onehalfe of me is yours,the other halfe yours. 
Mine owne I would fay; but ifminc then yours. 
And fo all yours, O thefe naughty times 
Puts barres betweene the owners and their tights* 
And fo though yours, not yours (proue itfo) 

Let fortune go to hell for it, not I. 

I fpeake too long, but tis topeize the time. 

To eck it, and to draw out in length. 

To flay you from election, 

Baff. Let me choofe. 

For as I am,I liue vpon the racke, 

Por. Vpon the racke Bajfanio, then confefle 
What treafon there is mingled with your loue. 

Bajf. None but that vgly treafon ofmiftmft. 
Which makes me fearc th’inioying of my loue. 
There may as well be amity and life 
Tweene fnow and fire, as treafon and my loue* 

Par, I but I feare you fpeake vpon the racke. 
Where men enforced do fpeake any thing. 

^/.Promife me life,and ilc confdTe the truth, 
v iV.Well then.confeffe and liue. 
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Bajf.Conkftc and loue, 

Had bene the very fum of my confelfion.* 

O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me anfweres for dcliuerance : 

But let me to my fortune and the Caskets. 

Portia. Away then, I am loekt in one of them. 

If you do loue me, you will finde me out. 

Nerriffa and the tell, Band all aloofe. 

Let mufickc found while he doth make his choife. 
Then if he lofe.he makes a Swan-like end, 

Fading inmuficke. That the comparifon 

May (land more proper,my eye (hall be the ftreame 

And watry death-bed for him : he may win. 

And what is muficke then ? Then muficke is 
Euen as the flouri(li,when true fubie<51s bow 
To anew crownd Monarch : Such it is* 

As are thofe dulcet founds in breake of day. 

That creepe into the dreaming Bridegroomes eare^ 
And fummon him to marriagc.Now he goes 
With no lefle prefcnce,but with much more loue 
Then young Alcides, when he did redeeme 
The virgin tribute,payd by howling Troj t 
To the fea-mon(ler : I (land for facrifice, 

The reft aloofe are the T)ar daman wiues. 

With bleared vifages come foorth to view 
The iffue of th’exploit : Goe Hercules , 

Liue thou, I liue with much more difmay 
To view the fight,then thou that mak’ft the fray. 

A fongjfbe vehilfi Bajfanio comments on the 
Cas'iets to himfelfe, 

storQ baiius v f J 'ltd •; 

Tell me where is fancy bred. 

Or in the heart ,or in the head} 

How begot, how nourtfhed ? %epBe i reply t 

Jt is engendered in the eye, 
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With gazing fed , and Fancie diet .* 

In the cradle where it lyes , 

Let vs all ring Fancies knell, 
lie begin it. 

Ding Jong, hell, • 

hW.Dmg, dong, bell. 

Bajf.So may the outward flhowes be lead thefelucs 
The world is dill decciu’d with ornament. 

In Law, what plea fo taiuted and corrupt. 

But being feafon’d with a gracious voice* 

Obfcurcs the Jhow of euill. In religion 
What damned error but fome fober brow 
Will bleffe it, and approue it with a text, 

Hiding the grofenes with faire ornament : 

There^is no voice fo Ample,: but affumes 
Some of vertue on his outward parts ; 

How many cowards whofe hearts are all as falfe 
Asttaiers of fand,weareyet vpon their chins 
The beards of Hercules , and frowning Mars , 

Who inward fcarcht,hauelyuers white as milke. 

And chcfe affume but valours excrement. 

To render them redoubted. Looke on beauty. 

And you fhall fee tis purchad by the weight, 

Which therein works a miracle in nature. 

Making them lighted that wear© mod of it : 

So are thofecrifpedfnaky golden locks 

Which maketh fuch wanton gambals with the wind, 
Vpon fuppofed faircne(fe,oftcn knowne 
To be the dowry ofa fecondhead, , 

The skull that bred them in th e Sepulcher. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled ftiore 
To a mod dangerous fea : the beautious fcarfe 
V ailing an Indian beauty ; In a word. 

The feeming truth which cunning times put on 
To intrap the wifeft.Thcreforc thou gaudy gold, 

— » n 
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the <i5Merchitnt of Venice* 

Hard foole for ’JMidas^ I will none of thee, - V 
Nor none of thee, thoapalc and common drudge 
Twecne man and man : but thou,thou meager lea , 
Which rather threatned then dod promife ought. 
Thy paleneffe moues me more then eloquence, 
Andhecre choofe I,ioy be the confequence. 

Por. How all the ocher paflions fleet to ay re. 

As doubtfull thoughts,and rafli unbrac’d defpaires 
And (hyddring feare.and greene-eyed lealoulie. 
n w be moderate. allav thy extade. 



For feare I furfet. 

•B<tjf.Whatfinde I heere ? 

Faire Portias counterfeit.What demy God 
Hath come fo neere creation ? mouc thefe eyes s 
Or whither riding on the.ball s ofmine 
Seeine they in motion ? Heere are feuerd lips 
Parted with fuger breath, fofwcct a barre 
Should funder fuch fweet friends ; heere in her haires 
The painter playes the Spider,and hath wouen 
A golden mefh t’intrap the hearts of men 
Fader then gnats in cobwebs, but her eyes. 

How could he fee to do them ? hauing made one, 
Me-thinks it (hould haue power to deale both his. 
And leaue it fclfe vnfurnifht : yet looke how farre 
The fubdance of my praife doth wrong this (hadow 

In vnderpriiing it ,fo far 

Doth limpe behind the fubftance.Hccr s the fcroule. 
The continent and fummary of my fortune. 




You that choofe not by the view , 

Chance as faire ,andcheofe as true: 

Since thts fortune fait tojou. 

Be content , andfiekf no new. 

If you be well pleas'd with thu t • , 

f ) Jind 
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The QomkiU Hiftory of 

Ahdholdy our fortune for your blijfet 
Turne jot* where ydurhttdj is, •# 

v4ttd chime her with 4 lotting kiffc. 

A gentle fcroule : Faire Lady, by your leaue, 

I come by note to giue,and to receiue ; 

Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in peoples eyes ; 
Hearing applaufe and vniuerfall fliout, 

Giddy in fpirk.ftill gazing in a doubt. 

Whether thofepeaiLes of prailcbe his or no; ; . 

So thrice faire Lady,ftand I euen fo. 

As doubtfull whether what I fee be true, 

Vntill confirm’djfign’d, ratified by you. 

For. You fee me Lord Bajfenio where I (land. 

Such as I am ; though for my felfe alone. , : 

I would not be ambitious iivmy wilt,; ii . . 

To wifh my felfe much better ,yet for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times my felfe, 

A thoufand times more faire.teit thoufand times 
More rich,that onely to ftand high in your account? 
I might in vertues,beauties, liuings, friends. 

Exceed account : but the full fumme of me 
Is fumme offomething ; which to terme In groffe. 

Is an vnleflon’d gyrle, vnfchool’d.vnpradlifed. 

Happy in this.fhe is not yet fo old 
But (he may learne : happier then this, 

Shcis not bred fo dull,but fhe can learne; 

Happieft of all, is that her gentle fpirit 
Commits it felfe to yours, to be dire&ed 
As from her Lord,hcr Gouernor, her King. 

My felfc,and what is mine,to you and yours 
Is now conuerted.But now I was the Lord 
Ofthis faire manfion,mafter of my feruants, 

Queene ore my felfe ; and euen now,but now. 

This houfc, thefe feruants, and this fame my felfe 




Are 



It 






the &Aerchant of Venice* 

Are yours, my Lord, I giuothem with this ring. 
Which when you part from,lofe, or giuc away. 

Let it prefage the ruine of your loue. 

And be my vantage to cxclatee on you. 

#<^Madame,you hauc bexeft me of all words, 
Onely my blood fpeakes to you in my veines. 

And there is fuch confufion in my powers. 

As after fome Oration fairely fpoke 
By a beloued Prince, there doth appearc 
Among the buzzing plcafed multitude. 

Where euery fomething being blent together, 
Turnes to a wilde of nothing, faue of ioy 
Exprell, and not expreft : but when this ring 
parts from this finger, then parts life from hence, 

0 then be bold to fay Baffanio is dead. 

NerMy Lord and Lady.it is now our time 

That haue Rood by and feenc our wifhes profper, 

To cry good ioy, good ioy my Lord and Lady. 

Cra . My L ord Bajfanio, and my gentle Lady, 

1 wilh you all the ioy that you can wifh : 

For I am fure you can wifh none from me : 

And when your honours meane to folemnize 
The bargaine of your faith : I do befeech you 
Euen at that time I may be married to. 

'Baff. With all my heart,fo thou canft get a wife. 
GV<«.1 thanke your Lordfhip,you haue got me one 
My cics my Lord,can looke as fwift as yours; 

You faw the Miftreffe,! beheld the Maid ; 

You lou’d,I loud for intermiflion, 

No more pertaines to me my Lord then you. 

Your fortune Rood vpon the Casket there, 

And fo did mine too, as the matter fals : 

For wooing heere vntill I fwet againe. 

And fwearing till my very roofc was dry. 

With oathes of loue, at laft,ifpromife laft 
3 got a promife of this faire one here, 
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The QemieaU Htftory of 

T o haue her loue : prouided that your fortune 
Atchieu’d herMiftris. 

Por.ls this ime, Nerrijfa? 

iVcr.Maddam it is, Co you flatter pleas'd withaii. 

"Ba If. And do you Cjrattano me# -fc good faith ? 

Gra.Yes faith my Lord. 

Ba/fOiu feaft fhall be much honoured in your marriage. 
f?ra, Wee’l play with them the firft Uoy for a thoufand ducats 
Ner, What, and flake downe ? 

£rrf.No,we fhall nere win at that (port and flake downe. 
But who comes heere, Lorenzo and his infidell i 
What,and my olde Venetian friend, ? 

Enter Lorenzo, Ief[ica,and Salerio a meffengerfrom Venice . 
Buff Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hither. 

If that the youth of my new intreft heere 
Haue power to bid you welcome : by your Ieauc 
I bid my very friends and countrymen 
Sweete Portia welcome. 

Por.So do I my Lord, they are entirely welcome. 

Lor . I thanke your Honour,for my part my Lord, 

My purpole was not to haue feene you heere. 

But meeting with Salerio by the way, 

He did entreate me paft all faying nay. 

To come with him along. 

Sal.\ did Lord, 

And I haue reafonfor it. Signior Anthonio 
Commends him to you. 

‘Bajf . Ere I ope his Letter, 

I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sal. Not ficke my Lord.vnlefle it be in minde. 

Nor well,vnlefle in minde : his Letter there 
Will (hew you his eftate. 

He opens the Letter. 

Gra.Nerrifa,cheerc yon ftranger,bid her welcome. 

Your hand Salerio, what’s the newes from Venice £ 

How 
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the ^Merchant of Venice . 

How doth that royall Merchant,good Anthonio ? 

I know he will be glad of our fuccelTc, 

We are the IafonsjNt haue won the fleece. 

Sal. I would you had won the fleece that he hath loft. x 

Per .There arefome fhrewd contents in yon fame paper, 
That fteales the colour from Bajfmios cheekc, 

Some deare friend dead,clfe nothing in the world 
Could turnc fo much the conftitution 
Of any conftant man : what worfe and worfe ? 

With leaue BaJfanioJ. am halfe your felfe, 

And I muft freely haue the halfe of any thing 
That this fame paper brings you* 

Baff. O fweete Portia, 

Heere are a few of the vnpleafantft words 
That cuer blotted paper. Gentle Lady, 

When 1 did firft impart my loue to you, 

I freely told you all the w ealth I had , 

Ran in my veines, I was a Gentleman, 

And then I told you true : and yet decre Lady-, 

Rating my felfe at nothing,you (hall fee 
How much I was a Br 3 ggart,when I told you 
My ftate was nothing,! fhould then haue told you.. ’ 



The* 



J 



That 1 was worfe then nothing ; tor indeed 
lhaue ingag’d my felfe to a deere friend, 
Ingag’d my friend to his meere enemy 
To feed my meanes.Heer’sa Letter Lady, 

The paper as the body of my friend. 

And euery word in it a gaping wound, 

Jffuing life blood. But is it true Saleriol 
Hath all his ventures faild ? what, not one hit. 
From Tripolis flora Mexico , and Sngland, 
From Lis bon, Barb ary , and India , 

And notone vcflell fcape the dreadfull touch 
Of Merchant-marting.rocks ? 

Sat. Not one my Lord. 

Bcfides,it fhould appearc, that if he had. , > 
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The Qomicall Ht (lory of 

The ptefent money to difebarge the lew. 

He would not take it .• neuer did I know 
A creature that did beare the fhape ofman. 

So keene and greedy to confound a man. 

He plies the Duke at morning and at night, 

And doth impeach the freedome of the ftate 
If they deny him iuftice.Twenty Merchants, 

The Duke himfclfe, and the Magnificoes 
Of greateftport haue all perfwaded with him, 

But none can driue him from the enuious plea 
Of forfeyture.cf iutlice,and his bond. 

Iejfica, W hen I was with him,I haue heard him fweare 
To Tttball and to Chut, his Country-men, 

That he would rather haue Antbontos&z fh. 

Then twenty times the value of the fumme 
That he did owe him : and I know my Lord, 

If law,authority,and power deny not. 

It will go hard with poore Anthonio . 

Per. Is it your deare friend that is thus in trouble ? 

’Baffllhc deereft friend to me,thekindcft man. 

The beft condition’d and vnwearied fpiric 
In doing courtcfies : and one in whom 
The ancient Romane honour more appeares. 

Then any that drawes breath in Italy . 

Per . What fumme owes he the lew ? 

Bajf. For me three thoufand Ducats. 

Per. What no more, pay him fix thoufand & deface the bond. 
Double fixe thoufand,and then treble that. 

Before a friend of this defeription 
Shall lofe a haire through Bajfanios fault. 

Firft go with me toChurch,and call me wife, 

And then away to Venice to your friend ; 

For neuer fhall you lye by Tortiai fide 
Withanvnquietfoule. You fhall haue gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times ouer. 

When it is paid, bring your true friend along; 

My 
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the Merchant of Venice^. 

My maide IVerrijfa, and my felfe meane time 
Will line as maides and widdowes ; come away. 

For you (hall hence vpon your wedding day. 

Bid your friends welcome, (hew a merry cheere. 

Since you are deerebought,I will loue you decre. 

Bur let me heare the letter of your friend. 

Sweet Bajfanio. CMyfbips haue all mifc*rried,my Creditors grow 
erueJly my efiate is very low : my bond to the lew is for fet, and fwce in 
paying ft, it is impoffible 1 fhould line y all debts are cleered betweene 
yfttand 1 if I might but fee you at my death . NotwithJlanding y vfi 
your pleafure ; if your loue doe not perfwadeyou to come 9 let not my 
Letter . 

0 Loue ! difpatch all bufineffe^and be gone. 

Bajf. Since I haue your good leaue to go away, 

1 will make haft. But till I come againc, 

No bed (hall ere be guilty of my ftay. 

No reft be interpofertwixt vs twaine. 



Enter the lew, and Salarino , and Anthonio , 
and the I ay lor. 



Exeunt. 



lew Iaylor, looke to him, tell not me of mercy. 

This is the foole that lent out money gratis. 

Iaylor, looke to him. 

An. Hearc me yet good Shylocke . 
lew. He haue my bond, fpeake not againft my bond : 
3 haue fworne an oath, that I will haue my bond. 

Thou cald’ft me dogge before thou hadft a caufc. 

But fince I am a dogge, beware my fangs* 

The Duke fhall grant me iuftiee ** I do wonder 
Thou naughty laylor that thou art fo fond 
To come abroad with him at his requeft. 

An. I prethee hearc me fpeake. 
lew. lie haue my bond : I will not heare thee fpeake j 
lie haue my bond, and therefore fpeake no more. 



lie 
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The Qomicall Hijlory of 

lie not be made afdft and dull- ey’d foolc. 

To (hake the head, relent, and figb,and yeeld 
To Chriftian interceffors : follow not, 

Ilehaueno fpeaking,I will haue my bond. 

Exit let*. 

Sol* It is the moft impenetrable currc 
That euer kept with men. 

Ant . Let him alone. 

He follow him no more with bootleffe prayers. 

He feekes my life, his reafon well I know .• 

I oft dcliuer’d from his forfeitures 
M any that haue at times made moue to mee. 
Therefore he hates me. 

Sal. I am furc the Duke will neuer grant 
This forfeyture to hold. 

An. The Duke cannot deny the courfe of Law ; 

For the commodity that ftrangers haue 
With vs in Venice, if it be denied,* 

W ill much impeach the iufticeofhis ftate. 

Since that the trade and profit of the City 
Confifteth ofall Nations. Therefore goc, 

Thefe greefes and Ioffes hauefo bated me. 

That I fhall hardly fpare a pound of flefh 
T o morrow, to my bloody Creditor. 

V V ell Iaylor on, pray God 'Bajfanio come 
T o fee me pay his debt,and then I care not. Exeunt „ 

Enter Portia, Nerrip, Lorenzo, Ieffica , and a 
man of Portias. 



Z-w.Madam, although I fpeake it in your prefence. 

You haue a noble and a true conceite 
OfGod-like amity,which appeares moft ftrongly, 

In bearing thus the abfence of your Lord. 

But if you knew to whom you (hew this honour, 

Hoyt true a Gentleman you fend releefe. 

How 




the Merchant of Venice-** 

How deere a louer of my Lord your husband, 

I know you would be prouder of the worke. 

Then cuftomary bounty can enforce you. 

Per. I neuer did repent for doing good. 

Nor (hall not now?for in companions 
That do conuerfe and wafte the time together, 
Whofc foules dobeare an equall yoke ofloue. 
There mud be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of fpirit : 

Which makes me thinke, that this Anthem* 

(Being the bofome-louer of my Lord);! 

Muft needs be like my Lord. If it befo. 

How little is the coft I haue bellowed 
In purchafing the fcmblance of my foulc. 

From out the ftate of hellilh milery. 

This comes too neere the praifing of my fclfc. 
Therefore no more of it : hccre other things 
Lorenzo I commit into your hands. 

The hus bandry and manage of my houfe, 

Vntill my Lords returne. For mine ownepart, 

I haue toward heauen breath’d a fccret vow. 

To Hue in prayer and contemplation, 

Onely attended by Nerrijfa hcere, 

Vntill her husband, and my Lords returne. 

There is a Monaftery two miles off. 

And there will we abide. Ido defire you. 

Not to deny this impofition. 

The which my loue,and fome necclfity 
Now layes vpon you. 

Lw. Madame, with all my heart, 

I (hall obey you in all faire commands. 

Per. My people do already know my mind. 

And will acknowledge you and lejfica. 

In place of Lord Bajfanio and my felfe. 

And fo farewell till we fhall meete againc, 

Aw.Faire thoughts & happy hours attend on you, 

Ga, 
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'The Qomicatl Hifloryof 

Ief. I wifti your Lady-lhip all hearts content. 

Per. I thankcyou for your wifh, and am well plcafd 
To wifh it backe on you : farewell Iejfica. Exeunt, 

Now Baltbajer t as 1 haue cuer found thee honeft true, 

So let me finde thee ftill .• Take this fame Letter, 

And vfe thou all th’indeuour of a man 
In fpeede to UHaxtxa • fee thou render this 
Into my Cofins hands, Dod'tor Belarto , 

And looke what notes and garments he doth giue thee. 

Bring them I pray thee with imagin’d fpeede 
VntotheTraneft, to the common Ferry 
Which trades to Venice : wafte no time in words. 

But get thee gone, I (hall be there before thee. 

Bat. Madam, I go with all conuenicnt fpeede. Exit, 

Par. Come on Nerrijfit, I haue worke in hand 
That you yet know not of. Wce’l fee our husbands 
Before they thinkc of vs. 

Ner. Shall they fee vs> 

for. They fhall Nerrijfa : but In fuch a habite. 

That they fhall thinkc we are accomplished 
With that we lacke.Ile hold thee any wager. 

When we are both apparrcld like yong men. 

He proue the prettier fellow of the two. 

And weare my dagger with the brauer grace, 

And fpeakc betweene the change ofman and boy. 

With a reede voice, and turne two mincing fteps 
Into a manly ftride ; and fpeake of frayes 
Like a fine bragging youth; and tell quaint lyes. 

How honourable Ladies fought my loue. 

Which I denying, they fell fickc and dyed : 

I could not doe withall. Then ile repent. 

And wifh for all that, that I had not kill’d t hem ; 

And twenty of thefe punie lies ile tell. 

That men (hall fweare 1 haue difeontinued fchoole 
Aboue a tweluc-month. I haue within my minde 
A thoufandraw trickes of thefe bragging iackcs. 

Which 
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4he £Mferch&nt of Venice* 

VVhichl will praftife. 

Ner. Why, (hall we turne to men ? 

Tor, Fie, what a queftion’s that. 

If thou wert nere a lewd interpreter •* 

But come, ile tell thee all my whole deuice 
VVhen I am in my Coach, which ftayes for vs 
At the Parke gate ; and therefore haft away. 

For wemuft meafure twenty miles to day. 

Enter Clowns and Iejfica, 

Clo. Yes truly, for looke you, the finnes of the Father are to 
be laid vpon the children, tnerefore I promife ye I feare you, 1 
was alwayes plaine with you, and fo now I fpeakc my agitation 
of the matter : therefore be a good cheere, for truly 1 think you 
are damn’d, thcr is but one hope in it that can do you any good^ 
and that is but a kind of baftard hope neither. 

Ief. And what hope is that I pray thee? 

Clo . Marry you may partly hope that your bather got you, 

not,thatyou are not the lewes daughter. ' £ 

That were a kind of baftard hope indeede* lo. the iins o*. 

my mother Chould be vifited vpon me. , , 

V/v.Truely then I feare you are damnd both by Father and 
Mother .• thus when I (hun SciUa your father, I fal into fhmbdu 
your mother ; well, you are gone both wayes. 

Ief. I (hall be fau’d by my husband, he hath made me a chri- 

Clo. Truly the more to blame he ; we were Chriftians enow 
before, e’nc as many as couid well liue one by another^ this ma* 
king of Chriftians will raife the price of bogs, if we grow all to. 
be Potke-eaters, we (hall not (hortly haue a ralhcr on the coles 
for money. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

lef.Uc tel my husband Lancelot what you fay , here he -comes-. 
Lor . I shall grow iealous ofyou (hortly Lancelot; if you. thus , 
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The Qomicall Hiftory of 

get my wife into corners, 

Ief. Nay, you needc notfeare vs Lorenzo, Lumcelet and late 
out ; he tels me flatly, there’s no mercy for me in heauen, bee- 
caufe I am a lewes daughter : and he fayes you are no good me- 
ber of the Common-wealth* for in conucrting IcwestoChri- 
ftians,you raifc the price of Porke. 

Lor. I fliall anfwere that better to the Common-wealth than 
you can the getting vp of the Negros belly ; the Moore s with 
childe by you L<wcelet ? 

Clowne.lt is much that the Moore fliould be more then rea- 
fon : but if flie belefle then an honeft woman, £hee is indcede 
more then I tooke her for. 

Lw.How cuery foole can play vpon the word,I thinke the 
beft grace of wit will fliortly turneinto filencc, and difcourfe 
grow commendable in none onely but Parrats. Go in firra bid 
them prepare for dinner? 

Clow. That is done fir, they haue all ftomaekes. 

Lor.G oodly Lord what a wit-fnapper are you; then bid the 
prepare dinner. 

Clo. That’s done to fir, onely couer is the word* 

Lor. Will you couer than fir ? . 

Clo. Not fo fir neither, 1 know my duty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occafion , wilt thou £hewe 
the whole wealth of thy witte in an inftant ? I pray thee vnder- 
(land a plaine man in his plaine meaning : Goe to thy Fellowes, 
bid them couer the table, fcrue in themeate, and we will come 
in to dinner. 

Clo. For the table fir, it fliall be fcru’d in, for the meate fir it 
lhall be couered, for your comming in to dinner fir,- why let it 
be as humors and conceits fliall gouerne. Exit Clortne , 

Lor. O deere diferetion, how his words are futed. 

The foole hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words, and I do know 
A many fooles that ftand in better place; 

Gamilh d like him, that for atrickfie word 
Defie the matter : how far’ft thou Iejlca ? 

And 









the sSMtr chant of Venice* 

And now good fweet fay thy opinion. 

How doft thou like the Lord Bajfanw wife ? 

Ief. Paft all exprefling, it is very meete 
The Lord Bajftnio liue an vpright life, 

For hauing fuch a blefling in his Lady. 

He findes th c ioyes of heauen heere on earth. 

And if on earth he doe not meane it, then 
In reafon he fliould neuer come to heauen. 

Why, if two Gods fliould play fome heauenly match; 
And on the wager lay two earthly women. 

And Portia one : there muft be fomething elfe 
Pawn’d with the other; for the poore rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lor. Euen fuch a husband haft thou of me. 

As ftieis for wife. 

fef. Nay,but aske my opinion to ofthat. 

Lor. I will anon,firft let vs go to dinner. 

Ief, Nay, let me praife you while I haue a ftomacKe. 
Lw.No prethee, let it ferue for table talke. 

Then howfoerc thou fpeakft mong other things, 

I (hall difgeft it. 

/*£ Well,ile fet you forth. 

Enter the Duke, the cMagnificos , Anthonio^BaJfauio, 

andCratiano. 

Duke. What, is Anthouio heere ? 

A». Ready, fo pleafe your Grace. 

’Duke. I am forry for thee, thou art come to aufwer 
A ftony aduerfary.an inhumane wretch, 

Vncapeablc of pitty , voidc and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

uAn* I haue heard. 

Your Grace hathtane great paints 
To qualifie his rigorous courfe : 

But fince he ftands obdurate, 



Exit. 
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The {omicaU Hljlory of 

And that no lawfuil meanes can carric mce 
Out ofhis cnuies reach, I do oppofe 
My patience to his furie, and am arm'd 
To fuffer with a quietneffe of fpiric. 

The verie tiranny and rage ofhis. 

Duke. Go one and call the lew into the Court. 

Sal , He is ready at the doore, he comes my Lord* 

Enter Shjlockf. 

Du. Make roome,and let him ftand before our face. 
Sbjloc\e the world thinkes, and I thinke fo to, 

That thou but lcadeft this fafhion of thy malice 
To thelaft houre of a<£fc, and then tis thought 
Thou’lt fhew thy mercie and remorfe more ftrange. 
Then is thy ftrange apparant cruelty : 

And where thou now exacts the penalty, 

(Which is a pound of this poore Merchants flelh) 
Thou wile not onely loofe the forfeiture. 

But touch’d with humane gentleneffe andloue, 
Forgiue a moity ofthe principall ; 

Glancing an eie ofpittie on his Ioffes, 

I hat haue of late fo hudlcd on his backe. 

Enow to preffe a royall Merchant downe, 

Andplucke commi Aeration ofhis ftate 
From bra Aie bofomes, and rough hearts of flint. 

From ftubborne T urkes,and Tartars neuer train'd 
To offices oftender curtefie ; 

VV e all expedl a gentle anfwer lew, 

lew. / haue pofleftyour Grace of what I purpofe. 
And by our holy Sabbath hauelfworne 
T o haue the due and forfet of my bond. 

Ifyou deny it, let the danger light 
VponyourCharter,andyour.Citties freedome. 

You’l aske me why I rather choofe to haue 

A weight of carrion flelh, then to receiue 
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Three thoufand Ducats ? lie nor anfwer that, 

But fay it is my humor, is it anfwered ? 

What if my houfe be troubled with a Rat, 

And I be pleas’d to giuc ten thoufand ducats 
To haue it baind ? what,are you anfwered yet ? 

Some men there arc loue not a gaping pig .• 

Some that are mad if they behold a Cat : 

And others when the Bagpipe fings fth nofe. 

Cannot containe their vrinc for affe&ion. 

Matters of paffion fwayes it to the mood 
Of what it likes or loathes : now for your anfwcre. 

As there is no firme reafon to be rendred. 

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ? 

Why he a harmleflc neceffary Cat ? 

Why he a woollen Bagpipe; but of force 
Muft yeeld to fuch ineuitable (liame. 

As to offend, himfclfe being offended : 

So can I giue no reafon,nor I will not. 

More then a lodged hate, and a certaine loathing 
I beare Antbonio % that! follow thus 
A lofing futc againft him ; are you anfwered ? 

Bajf .This is no anfwer, thou vnfceling man. 

To cxcufe the currant of thy cruelty . 

Shy. I am not bound to pleafe thee with my anfwere, 
Bajf. Do all men kill the things they do not loue ? 
5^.Hates any man the thing he would not kill ? 

Baff. Euery offence is not a hate at firft. 

ShyJNhn wouldft thou haue a ferpent fling thee twice ? 
Ant.I pray you thinke you queftion with the lew. 

You may as well go ftand vpon the Beach, 

And bid the maine flood bate his vfuall height. 

You may as well vfe queftion with the Wolfe, 

Why he hath made the Ewe bleak e for the Lambet 
You may as well forbid the mountaine of Pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noife 
When they are fretten with the gufts of heauen t 
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The Comicall Hiftoryof 

You may as well do any thing moft hard, 

As feekcto foften that, then which what s harder : 

His Icwifti heart ? therefore I do befeech you 
Make no moc offers, vfc no farther mcancs. 

But with all briefe and plaine conuentency 
Let me haue iudgement,and the lew hi s will. 

'Baff. For thy three thoufand ducats here is fixe. 

lew. If euery ducat in fix thoufand ducats 
Were in fixe parts,and euery part a ducat, 

I would not draw themj would haue my bond. 

£)#.Ho w (Halt thou hope for mercy, rendring none ? 
few.W hat judgment (hall 1 dread,doing no wrong ? 
You haue among you many a purchaft flaue, 

Which like your Afles,and your Dogs and Mules, 

You vfe in abiedt and in flauifh parts, 

Becaufeyou bought them,fhall I fay to you. 

Let them be free,marry them to your heires t 
Why fwcac they vnder burthens, let their beds 
Be made as foft as yours, and let their pallats 
Be fcafon’d with fuch viands ; you will anfwer, 

The flaucs are ours,fo do I anfwer you ; 

The pound of flefh which i demand of him, 

Is deerely bought,tis mine and I will haue it : 

If you deny me, fie vpon your Law, 

There is no force in the decrees of V enice : 

1 ftand for iudgement, anfwer,(hall I haue it? 

Duke.Vpon my power I may difmiffe this Court, 
Vnlefic 'Beilario a learned Do£lor, 

Whom 1 haue fent for to determine this, 
Comeheereto day. 

Saler.Uy Lord, heere ftayes without, 

A meflenger with letters from the Dodfor, 

New come from "Padua. 

Duke.Rring vs the Letters, call the Meflenger. 

'Eaf. Good cheere Anthonio.whit man, courage yet : 
The lew (hall haue my flcfli, blood, bones and all, 




Ere 



the er chant of Venice • 

Ere thou (halt lofe for me one drop of blood. 

Antho.l am a tainted vy,eathcroftheflocke, 
Meetcftfor deatb,thc weakeft kinde of fruite 
Drops earlieft to the ground,and fo let me j 
You cannot better be imployd Baffanio, 

Then to liuc ftill and write mine Epitaph. 

Enter Nerrijfd. 

Du'te . Came you from Padua from Beilario ? 

Net . From both, my L. Beilario greetesyour grace. 

"BaJf.W hy doft thou whet thy knife fo earneftly ? 

lew. To cut the forfeiture from chat bankrout there 

Ovi.Not on thy loule : but on thy foulc harlh/w 
Thou mak’ft thy knife keene : but no mettall can, 
No,not the hangmans axe beare halfe the keenenefie 
Of thy fharpe enuy : can no prayers pierce thee ? 

Aw. No, none that thou haft wit enough to make. 

< Jra.O be thou damn’d, inexecrablc dog. 

And for thy life let iuftice be accufde ; 

Thou almoft mak’ft me waucr in my faith. 

To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 

That foules of Animals infufc themfelues 
Into the trunks of men : Thy curriftr fpiric 
Gouern’d a Wolfe,who hang’d for humane flaughtcr, 
Euen from the gallowcs did his fell foule fleete. 

And whilft thou layeft in thy vnhallowcd dam, 

Jnfufdc it fclfe in thee : for thy defires 
Are wolui(h,bloody,ftaru’d and rauenous. 

IewlWW thou canft raile the fcale from off my bond. 
Thou but offendft thy lungs to fpeakc fo loud : 
Repaire thy wit, good youth,or it will fall 
To cureleffe ruine.I ftand heere for law. 

Da^c.This letter from Beilario doth commend 
A young and learned Dotftor to our Court : 

Where is he? 

ifor.Hc attendeth heere hard by, 

H % 
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To know yonr anpvV^re,whctheryotti admit him. ‘ ; 

'DuSg.W ith all nay hearty fome threcor fouic of you 
Goc giue him courteous conduvft to this place* 

IVfcane time the Court fhall hear tftellarios Letter. 

Tour Cjrace fhall vnderfiand, that At the twite ofyoar Loiter I am 
very fcke $ but in the infiant that your AleJJenger came , in louing vi- 
sitation was with me a young Dotlor of Rome, his name is Talthaz.tr: 
I acquainted him with the caufe in conirouerfe betweene the lew and 
Ant homo the Merchant ; wc turned ore many Tookes together , hee is 
furnityed with my opinion, which bettred with his owne learning , the 
greatmlfe -whereof Icmmt enough commend > conies with him at my 
import unity 9 to fill vp your Graces requefi. in my J lead ♦ / befeechyou, 

let his lacke of years be no impediment to let hi m lacke a reuerend efii « 
mat ion, for 1 neuer. knew fo young a body with fo olde ahead : 1 leant 
him to your gracious acceptance^ whofe triad {hall better publtfihis 
commendation . 

£ nter Portia for Balthazer. 

Duke. Y ou heare the learned Bellarto what he writes* 

And hcerc [ take it is the Doctor come. 

Giue me your handsome you from old . BeUdrio ? 

Por. 1 did my Lord. 

Duke. You are welcome >takc your place : 
i\re you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this prefent queftipn in the Court. 

Por. I am enformed throughly of the caufe .• 

Which is the Merchant heere ? and which the lew ? 

Duke . Anthonie and olde Shylockg , both ftand foorth*. 

Por ,Is your name Shylocke ? 

Jeiv.Shlocke is my name. 

Por . Of a ftrange nature is the face you follow. 

Yet in fuchrute^that the Venetian law 
Cannot impunge youas you do proceed. 

Y ou ftand within his danger,doe ye not ? 

^fj.fohefayes. 

Per. 
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the ^Merchant of V mice. 

^jr.Do you confcfle thdbond ? 

Ant . I do. 

. Por . Then muft the lew be mercifull. 

Shy . On what compulfion mud I,tcll me that. 

TV.The quality of mercy is not ftrain’d. 

It droppeth as the gentle ramefrom heauers 
Vpon the place beneath : it is twice bleft. 

It bleflcth him that giues,andhimthat takes, 

Tis mightieft in the mightieft.it becomes 
The throned Monarch better then his crowne. 

His feepter drewes the force of temporall power. 
The attributetoaweandmaiefty. 

Wherein doth fit the dread and fearc of Kings .• 

But mercy is aboue this feeptred fway, 

It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings, 

It is an attribute to God himfelfe ; 

And earthly power doth then ftiew lik’ft Gods, 
When mercy feafons iuftice: therefore lew. 

Though iuftice be thy plea,confider this, . 

That in the courfe of iuftice^none of vs 
Should fee faluation r we do pray for mercy. 

And that fame prayer, doth teach vs all to render 
The deeds of mer^y.I haue fpoke thus much 
To mitigate the iuftice of thy plea, 

Which ifthou follow,thisftri& Court of Venice 
Muft needs giue fcntence gainft the Merchant thercj 

Shy . My deeds vpon myhead,I craue thelaw. 

The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

For . Is he not able to difeharge the money ? 

Bajf, Yes,heere I tender it for him in the Court, . 
Yea twice the fumme,ifthat will not fuffice^ 

I will be bound to pay it tetftimes ore. 

On forfeit of my hands, my bead,my heart : 

If this will not fuffize,it muftappeare 

That malice bcares downe truth. And I befecch you 

Wreft once the Law toyourauthority, 

H 3 , 
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To do a great tight, do a little wrong. 

And curbe this cruell diuell of his will. 

Par. It-rauftnot be,there is no power in Venice 
Can alter a Decree eftabii fried : 

T will be recorded for a precedent,* 

And many an errour by the fame example. 

Will rufh into the flare, it cannot be. . 

Shy. A Daniel come to iudgemenr.- yea a Daniel, 
O wife young Iudge,how I do honour thee. 

Por.l pray you iet me looke vpon the bond. 

Heere tis moil reucrcnd bo&or,hercit,is. 

Par.Sbjlocke, ther’s thrice thy money offredthee. 

Shy, An oath, an oath, I hauc an oath.in hcauen. 
Shall I lay periury vpon my foule i 
No, not for Venice. 

Par. Why this bond is forfeit. 

And lawfully by this the lew may daime 
A pound of flelb.tobe by him cut off 
Neereft the Merchants heart ; be mercifull. 

Take thrice thy money, bid me tearc the bond. 

S^.When it is paid,according to the tenour. 

It doth appeare you are a worthy Iudge, 

You know the Law, your expofition 

Hath bene moft found .• I charge you by the Law, 

Whereof you are a well defeating Pillar, 

Proceed to judgement -• by my foule I fweare. 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
T o alter me,I flay heere on my bond. 

heartily I do befeech the Court 
To giue the judgement. 

Par. Why then thus it is. 

You muft prepare your bofome for his knife. 

Shy. O noble iudge,0 excellent young man. 

Per. P ot the intent and purpofc of the Law, 

Hath full relation to the penalty, 

Which heere appeareth due vpon the bond. 

Shy, 




the ^Merchant of Venice^ 

Shy. Tis very true : O wife and vprightjudge. 

How much more elder art thou then thy lookes. 
por.Therefore lay bare your bofome. 

Shy, l , his bread. 

So fayesthe bond, doth it not noble Iudge? 

Neereft his heart,thofe arc the very words. 

Por,\z is fo,are there ballance here to weigh the flefti ? 

Shy. I haue them ready. 

Por.Haue by fome Surgeon S hylockf on your charge, 

To flop his wounds^caft he do bleed to death. 

Shy. Is it fo nominated in the bond ? 

Por.lt is not fo expreft,but what of that ? 

Twere good you do fo much for charity. 

Shy , I cannot findc it,tis not in the bond. 

Par. You Merchant, haue you any thing to fay ? 

Ant. But little j / am arm’d and well prepar’d, 

Giue me your hand BaJfanioJizT you well, 
Greeucnotthat/amfalneto this for you : 

For heerein Fortune ftiewes her fclfe more kinde 
Then is her cuftome : it is ftill her vfe 
To let the wretched mas ouc-liuehis wealth. 

To view with hollow eye and wrinckled brow. 

An age of pouerty : from which liiigring pcnnaacc 
Of fuch mifery doth Ihe cut me off. 

Commend me to your honourable wife. 

Tell her the proceffe of Anthonies ende. 

Say how /lou’d you, fpeakc me faire in death ; 

And when the talc is told,bid her be iudge. 

Whether Bajfanioh&d not once a loue : 

Repent but you that you fhall lofc your friend, 

And he repents not that he payes your debt. 

For ifthe/w do cut but deepe enough, 

He pay it prcfently with all my heart. 

BaJf.Anthonio,} am married to a wife, : 

Which is as dearc to me as life it felfei 
But life it feife,my wife, and all the world, 

Are e 
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Are not with meeftecm’daboucthyilifeo . 

Iwouldlofeali.Ifacriftze themall , : : i r -i 1 • 

Heere to this diuell.to dcliuer you*. 

Tw.Your wife w ould giue you little thanksfor that 
If flie were by to heare you make the offer, 

<yra.\ haue a wife,who I proteft lloue, 

II would flie were in heauen,fo (he could 
Entreate fonic power to change this currilh/w } 

Ner.Tis well you offer it behinde her backe. 

The wi(h would make clfc an vnquiet houfe. 

Aiv.Thefe be the chriftianhusbands,I haue a daughter, 
Would any of the ftocke of Barr abas 
Had bene her husband,rather then a Chriftian. 

We trifle time, I pray thee purfue fentence. 

for. A pound of that fame Merchants flelh is thine. 

The Court awards it.and the law doth giue it, 

/fjj’.Moft rightfull Iudge. 

JVr. And you muft cut this flelh from off his bread. 
The Law allowes it,and the Court awards it. 

/w.Moft learned Iudge, a fcntcnce,comc prepare. 

Boy. T arry a little,there is fomething elfe. 

This bond doth giue thee here no iote of blood. 

The words exprefly are a pound of flelh : 

Take then thy bond,takc thou thy pound of flelh. 

But in the cutting it, if thou doft fhed 
One drop of Chriftianblood,thy lands and goods 
Are by the lawes of Venice, confifcate 
Vnto the State of Venice. 

Cra.O vpright Iudge, 

Marke lew O learned Iudge. 

Shy . Is that the Law ? 

Bor. Thy felfe (halt fee the A (ft : 

For as thou vrgeft iufticc,be affur’d 
Thou (halt haueiuftice, more then thou defireft. 

Cra.O learned Iudge,marke /«?w,a learned Iudge. 

Jew. I take this offer then, pay the bond thrice. 
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the Merchant of Venice 

And let the Chriftian go. 

Bajf.Heerc is the money. 

Bor. Soft, the lew fhall haue all iuftice,foft no haft 
He (hall haue nothing but the penalty. 

Gra. O lew, an vpright iudge, a learned iudge. 

Bor . Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flelh. 

Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou lefle nor more 
But iuft a pound of flelh : if thou cutft more 
Or leffe then a iuft pound, be it but fo much 
As makes itlight or heauy in the fubftance. 

Or the djuifion of the twentith part 
Of one poore fcruple ; nay, if the fcale do turne 
Butin the eftimation of a haire, 

I hou dyeft,and all thy goods are confifcate. 

Gra . A fccond Daniel,a Daniel lew. 

Now infidell I haue you on the hip. 

Bor . Why doth the lew paufe,take thy forfeyture. 

Shy. Giue me my principall, and let me go. 

Bajf. I haue it ready for thee, heere it is, 

Bor. He hath refufd it in the open Court, 

And (hall haue meerely iuftice and his bond*. 

Gra.h Daniel ftill fay I, s fecondT>anicl, 

I thanke thee lew for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not haue barely my principall ? 

Bor. Thou (halt haue nothing but the forfeyture 
To be fo taken at thy perill lew. 

Shy. Why then the deuill giue him good of it : 

He ftay no longer heere in queftion. 

Bor. Tarry lew. 

The Law hath yet another hold on you. 

It is enadled in the lawes of Venice, 

If it be proued againft any alien. 

That by dire&,or indireft attempts, 

He fccke the life of any Citizen, 

Party gainft the which he doth contriue, 
hall feiz e on halfe his goods ; the other halfe 

Comet 
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The Qomicall Hijloryof 

Comes to the priuy cofter of the State, 

And the offenders life lies in the mercy 
Of the Duke onely.gainft all other voyce. 

In which predicament I fay, thou ftandft : 

For it appeares by manifeft proceeding. 

That indirectly, and direCtly to 
Thou haft contriued gainft the very life 
Of the defendant : and thou haft incurd 
The danger formerly by me rehearft. 

Downe therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke* 
Gra.Beg that thou maift haue leaue to hang thy fclfj 
And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the ftate. 

Thou haft not left the value of a cord. 

Therefore thou mud behangd at the States charge. 

D#%.That thou (halt fee the diffrence of our fpirits, 
I pardon thee thy life before thou aske it : 

Forhalfe thy wealth, it is tsfnthonios , 

The other halfe comes to the generall S tate. 

Which humblencfle m3y driue vnto a fine. 

Por. 1 for the ftate, not for Anthomo. 

Shy. Nay,t ake my life and all, pardon not that. 

You take my houfe,whenyou do take the prop 
That doth fuftainemy houfe .• you take my life 
When you do take the meanes wherby I Jiue. 

/V.What mercy can you render hi m,Anthomo} 

Gra.h halter gratis,nothing clfe for Gods fake. 

An . So pleafe my, Lord the Duke,& all the Court, 
T o quit the fine for one halfe of his goods, 

I am content ; fo he will let mehaue 
The other halfe in vfe,to render it 
Vpon his death vnto the Gentleman 
That lately ftole his daughter. 

Two things prouided more, that for this favour 
Heprefemly become a Chriftian : 

The other,that he do record a gift 
Hcere in the Court,of ail he dies poffcft 






Vow 
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Vnto his fonne Lorettas apd his daughter. 

2)«'(f.He (ball do this, or clfe I do recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced hcere. 

Per. Art thou contented lew ? what doft thou fay ? 
Shy , I am content. 

/V.Clcarkejdraw a deed of gift. 

Shy. I pray you giuc me leaue to go from hence, 

I am not well, fend the deed after me. 

And I will figne it. 

Duke.Gc t thee gone,but do it. 

Gra, In chriftning (halt thou haue two Godfathers, 
Had 1 bene iudge,thou (houldft haue had ten more. 
To bring thee to the gallowes,not the Font. 

Exit. 

D»^tf,Sir,I intreateyou home with me dinner. 

Por. I humbly defire your Grace of pardon, 

I muft away this ni ght toward Padua, 

And it is mcetc I prefently fet forth. 

Duke, l am forry that your leyfure ferues you nor. 
Anthonie jgtnide this gentleman. 

For in my minde you are much bound to him. 

Exit Duke and his traiut. 

Bajf. Moft worthy gentleman, I and my friend 
Haue by your wifedome bene this day acquited 
Of greeuous penalties, in lew whereof. 

Three thoufand ducats due vnto the lew. 

We freely cope your courteous paines withall. 

Ant . And ftand indebted ouer and aboue 
In loue and feruice to you euermore. 

Por. He is well paid, that is well fatisfied, 

Andl deliueringyou,am fatisfied. 

And therein do account my felfe well paid. 

My minde was neuer yet more mercinary. 

I pray you know roe when wemeete againe, 

I wifhyou well,and fo I take my leaue. 

1 2 
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jBrfJ/’.Deerefir, of force Imuft attempt you further, 

T ake fome remembrance of vs as a tribute. 

Not as a fee : grant me two things I pray you, 

Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

For. Y ou preiTe me farre, and therefore I will yeeld, 

Giue me your gloues, ile weare them for your lake. 

And for your loue, ile take this ring from you. 

Do not draw backe your hand, ile take no more. 

And you in loue lliall not deny me this. 

Bajf. This Ring good fir, alas it is a trifle, 

I will not fhamemy felfe to giue you this. 

Tor. I will haue nothing elfe but onely this. 

And now methinkes 1 haue a mindc to it. 

Baff. There’s more then this depends vpon the valcw : 

The deareft Ring in V enice I will giue you, 

And findeit out by Proclamation, 

Onely for thi s I pray you pardon mee ? 

For. 1 fee fir you are libcrall in offers. 

You taught me firft to begge, and now me tbinkes 
You teach me how a begger (hould be anfwer’d, 

Bajf. Good fir, this Ring was giuen me by my'wife. 

And when fheput it on, fhe made me vow, * 

That I fhould neither fell,nor giue, nor loofc it. 

Por . That fcufe ferues many men to faue their giftes, 

And if your wife be not a mad woman. 

And know how well I haue dclcru’d the Ring, 

She would not hold out enemy for euer, 

For giuing it to me .• well, peace bee with you. Exeunt 

An. My Lord Bajfanio , let him haue the Ring, 

Let his deferuings and my loue withall, :>; • ■> ; 

Bcvalew dgainftyour wiues commandement. 

Baff . . Go Gratiano, runne and ouertake him, 

Giue him the Ring,and bring him if thou canft 

V nto Anthonios houfe, away,make haft, 

i. , Sxetint Gratiano. 

■' Come 




the ^Metchmtof Venice • 

Come you and I will thither prefefltly. 

And in the morning early will we both 
Fly toward Belmont y conic Anthonio . 

Enter Nerrijfa , 

. . v’. v ... . w k , 

per. Enquire the Iewes houfe out, giue him this dcede* 
And let him figne it, wee*l away to night. 

And be a day before our husbands home : 

This deede will be well welcome to Lorenzo, 

f>J fievv bnfi, 

Enter Grattano. 

Gra . Faire fir, you are well ore-tane, 

My Lord Bajfanio vpon more aduice, 

Hathfent you heere this Ring, and doth intreatc 
Your company at dinner. 

7>(?r.That cannot be. 

This Ring I do accept moft thankefully. 

And fo 1 pray you tell him. Furthermore, 

I pray you fhew my youth oldJShydockes houfe. 

Gra. That will 1 do, 

Ner. Sir, I would fpeake with you. 
lie fee if I can get my husbands Ring, 

Which I did make him fweare to keepe for euer. 

Por . Thou maift 1 warrant, we (hall haue old fwearing 
That they dkfgiue the Rings away to men. 

But weele out-face them, and out-fwcare them too, 

Away, make haft, thou know’ft where I will tarry. 

jV<?TfCome good fir, will you fhew me to this houfe ?? 

Enter Lorenzsoandlejfica.. 

Lor . The Moonc fhines bright. 

/n fuch a night^as this. 

When the fwcet winde did gently kiffe the Trees*. 

rjfj i 3 
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The (jimicail Hiflory of 

And they did make no noyfe,ln fuch a night, 

Troylue mc-think$ mounted the Troyan wals. 

And figh’ddris foule toward the Grecian Tents 
Where Crejfada lay that night* 

Iejfica* In fuch a night 
Did Thisbie fearefully ore-trip the dew* 

And faw the Lyons ihadow erehimfdfc. 

And ranne difmay ed away* 

Loren . In fuch a night 
S tood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Vpon the wilde fea banks,and waft her Loue 
T o come againe to (farthage. 

Iejfica An fuch a night, 

Medea gathered the inchanted hcarbs 
That did renew old Efon . 

Loren An fuch a night 
Did Iejfica fteale from the wealthy lew. 

And with an vnthriftloue did runne from Venice, 

As farre as Belmont. 

Iejfica . In fuch a night 

Did young Lorenzo fweare he loued her well. 

Stealing her foule with many vowes of faith. 

And nereatrueone. 

Loren . In fuch a night 
Did pretty Iejfica (like a little (hrew) 

Slander her Loue, and he forgaue it her. 

Iejfica . I would out-night you did nobody come : 

But hearke,Ihearc the footing of a man. 

\ J *• 3 d wen a uon \- fi •: r ! c- .• crr? t \'V. 
Enter a Afeflenger. 

Loren. Who comes’fo faftin filence of the night? 
Aieflen.K friend. 

Loren A friend, what friend,your name I prayyou friend. 
Afeflen.Stepha.no is my namejind I bring word 
My miftris will before thebreake of day 



Bee 






the Merchant of Venice^. 

Beheere at Belmont , fhe doth ftray about 
By holy croffes where fhekneeles and prayes 
For happy wedlockes hourcs. 

Loren. Who comes with her I 

Mejfen . None but a holy Hermit and her maid : 

I pray you is my Matter yet return’d? 

Loren . He is not,nor we haue not heard from him. 

But goe we in I pray thee Iejfica , 

And ceremonioufly let vs prepare 
Some welcome for the Miftris ofthchoufe. 

Enter Clow tie., 

€7w**.$ola,fola : wo ha, ho fola,fola. 

Loren. Who calles Z 

C/<w*».Sola,dtd you fee lA.Lorenz,o } M.Lorenz>c, {oh 9 (oh a 

L^« # Lcaue hollowing man^heeix. 

CW^.Sola, where, where ? 

Loren. Hecre. 

Clown ♦ Tell him there’s a Poft come from my Mafter, with 
his home full of good newes, my M after will be hecrc ere mor- 
ning, fwccte foule. 

Loren. Let’s in, and there expeft their comming. 

And yet no matter ; why fhould wf-go in ? . ^ , 

My friend Stepbano, fignific I pray you 
Within the houfe,your miftris is at hand. 

And bring your muficke foorth into the ayre. 

How fweetc the Moonc-light fleepes vpon this bankc, 

Hcere will wc fit,and let the founds of muficke 
Greepe in our cares fofc ftilnefle,and the night 
Become the tutchcs of fvveete harmony r 
Sit IejJica y \ookc how the floore of heauen 
Is thicke inlayed with patterns of. bright gold. 

There 1 s not the fmalleft orbe which thou beholdft. 

But in his motion like an Angell fings, 

-Still quiring to the youngeide Cherubins j 

Such. 
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v The QomicaU Elijlory of 

Such harmony is in immortal! foules. 

But whtlft this muddy vefture ofdecay 
Doth groflcly dole in it, wc cannot heare it. 

Come hoe, and wake Diana with him a hymne, 

With fweeteft touches pierce your miftris care. 

And draw her home with Muficke. 

Afftjtckf places. 

lef. I am neuer merry , when / heare fweete Mufick. 

'Lor, Thcreafon is, your Ipirits areattentiue : 

For, do but note a wilde and wanton heard, 

Or race of youthfull and vnhandled Colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing lowd, 
Which is the hoc condition of their blood, 

/f they perchance but heare a Trumpet found, 

Or any aire of muficke touch their eares. 

You fhall perceiue them make a mutuall ftand* 

Their fauageeies turn’d to a modeft gaze, 

By the fweete power of muficke. Therefore the Poet 
Did faine that Orpheus drew trees, ftones, and floods* 
Since nought fo ftockifh hard and full of rage. 

But muficke for the time doth change his nature : 

The man that hath no muficke in himfelfe. 

Nor is not moou’d with concord of fweete founds, 

1$ fit for treafons, ftratagems,and fpoyles, 

The motions of his ipiric are dull as night, 
and his affections darke as Terebus : 

Let no fueh man be tr ufted. Marke the Muficke* 
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Enter Nerrijfa and Portia, 

For. That light we fee is burning in my hall : 

How farre that little candle t.hrowcs his beames, 

Sofhincs a gpoddeede in a naughty worlds 

Ner> When the Moonc fhotie wc did not fee the candle. 
for. So doth the greater glory dim the leffe* 

A fubftitute (hines brightly as a King, 

Vntill 
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the «5V/ er chant of Venice* 

Vntill a King be by, and then his Rate 
Empties it fclfe,as doth an in-land brooke 
Into the maine of waters : Muficke,harke. 

Ner. It is your muficke Madam of the houfe. 

Por. Nothing is good I fee without refpeft, 

Methinkes it founds much fwcetcr then by day. 

Her. Silence beftowes that vertue on it Madam. 

Par. The Crow doth fing as fweetly as the Larke, 

When neither is attended : and I thinke 
The Nightingale if (he fnouldfing by day 
When euery Goofe is cackling, would be thought 
No better a Mufitian then the Wren. < 

How many things by fcafon,{eafon’d are 
To their right praifc,and true perfe&ion. 

Peace, how the Mooneflcepcs with Endimion, 

And would not be awak’d. 

Lor. That is the voice. 

Or I am much decciu’d of Portia. 

Por. He knowes me as the blinde man knowes 
The Cucko, by the bad voyce. 

Lor. Deere Lady,welcomc home. 

For. We haue bin praying for our husband health. 

Which fpeed we hope the better for our words. 

Are they return’d? 

Loren. Madam, they are not yet : 

But there is come a Meffenger before. 

To fignifie their comming, 

Por. Go in Nerrijfa , 

Giue order to my feruants, that they take 
No note at all of our being abfent hence. 

Nor you Lorenzo Jeflic a nor you. 

LwvYour husband is at hand, I heare hisTrumpct, 

We are no tell-tales Madame, feare you not. 

Por. This night me thinkes is but the day light fickc. 

It lookes a little paler, tis a day. 

Such as the day is when the Sunne is hid, 

K £»ter 
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The Qomicall Hijiory of 

Enter Baffanio, Anthonio, Gratiano > and, their 

followers. 




Baff. We fhotild hold day with the Antipodes* 

Ifyou would walkcin abfer.ee of the funne. 

Per. Let megiue light, but let me not be light. 

For a light wife doth make a hcauy husband. 

And neucr be 'Baffanio fo for me, 

But God fort ail : y are Welcome home my Lord. 

Baff.l thanke you Madame, giue welcome to my friend. 
This is the man, this is Anthonio, 

To whom lam fo infinitely bound. -c 

Por. You fhould in all fence be much bound to him. 

For as Ihearc,he was much bound for you. 

Ant . No more then I am well acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you arc very welcome to our houfe. 

It mull appeare in other wayes then words, 

Therefore I leant this breathing curtefie. 

Gra.Yiy yonder Moone I fweare you do me wrong, 
Infaith I gaue itto the Iudges Clarke, 

Would he were gclt that had it for my part, 

Since you do take it (Lone) fo much at hart, 

/V.A quarrell hoe already, what’s the matter ? 

Gra. About a hoope of gold,a paltry ring 
That (he did giue me,whofe poefie was 
For all the world like Cutlers poetry 
Vpon a kn i fe, Lone me, and leaue me net. 

Afcr.What talke you of the poefie or the value ; 

You fwore to me when I did giue it you. 

That you would weare it till your houre of death. 

And that it fhould lye with you in your graue, 

Though not for me^yet for your vehement oathes, . 

You fhould hauc beene refpe£iiue,andhauekept it. 

Gaue it a Judges Clarke ; no God’s my Judge, 

The .Clarke will nere wcarehaire on’s face that had it. 
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the iSA/ler chant of Venice . 

Gra.Ue wdl,and if he liue to be a man. 

Ner.l, if a woman liue to be a man. 

Gnr.Now by this hand / gaue it to a youth, 

A kinde of boy, a little ferubbed boy. 

No higher then thy felfe, the Iudges Clarke, 

A prating boy that begd it as a fee, 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were too blame,! muft be plaine with you, 
To part lo flightly with your wiues firft gift, 

A thing ftucke on with oaths vpon your finger, 

And fo riueted with faith vnto yourflefh. 

I gaue my Loue a ring,and made him fweare 
Neuer to part with it,and heere he Hands ; 

I dare be fworne for him he would not leaue it. 

Nor plucke it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world maftcrs.Now in faith Grdtiano , 

You giue your wife too vnkinde a caufc of greefe. 

And twereto me I fhould bemad at it. 

Baff. Why I were beft to cut my lefehand off, 
Andfwearc I loft the Ring defending it. 

GVfi.My Lord 'Baffanio gaue his ring away 
Vnto the Iudgc that begd it, and indeed 
Deferu’d it to: and then the boy his Clarke 
That tooke fome paines in writing,hc begd mine, 

And neither man nor matter would take ought 
But the t wo rings. 

Por. What ring gaue you my Lord ? 

Not that I hope which you rceiu’d ofme. 

Baff.lf I could adde a ly c vnto a fault, 

I would deny it .* but you fee iny finger 
Hath not the ring vpon it,it is gone. 

iV.Euen fo void is your falfc heart of truth. 

% heauen I will nere come in your bed, 

Vntill I fee the ring. 

Ner Nor I in yours* 

Till I againe fee mine. ^ 

K % 












TheQomicall Hiftory of 

SaJf.S'Ncet Portia, 

Ifyou did know to whome I gauc the Ring, 

Jfyou did know for whom I gaue the Ring, 

And would coneciue for what I gauc the Ring, 

And how vnwillingly I left the Ring, 

When nought would be accepted but the Ring, 

You would abate the ftrength of your difpleafurc. 

Per. If you had knownc the vertue of the Ring. 
Ofhalfe her worthincffe that gauc the Ring, 

Or your owne honor to containe the Ring, 

You would not then haue parted with the Ring, 

What man is there fo much vnreafonable, 
Ifyouhadpleafd to haue defended it 
With any termes of zeale, wanted the modefty 
To vrge the thing held as a ceremony? 
pl&rrijft t teaches me what to belccue, 
lie die for’t, but fome woman had the Ring, 

Bajf, No by my honor Madam, by my foule 
No woman had it, but a ciuill Doftor, 

Which did refufe three thoufand Ducates ofme. 

And begd the Ring, the which I did deny him. 

And fuffer’d him to go away difpleafd, 

Euen he that did vphold the very life 
Ofmydeere friend. Whatfhouldl fay fwcet Lady ? 

I was enforc’d to fend it after him : 

I was befet with fhame and courtefie. 

My honour would not let ingratitude 
So much befmeare it. Pardon me good Lady, 

For by thefe bleffed Candles of the night, 

Had you bene there, I thinke you would haue begd 
The Ring of me, to giue the worthy Do&or. 

Per. Let not that Do&or ere comencere myhoufe. 
Since he hath got the iewell that I loued. 

And that which you did fweareto keepc for me, 

I will become as liberall as you, 

Re not deny him any thing I haue. 
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the ^Aerchant of Venice . 

sjo not my bodie, nor my husbands bed .♦ 

Know him I Avail, I am well fure of it. 

Lye not a night from home : watch me hke Argos,- 
If you do not, if I be left alone, 

Now by mine honor, which is yet mine owne, 

He haue thatDo&or for my bed-fellow. 

Ner. And I his Clarke : therefore be well aduifo 
How you do leaue me to mine owne proteaion. 

Gra. Well do you fo : let not me take him then. 

For if I do, lie marre the yong Clarkes pen . 

An, I am th’vnhappy fubieft of thefe quarrels. 

Por. Sir, °reeuc not you, you arc welcome notwithftandin 
Baff. Portia, forgiue me this enforced wrong. 

And in the hearing of thefe many friends 
I fweare to thee, euen by thine owne faire eyes. 

Wherein I fee my felfe. 

Por t Marke you but that. 

Inboth my eyes he doubly fees himfelfe : 

In each eye one,fweare by your double felfe. 

And there’s an oath oferedite. 

Baf. Nay, but heare me, 

Pardon this fault, and by my foule 1 fweare, 

I neuer more will breake an oath with thee. 

An. I once did lend my body for his wealth. 

Which but for him that had your husband Ring, 

Had quite mifeatried. / darebe bound againe. 

My foule vpon the forfet, that your Lord 
Will neuer more breake faith aduifediy. 

Tor. Then you {hall be his furety ; giue him this,-. 

And bid him keepe it better then the other. 

^w.Heere Lord Baffauio , .fweare to keepe this King, . 

Baf. By heauen it is the lame I gaucthcDo&or. 

Por.l had it of him ; pardon me Bajfante , . 

For by this ring the Do£lor lay with me. 

Ner. And pardon me my gentle gratiaxo^ 

For that fame ferubbed boy the Do&ors Clarke s 
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the <S\4erchantof Venice. 

For. It is almoft morning. 

And yet Imc fure you are not fatisfied 
Of ehefe euent* at full.Let’s go in, 

And charge vs there vpon istergotories. 

And we will anfwer all things faithfully. 

Gra.Lct it be fo,the firft intergotory 
That my Nerrifa (hall be fworne on,is. 

Whether till the next night Ihe had rather Aay } 

Or go to bed novv,being two houres to day : 

But were the day come, I fhould wilh it darke. 

That I were couching with the Clarke. 

Well,whilc I liuc,ile feare no other thins 
So fore, a s keeping fafe Nemffas Ring. 




The Qmicali Ht/lory of 

In lieu of this, laft night did lie with me. 

Cra. Why this is like the mending of high wayes 
In fummer, where the wayes are faire enough, 

What,are we Cuckolds erewehaue deferu’dit? 

/V.Speake not fo groflely,you are all amaz’d ; 

Heere is a Lecter,reade it at your leifure, 

It comes from Padua from Bellario , 

There you {hall finde that Portia was theDo&or, 

A Terriffa there her Clarke, Lorenzo heere 
Shall witneffe I let foorth as foone as you. 

And euen but now return’d ; I haue not yet 
Entred my houfe. Antbonio, you are welcome. 

And 1 haue better newes in ftore for you 
Then you expeft ; vnfeale this letter foone. 

There you (hall finde three ofyour Argofies 
Are richly come to harbour fodainly. 

You {hall not know by what ftrange accident 
I chanced on this Letter. 

Alnt. I am dumbe. 

Ba/f.We re you the Do&or.and I knewyou not ? 

Cra. Were you the Clarke that is to make me Cuckold ? 
7^cr,I,butthe Clarke that neuermeanes to do it, 
Vnlefle he liue vntill he be a man. 

r Pajf, (Sweete Doctor) you {hall be my bed-fellow, 
When I am abfent.then lie with my wife. 

jin . Sweet Lady,you haue giuen me life and liuing * 

For heere I rcade for certaine,that my Ships 
Are fafely come to Rode, 

TV.How now Lorenzo, 

My Clarke hath lome good comforts too for you, 
Afcr.I.and ile giue them him-withoutafee. 

There do I giue to you and Iejfica 
From the rich Icw,a fpeciall deed of gife 
After his dcath.of all he dies pofleft off. 

Loren , Faire Ladies,you drop Manna in the way 
Or ftarued people. 
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r 5 The fecond part ofHenry the fourth* 

continuing to bis death , and core- 

nation of Henry the 

^ Enter %mwnr painted full of Tongues. 

Pen your cares; for which of you wi'l (lop 
T he vent of hearing, when lowd Rumor fpeaks? 
I from theOrient to thedrooping Weft, 
(Making the wind my po(le-hoife)(h!lvnfold 
^ The afls commenced on this ball of earth, 

Vpon my tongues continuall (landers ride, 

The which in euery language 1 pronounce, 

^ & Stuffing the cares of men with fal (e reports, 

I fpeake of peace while couert enmity, 

1 ~ Vndcr the (mile offifetv.woundes the world: 

And who but Rumor, who but onely I, 



& 4UIU vvitvy uut lvuuiwi UUI UllCly ± y 

k Makefearcfi.il! muflers,and prepar'd defence, 

5 Whiles the bigge veare,fwolnc with fome other g 
Is thought with child by the (lerne tyrant Warref 






Andnofuch matter.Rumour is a pipe, 

Blowne by furmizes,Iealoufies coniefturcs. 
And of(b eafie, and fo plaine a (lop. 

That the blunt monfter,with vneounted heads. 
The dill difeordant wau’ringmultitude. 

Can play vpon it.But what need ltjuis 
x (My weiknowne body)toan®thomize 
Among my houihold? why is Rumor here? 

A 2 
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J runne before King Harries viftoric, 

Who in a bloudv field by Shrewsbury, 

Hath beaten downe yong Hot-fpurre and his troopes* 
Quenching the flame of bold rebellion, 

Eucn with the rebels bloud.But whatmeanel 
To fpeake fo true at firfl: my office is 
Tonovfe abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 
V nder the wrath of noble Hot-fpurs fword, 

And that the King before the Douglas rage, 

Stoopt his annointed head as low as death. 

This hauc ; rumour’d through the peafant townes, 
Betweene that royall field of Shrewsbury, 

And this werme- eaten hole of ragged ftone. 

When Hot-fpurs father oldNorthumberland 
Lies crafty ficke,the poftes come tyring on, 

A nd not a man of them brings other nevves, 

Than they haue learnt of me, from Rumors tongues, 

T hey bring fmooth comforts falfe,worfe then true wrongs. 

exit Rumours. 

Enter the Lord Bardolfe at one do ore. 

Bard. W ho keepes the gate here ho? where is the Earle? 

Porter What fhall I fay you are? 

Bard. T ell thou the Earle, 

T hat the Lord Bardolfe doth attend him heere. 

Porter His Lordfhip is walkt forth into the orchard, 
Pleafe it your honor knockc but at the gate, 

And he himfelfe will anfwer. enter the Earle Northumberland 

Bard. Here comes the Earle. 

Earle. What newes Lord Bardolfe?euery minute now 
Should be th e father of fome Stratagem, 

The times are wild, contention like a horfe, 

Full of high feeding, madly bath broke loofc. 

And beares downe all before him. 

Bard. Noble Earle, 

1 bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury* 

Sarle Good,and God will. 



Henry We fourth. 

Bard. As good as heart can wifh: 

The King is almoft wounded to the death, 

Aid in the for nine of my Lord your fonne, 

Prince Harry flaine outright, and both the Blums 
Kildby the hand of Dowg!as,yong prince lohn. 

And Weftmcrland and Stafford fled the field, 

And HarryMonmouthes brawne the hulkcfir lohn, 
IsprifonertovourfonneiO fuch adayl 
So fought, fo followed ,and fo faircly wonne, 

Came not till now to dighifie the times 
Since Carfarsfortuncs. 

Earle How is this dcriud? 

Saw you the field?cameyou from Shrewsbury? 

ifar.Ifpakc witlronc, my lord, that came from thence, ***** 
A gentleman well bred, and of good name, Trant**- 

Thatfreely rendred me thefe newes for true. 

Tlade Here comes my feruant T rauers who I fent 
On tueiday lart to liffon after newes. 

Bar. My lord, I ouei -rode him on the way, 

A nd he is furnifht with no certainties, 

More then he fiaply may retale from me. 

Earle Now Tra iers,what good tidings comes with you* 

Trainers My lord, fir lohn Vmfreuile turnd me backe 
W ith ioyfull tidings, and being better horft , 

Outrode me, after him came fpurring hard, 




A gentleman almofl forefpent with fpeede, 

That flopt by me to breathe his bloudied horie, 
He askt the way to Chefter,and of him 
1 did demand what newes from Shrewsbury, 

He told me that rebellion had-bad lueke. 

And that yong Harrie Percies four was cold; 
With that he gaue his able horfe the head, 
Andbendingforward,ftrooke his armed heeler 
Againft the panting fides of his poore iade, 

Vp to the rowell head, and (farting fo. 

He feem’d fo running to deuoure the way, 
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Staying no longer queftion. Earle Ha?againc J! 

Said he, von g Harry Percies fpur was cold, 

OfHot'fpurre, Cold-fpurre, that rebellion 
Had met lillucke? 

Sard. My lord,lle tell you what, 

Ifmy yong Lord youiTonne,haue not the day, 

Vpon mine honor for a filken point, 
lie o-iue my Barony, neuer talke of it. 

Earle Why fhouid that gentleman that rode by Trailers, 
Giue then fuch inflances oflofle? 

Bard. Who he? 

He was fomehilding fellow that had ftolnc 

The horfe he rode on, and vpon my life 

Spoke at a venter.Loolec.here comes morenews. enter Mori 

Earle Yea this mans brow, like to a title leafe, ton. 

foretells the nature of a tragicke volume, 

<Gq lookes the ftrond. whereon the imperious floud, 
gfeth lefta witnefl vfurpation, 

Say M<furton,didft thou come from Shrewsbury? 

C Mour. I rannefrom Shrewsbury my noble lord, 

Where hatefiill death put on his vglieftmaske. 

To fright our partie. 

Earle How doth myfonneand brother? 

Thou trembleffand the whitencs in thy 
Is apter then thy tongue to tell thy arrand, 

Eucn fuch a man,fo faint, fo fpirritlefle. 

So dull,fo dead in looke,fo woe begon 
Drew Priams curtaine in the dead ofmgnt, 

And would haue told him.halfehis Troy was 
But Priam found the fier,ere he, his tongue. 

And I, my Percies death. ere thou report!! it. 

This thou wouldfffay, Your fon did thus and thus, 

Your brother thustfo fouglitthe noble Dowglas, 

Stopping my greedy care with their bold deeaes, 

But in the end, to flop my eare indeed, 

Thou haft a figh to blow' away this praife, 

Endins; with bi o t her, form e,and all are dead. Mour. 










M.jn.rn jr h/c yi/wiH/i 

>M°nr. Douglas isliuing,and your brother yet. 

But for my Lord your fonne: 

Earle Whyheisdead? 

See what arcady tongue Sufpition hath! 

He that but fearcs the thinghee would not know. 

Hath by inftintt, knowledge from others eies, 

That what hefeard is chanced: yet fp cake Moul ton, 

T ell thou an Earle,his d ruination lies. 

And 1 will take it as a fweete difgrace, ; 

And make thee rich for doingme fuchwrong. 

Mour. You are too great to beby megainfaidj. 

Your fpirite is too true,yourfeares too certain?. 

Sarle Y etfor all this, fay not that Percie s dead, , , ; 

I fee a ftrange confeflion in thine eie, 

Thou fbakft thy head, and hold!! it feare or fifine, 

T o fpeakea truth :if he be fla’rne, 

The tongne offends not that reports his death. 

And he doth finne that doth belie the dead. 

Not lie which faies tlieclead is nofaliuc, . ’ ■ 

Yet the fir if bringer of vnwekomc newes 

Hath but a looffngofficc, and his tongue- > u -- • : : 

Sounds euer after as a fallen bell, 

Remembred tolling a departing friend, 

Sard. I cannot thinkc,.my Lord, your fonne is death 
Mour. Iamforylfhould forceyoutobelceue, 

That which I would to God I Had not feene, . 

Butthefe mine eies faw him in bloudy (fate, 

R endring faint quittance, wearied, and out-breathd. 

To Harry Monmouth, whole fwift wrath beat downe 
The neuer daunted Percy to the earth, 

From whence with life he neuer more fprungvp. 

I n few his death, whofe fpirite lent a fire, 

Euen to the dulleft peafant in his campe. 

Being bruted once,tooke fire and heate away. 

From the befl temperd courage in histroopes, 

F or from his mettal was his party Reeled, 
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Which oncc jn him abated, al the reft 
Turnd on thcmfelues, like dull and hcauy lead. 

And as the thing thats hcauy in itfclfc, 

Vpon enforcement flies with greateft fpeed: 

So didourmen,heauyinHotTpurslofle, 

Lend to this weight fuch lightnefle with their rcare, 

That arrowes fled not fwitter toward their ayme, 

T han did our fouldiers aiming at their fafetie, 

Fly from the fiel d:then was that noble Worceftcr, 

So foone tane prifoner,and that furious Scot, 

The bloudy Douglas whofc well labouring fword* 

Had three times ftaine th appearance of the King, 

Gan vaile hrs ftomacke.atid did grace the fhame 
•Of thofe that turnd their backes, and in his flight, 

S tumbling in feare, was tooke: thefumme ofall 
Is ,that the King hath wonne,and hath fent (jut, 

A fpeedy power to incounter you my lord, 

Vnder the conduct ofyong Lancafter, 

And Weftmerland : this is" the news at fill. 

Earle For this 1 foal linUc time enough to mourne, 

In poifbn there is phifiekciand thefe newes, 

Hauing beene wel, that would haue made me ficke: 

Being (3cke,haue(in feme mcafurc)made me wel: 

Andes’ the wretch whofe feuer-weakned ioynts. 

Like ftrengthleflc hinges buckle vnder life, 

Ittipacient of his fit, breakes hke a fire 
Out of his keepers armesyeuen (bmy limbes. 

Weakened with griefe being now enragde with griefe, 

A re thrice themfelues: hence therfore thou nice crutch, 

A fcaly gauntlet now with ioynts of (leele 
Mud glouc this hand iind hence thou fickly coife, 

Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, • • ■ ' 

Which princes, fleflit with conqueft, ayme to hit: 

Now bind mv browes with yron,and approach 
The raggedft houre that Time and Spight dare bring, 

T o frowne vpon th'mragde Northumberland, ^ 
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Henry the fourth* 

To lav down? likelihoods and formes of hope. 

Bard* We fortifie in paper and in figures, 

V ling thenamef of men in ftced of men , 

Like on that drawes the model ofau houfc,, 

Beyond his power to build it* who(ha!fe thorough) 

Gmcs o f e,and leaues his partrcreated cod, 

A naked fubiecl to the wcep\ng elowdes, 

And wafte for churlilh winters tyrannie. 

Haft. Grant that our bopes(vet likely offaire birth) 

Should be fill- bomc,arid th .it we now polled 
The vtmoft maaof expectation, 

I thinke we arefb,body ftrong enough, 

Euen as we are to equal with the King. 

‘Bard* What, is the King but fine anc! twenty thoufimdf 
Haft* T o vs no mo re, nay not Ip much. Lord J3af dolfe. 

For his diiiifions , as the times do bravvle, 

A nd in three heads, one power againfl: the French, 

And one again!} Glendower perforce a third 

take vp vs.fo is the vnfiitne King '* 

In three diuided, and his coffers found 
With hollow poucrtic and empiinelle. !H ; 

Bijh* That he ihould draw his feuerali ftrengths togitl 
And come againft vs in full puiflance, * • 

Need not to be dreaded. 

.Haft. If hcfhould do fo, French and Welch he leaues his 
back vharmde, they baying him at the heeles.neuerfeare that 
Bar. Who is it like ihould leade his forces hither? 

. Hafi, I he Duke of Lancafferand Weftmerland: 

Againft the Welih,himfclf and Harry Moninoutli: 

But who is fubffituted againft the French 
I haue no certaine notice. 

Bfo. Shall wc«;o draw our numbers, and fet on? 

Haft* Weare Times fubic<fte,and Time bids be gone, exu 



enter Hoftejfe of the Ta$terne,and an Officer or tm. 



Hofteffie* 








^ vwri’W If \fj 

Ho fie fie Mafter Phang,haue you entred the a&ion? ' 

Phang It is cntred. 

Hofi. Whcres your yeoman-ift a Iufty yeoman’wil a Hand 
too't? 

Phong Sirra,wheres Snare? 

Hofi. O Lord I, good mafter Snare. 

Snare Here, here. 

Phang Snare, we muft areft fir Iohn Falftaffe. 

Hojl. Y ea good mafter Snare, I haue entred him and all 

Smre Itmaychauncecoftfomcofvsourliucs, for he will 

ftabbe. 

Ho fi- Alas the day, take heed of him, he ftabd me in mine 
owne houfe, mod beaftly in good faith, a cares net what raif. 
chiefe he does, if his weapon be out, he will foyne like any di" 
well, he will fpare neither man, woman, nor child. 7 

‘Thang If [ can clofe with him,I care not for his thruft. 

Hoft. No nor I neither. He be at your elbow. 

Phemg And I but fift him once, and a come but within my 
view. 1 

Hojl. I am vndone by his going, I warrant you,hees an in. 
fifti flue thing vppon my fcore,good maifter Phang holde hint 
S« fY,go°d mafter Snare let him not (cape, a comes continually 
to Vic corner (failing your manhoods) to buy a faddle, and lie 
if oidited to dinner to the Lubbers head in Lumbert ftreeteto 
mafter Smooths the filkman,! pray you fince my exion is cn- 
tred, and my cafe fo openly knowne to the worlds let him be 
brought in to his anlv\'er,a hundred marke is a long one, fora 
poore lone w'pman to beare, and I haue borne, and borne, and 
borne,and haue bin fubd off, and fubd off, and fubd off, from 
this day to that day,thatitisa fhametobe thought on, there is 
nohoneftyinfuch dealing, vnlefTea woman ftiould be made 
an aft e, and a beaft,to beare euery knaues wrong : yonder be 
comes, and that arrant malmfle-nofe knaueBardolfe with him, 
do your offices do your offices mafter Phag,& mafter Snare, 
do me, do me, do me your offices. 

Enter fir Iohn^md 'Bordolfeytnd. the boy. 



Talfl. How now, whole marcs dcad?whats theinattert 
Phang I arreft you at the futc of miftris guickly 

. F f- Av ^ay varlets, draw Bardolfe, cut me offthe villaincs 
head, throw the queane in the channcll. 

Hofi. Throw mein the channelftlle throw theetn the chan, 
nd.wilt thou, wilt thou.thou baftardly rogue,muider murder, 
athou honifuckle viUaine, wilt thou kill Gods officers and the 
Kings, a thou homfeed rogue, thou art a honifeed,a man quel- 
icr ,and a woman queller. * 

Kecpe them off Bardolfe. 

A reskew, a reskew. / 

. ^ood people bring a reskew or two, thou wot, w 

ou,thou wot, wot ta,do do thou rogue, do thou hempfee 

tVrW A wa y ftuHian, you rampallian, you fuftilarir 
tickle your cataftrophe. 

Enter Lord chiefe iuslice and his men. nc 

™ Wj? 1 1S , the nlatter? kee P c thc P cace hcre >h° • 

to me Good my lord be good to me,I befeech yeui &Lihd 

niri I if OWn0wfirIo!in,whatarc y ou bravv lingW?. 
Doth this become your place, your ume ; and bufinelle l 

I ou /hould haue bin well on your way to Yorke: 

Stand from him fellow^vherefore hang'ft thou vpon him ? 

Hofi. O my mod worHiipfi,! Lord,andt plcafc voue ot-aW 
Urn apoorc wrddow ofEallcheape, and he „ atteUed a ! Zj 

Lord For what fumme? 

Htjl. It 1 ! more then for Tome my Lord.it is for al 1 haue he 
hath eaten me out of toufeand home, he hath put all my fub- 
fcnee mtothatfat belly of his, but 1 wil haue (ome ofttouta- 

garneotlnulndetheearnghtsltltethemare. 

w i;i n i 1 0W c ° mes thls n fir Iohn ? what man of good tempe 
. . )? ure this tempeft of exclamation, are you notafha 
®cdtoii)force a poore widdow, toforough a courfe'toi 3 
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Ivherowne. 

' Falsi. Whatisthe'grouefarrmethat l owe thee? 

Hofl. Mary if thou wert an honeft man, thy felfeandthe 
mony too: thou didft fwca -e to me vpon a parcel! guilt goblet, 
fitting in my dolphin chamber,at the round table by a lea cole 
fire , "vpon wednefdav in W heefon weeke, when the prince 
broke thy head, for liking his father to a Tinging man of Win. 
forjthou di4.fl fweare to me the, as 1 was wafhing thy wound, 
to marry me, and make me tny lady thy wife , canff thou deny 
it,did not good wife Kcech the butchers wife come in then and 
cal me geffip Quicklv,commingm to borow a mefle of vine- 
gar , telling vs (lie had a good diffi of prawnes,' whereby thou 
didft defn e to cate feme , whereby 1 told thee they were ill 
far a Greene w ound , and cfidlhhou not, when flic was gene 
d»wif flayers, defire me, to be no more fo familiarity, with fuih 
poorepcoplc , faying that ere loigtliev fliould cal me madam, 

• W did ft thou not kiffe me, anefbid me fetch thee thirtie fhil- 

put thee now to thv booke Oath,denie it if then canff. 

* f’ajS'f. My lord this is a podre made ioulc, and Hie fares vp 

And'dow ne the towne , that her eldeft fonne is like you , fhe 
hath- i : ir in good cafe and the trueth is pouerty hath diftrafted 
h«r, tut for theft foohllr officers,! befecch you 1 may haucrc. 
^fkagainft them. . 

X»p. Sir John firlohnjam wcl acquainted with your iratirr 
or wrenching the true caufe,the falle way : it is not a confident 
brow, nor the throng ofwords that come with filch more then 
impudent faweines from you can thruftmcfromalcuelcon- 
fideration: you hii.ue as it appearesto me praftifde vpon the 
eafie veelding fpirite of this w onion, and made her ferueyour 
vfes both in purfe and in perfon. . 

Fhsi. lea in truth my Lord. 

I.o, pray thee peace, pay her the debt you owe her, and vn- 
pay the villany you haue done w'itb her, the one you may doe 

with fterling mony,and the other with currant repentance. 

Fjilfi. My Lord I will not vndergoe thisfnepe without re- 
ply, you cal honorable boldnes impudent fawcinefTe, if a t™ n 

- 
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W^make curtfie and fay nothing, lie is vertuous, no my Lord 
my humble duty retnembred, 1 will not bee your futer , 1 fay 
’to vou I dodefire deliuerance From thefe officers, being vpon 
hafty imployment in the Kings affayres. 

Lord You {peake as hauing power to do wrong , butaij- 
fwerin tli effeft of your reputation, and fiuisfic the poore yyo- 
man. 

Falft Come hnherhoftefte. 

Lord Now mailer Gower, what newes. enter a 
Gower The King my Lord, and Harry prince ol Wales 
Are nearest hand, the reft thepapei tells. 

Fa ft. As I am a gentleman! 

Hoft . Faith you (aid fo before. 

Fa ft. As I am a gem!eman,comc,no more words ofit. 

HoFl. By this heaunly ground I tread on, I muftbefaifte to 
pawne both iny plate, & the tapcfhy of my dining chamfer 
Falft. GlaiTes glafTes is the onely drinking, and for thy walks 
a pretty Height drollery , or the ftoric of the prodigal, or-JrKe 
Jarmanhunting in watervyorke, is worth a thoufand of 
bed -hangers, and tlrefeflie bitten tapeftrie,letitbe x. Piftfau 
e »nfh come, and twere not for thy humors, iheresnota better 
wench in England , goc wafli thy face and draw the action, 
come thou muff not he in this humor with me,doft not know 
me, come, come J know thou waft fet on to this. 

Hoft . Pray thee fir Iohn let it be but twentie nobles, ifaith 
I am loath to pawne my plate fo God faue me law. 

F alft. Let it alcme,ile make other fhift.youlc be a foole ftil 
Hoft. Well, you /hall haue it, though I pawnemv gowne* 

I hopeyoule come to fupper,youlcpay me altogether. 

Fa ft. Wil I hue? goe with her, with her, hooke on, hooke 
on ' exit hofteffe and fernewt. 

Hoft Will you haue Doll T ere-fheet meete vou at (upper* 

F a! ft No more words, lets haue her. 
l">rd I haueheardbetternewes. 

]ralft Whats the newesmv lord? 

Lord Where lay the King to night? 

C 3 
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At Eillingfgatc my Lord. 

F*4?. I hope my Lord al’s wel,what is the newes my lord* 

. Lord Come all his forces backe? 

Mejf, No, fifteen hundred foot.fiue hundred horie 
are marcht vp to tny lord of Lancafter, 

■Cgai nil Northumberland, and the Archbifiiop, 

"pall 1, Comes the King back from Wales, my nojjlc lord? 
Lord. You fhall haue letters of me prefently, 
c-e>*nt o;o along with me, good mailer Gower, 

Fa//r t Mv lord. 

Lord. Whats the matter? 

■Fa/flaffe Maillcr Gower, fiiall I intreatc you with meet# 
dinner. 

Cyo wer I mull waite vpon tny good lord here, I thank you 
good fir Iohn. 

Lord. Sir Iohn,youloytcrheere too long, 

B<in£jyou are to takelouldiersvp 
In. fee unties as you go. 

Fa /ftajfe. Will youluppe with mee mailler Gower? 
Lord. What foolifh mailler taught you thefc manners, fir 

lohd l 

palflajfe Mailler Gower, if they become me not,hee was a 
foole that taught them mee : this is the right fencing grace, my 
Lord,tap for tap, and lo part faire. 

Lord Now' the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great foole. 

€ titer the Pr ince, Poynes, Jtr lohtt Rufle/jvith other. 
Prince Before God, I am exceeding weary. 

Popes 1 11 come to that? I had thought wearines durft not 
haue attacht one of lo hie bloud. 

'Prince Faith it does me, though it dilcolors the complexi- 
on of my greatnes to acknowledge it : doth it not Ihew vildly 
in me, to defire finall beerc? 

Popes Why a Prince Ihould not be fo loolely fludied, as 
to remember lo weake a compofition. 

Prince Belike then my appetite was not princely gote, for 
by my troth, I do now remember the poor creature final beere. 

But 







tLenry the fourth. 

But indeed thefe humble cohfiderations make me out oflouc 
with my greatnefle. What a difgrace is it to mee to remember 
thy name?or to know thy face to morow?or to take note how 
many paire of Hike ftockings thou hall with thefe , and thofe 
that were thy peach colouraonce,or to beare the inuentorie of 
thy fhirts,asoneforfuperfluitie, and another forvfc. But that 
the T ennis court keeper knows better than I, for it is a low eb 
eflinnen with thee when thou keepell not racket there, as th*u 
haft not done a great while, becaufe the reft of the low Coum 
tries haue cate vp thy holland: and God knows whether those 
that bal out the mines of thy linnen flial inherite his kingdoth- 
but the Midwiues fay, the children are not in the fault whet*% 
vpon the world increafes, andkinredsare mightily ftrengthc=. 
ned. 

Popes Howillitfollowes, after you haue labored Ibjbard 
you mould talke fo vdlcly ! tell me how many good yong pri ri- 
ces woulde doe lo, their Others being lo ficke, as yours at ft/d s 
time is. 

Prince Shall I tel thee one thing Poynes? 

Popes Yes faith,and let it be an excellent good thing. 

Prince It lhall lerue amon» wittes of no higher breedir 
then thine. 

Poynes Go to,I Hand the pulh of your one thing that you 
will tell. 

Prince Mary I tell thee itisnotmeetefhatl fihould beelad 
now my father is ficke, albeit I could tell to thee , as to one it 
plcafes me for fault of a better to call my friend,! could be lad, 
and fad indeede too. 

Topes Very hardly, vpon fuch a fubieft. 

Prince By this hand, thou thinkeft me as farre in the diuels 
bookc, as thou and FalftafFe, for obduracie and perfiftancie, 
let the end trie the man, but I tel thee, my heart bleeds inward- 
ly that my father is fo fick, and keeping luch vile company as 
thou arte, hath in reafon taken from me all oftentation of for- 
rowe. 

Poynes The reafon. 



Prince? 







: ywiw 



iiisi 

§ 



• 1 



:■! 



1111 11 : 







j- v 

Prince W hat wouklfl thou thinlce of m c if I ftiou!d ween? 
Poynes lwoulde thincke theca mod princely hypocutc 
Prince It would bee euery mans thought , and thou arte 
a blefled felow, to thinlce as euery man thinkes, Better a mans 

thought in the world , keepesthe rode way better then thine 
ci/cric man would thinkc me an hypocrite indeede, and what 
accifces your mod worfhipfull thought to thinkefo? 

Poynes Why becaufeyou hauc been fo lewd and fo tnuch 
engraffed to Falftaffe. Prince Andtothee, 

Poynes. Ey this light I am well fpoke on, 1 can heare it with 
ray: ovvne eares.thewordthattheycanfay of me is that 1, mi 
icfettond brother, and that I am a proper fellow of my hands, 
ind thofe two things I confefle I cannot helpe : by them affe 
here comes Bardolfe. 

Enter Bardotfe and boy. 

Prince And the boy that I gauc FaldafFe, ahadhimfr®nt 
me C bridian,and Jooke tf the fat villaine haue not transformdl 
him -Ape. 

B ard, God faue your grace. 

7 * rime And yours mod noble Bardolfe, 

Poynes Come you vertuous afle, you bafhfull foole, mud 
jycube bluffing, wherefore bjudi you now? what a maidenly 
man at armes are you become? id fuch a matter to get a pottle 
pots maidenhead? ° 

Bny A callsmc enow my Ford, through a red lattice, and I 
could difeerne no part of his f ice from the window , at laft I 
fpied his eies.and me thought he had made two holes in the ale 
wines peticote and fo peept through. 

Prince Hasnotlhe boy profited? 

Bard, Away you hot fon vpright rabble, a way. 

’Boy Away vou rafcallv £ ltheas dreamc,away. 

Prince Iniflruft vs boy, what dreamt boy? 

Boy Mary mv lord, Althear dreampt fhe was-deliucredof 
a firebrand, and therefore I call him herdreame, 

Prince A crovvnes worth of good interbretation there tis 
boy, ; ‘ ' 

pokes 
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Poines O that this blolTomc could be kept from cankers! 
well, there is fixpencc to pteferue thee, 

Bard. And you do not make him hangd among you, the gal- 
lowes fhall haue wrong* ' 

Prince And how doth thy mailer Bardolfe? 

Bard* Well my Lord, he heard ofvour graces coimning to 
towne,theres a letter for you* 

‘ Pcjnes Deliuerd with good refpe£f,and how doth the mar- 
tlemafie your mafter? 

‘Bard. I n bodily health fir* 

Poynes Mary the immortal! part needcs a phifitian , but that 
moues not him,though that be ficke/it dies not. 

Brince J do allow' this Wen to be as familiar with me, as my 
dogge,and he holds his place, for looke vou how lie writes. 

'Poynes John Falftaffe Knight, euery man muff know that 
as oft as he has occafion to name himfelfe; cuen like thole that 
are kin to the King for they neuer priclcc their finger, but they 
fave,theres fome of theftvings bloud fpilt : how comes that 
(faies he)that takes vppon him not to conceiue the anfwcris as 
ready as a boro wed cap : I am the Kings poore cofin ,fii\ 

Prince Nay they will be Icin to vs,or they will fetch it from 
laphctjbut the letter, Sir Iohn Falftaffe knight, to the fonne of 
the king,nearcft his father.Harry prince of Wales, greeting 

C P oynes W hy this is a certificate. 

Brine e Peace* 

I will imitate thehonourable Romanes in breuitie. 

'Poynes He fare meancs breuity in breath, (hort winded, 

I commend inee to thee , I commend thee , and, I lcatie 
thee, be not too familiar with Poynes, for he mifijfes thy fa- 
uours fo much; that lie fweares thou art to mary his fifter Nel 
repent atidle times ns thou maid, and fo farwcJ. 

Thine by yea, arid no, which is as much as to fay, as 
thou vfbft him, lackc Falftaffe with my family, 
Iohn with my brothers and fillers, and fir Iohn 
with all Europe. 

Poynes My Lord, He deep this letter in facke and make him 

U cate 
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cate it* 

'Tr'me Thats to make him eate twenty of his words, but do 
you vfe me, thus Ned? mult I marrie your filter? 

Toynes God fend the wench no worfe fortune, but I neuer 
faidfo* 

f Prince Wei, thus we play the fooles with the time, and the 
fpirits of the wife fitin the clowdes andmockevs, is your ma* 
(ter here in London? 

Hard. Yea my Lord* 

Prince Where fups he? doth the old boarefeede in the old 
Frankc? 

3W, At the old place, my lord, in Eaftcheape* 

Prince VVhatcompanie? 

Boy Ephefians, my lord, of the old church* 

Prince Sup any women with him? 

Boy None my lord^ut old miftris Quickly,and miftris Do! 
Tere-iheet* 

Prince What Pagan may that be? 

' Boy A proper gentlewoman fir , and a kinfwoman of my 
matters. 

Prwce Euenfuch kinne astheparitti Heicfors are to the 
townc bull, fhall we fteale vpon them Ned at fupper? 

Poynes I am your fhadowmy Lord,ile follow you. 

Prince Sirra,you boy and Bardolfe, no worde to your ma- 
tter that I am yet come to towne$thercs for your filence* 

Bar . I haue no tongue fir* 

Hey And for mine fir, I will gouerneit* 

Prince Fare you well : go, this Doll T ere-fiheete fhould be 
fom erode* 

Toyns 1 warrant you, as common as the way between S* Ah 
bons and London* 

c Prince How might we fee Fal ttaflfe bettow himfelf to night 
in his true colours , and not our fclues feene? 

Poynes Put on two letherne rerkins and aprons , and waite 
vpon him at his table as drawers* 

Trine e From a god to a bul,aheauy defcenfion,it was Ioues 

cafe 
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cafe, from a pince to a prentife , a low transformafion,tliat fhat 
be mine, forin enery thing the purpofe mu ft weigh with the 
folly, follow me Ned* exeunt . 

£nter Northumberland his wfe,and the wife to Harry Verde . 

North * I pray thee louing wife and gentle daughter, 

Giuc eucn way vnto my rough affaires, 

Put not you on the vifage of the times, 

And be like them to Percy troublcfome* 

Wife 1 haue giuen ouer, I will fpeake no marc. 

Do what you wil, your wifedome be your guide* 

North. Alas fweete wife, my honor is at pawne. 

And but my going, nothing can redeeme it* 

Kate O yet for Gods fake go not to thefc wars. 

The time was father, that you broke your word. 

When youweremoreendeeretoit then now. 

When your o wne Percie,when my hearts deere Harry, 
Threw many a Northward looke,to fee his father 
Bring vp his powers, but he did long in vaine. 

Who then perfwaded you to ftay at home? 

There were two honors loft,yours,and your fbnnes, 
Foryours,the God of heauen brighten it, 

For his, it ftucke vpon him as the funne 
In the grey vault of heauen, and by his light 
Did all the Cheualry of England moue 
To do braue a£ls,he was indeede the glaflc 
Wherein the noble youth did drefle themfelues. 

North . Befhrew your heart, 

Faire daughter, you do draw my fpirites from me. 

With new lamenting ancient ouerfights, 

But I mutt go and meete with danger there. 

Or it will feelce me in an other place. 

And find me worfe prouided. 

Wife O flie to Scotland, 

Till that the nobles and the armed commons, 

Haue of their puiftance made a little tafte. 

Kate If they get ground and vantage of the King, 
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Then ioyneyou with them likearibbc offtcele, 

T o make ftrength ftrongenbut for a 1 our loues. 

Fir ft let them trie themfdues,fo did your fonne. 

He was fo fuffrecffo came I a widow, 

A nd neuer /hall haue length oflife enough. 

To raine vpon remembrance with mine cics. 

That it may grow and fprout as high as hcauen. 

For recordation to my noble husband. 

North. Come,comc : go in with mentis with in v mind. 

As with the tide,fweld vp vnto his height. 

That makes a ftil ftand, running neither way, 

Faine would I go to mecte the Archbifihop, 

But many.thoufand rcafons hold me backe, 

I will refolue for Scotland, there am I, 

T ill time and vantage crauc my company. exeunt* 

Enter a Drawer or two . 

F ranch What the diucl haft thou brought there apple 
Iohns?thouknoweft fir Iohn cannot indurean apple lolin. 

*Draw. Mas thou fiuft true, the prince once fet a difh of ap- 
ple Tohns before him, and tolde him there were hue more fir 
Johns, and putting off his hat, (aid, I will now take mv leaueof 
theft fix drie, round, old, withered Knights, it angredhimto 
the heart, but he hath forgot that. 

F ran. Why then couer and fet them do wne , and fee if 
thou can ft find outr ‘Sjneakes Noife, miftris T erc-flieet would 
fame heare fome mufiejue. 

Dra. Difpatch ,the roome where they fupt is too hot,thcilc 

come in ftraight. 

F r+ncis Sirra, here wil be the prince and matter Paynes n- 
non, and they will put on two of our ierkinsand aprons, and fir 
Iohn mutt not know ofitjBardolfe hath brought word. 

Enter TVtlL 

*Dra. By the mas here will beold vtis,itwil be an excellent, 
ftratagem. 

Francis Tie fee if I can find out Sneake. exit 

Enter misiris Quickly yand 'Doll Tere-jheet* 
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Quickly Yfaith fweet heart, me thinkes now you arc in an 
excellent good tempcralitie* Your pulfidgc beates as extraor- 
dinarily as heart would defire, and vour colour I warrant you 
isasredas any ro/e, in good truth Jaw : but vfivith you hatrq, 
drunks too muclicannarics , and thats a rnamdous fearching. 
wine , and it perfumes the bloud ere one can fay , whats- this, 
how do you now? 

Tere. Better then I was:hem. 

Qui. Why thats well find, a good heart's worth gold : !oe 
here comes firlohn. 

enter fir Iohn : 

fir lohn When Arthur fir tt in court,emptvtheiourdanand 
Was a worthy King : how now miftris Doll? 

hofi. Sickeofacalme,yeagoodfaith. 

, So is fiklier fed, and they be once in a ealme they are 

ficke. 

Tere. A pox damne you, you muddie raficall, is that all the 
comfort you giuc me? 

Falfl. You make fat rafeals miftris Dol. 

Tere. I make them? glut tonic , and diftafes make, I make 
themiipt*: .rrvrrfo- y *. rn ' f ,• - rr * . 

: E tifik If the cooke help to make the gluttonie,you hclpe to 
make the diftafes Doll, we catch of you Doll, we catch ofvou 
graunt that mv poore \jertue, grant that. 

Y& ioy, our chaines and our. jewels* 

. rs F^. \ our broochesjpearles,^ ouches for to feme brauely, 

£ to come halting off, you know to come off the breach, with 
his pike bent brauely, and to furgerie brauely, to venture vpon 
the chargde chambers brauely. 

, Hang your ftlfe, you muddie Cun^er, hana your 
felfe. ' 0 ° v 

i^ hofi' By my troth thisis the old fafh ion, you two neuer meet 
but you fpll to fome difcoi;d, you are both vgood truth as rew 
matiquc as two dry tofts, you cannot one bears with anothers 
conrmities,what the goodyere one muft beare, & thatmutt be 
P^you ?rc the weaker vcflell, as they fay, the emptier vefTel* 

s a*iL 
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Dorothy Graweake empty vedellbeare fitch a huge full 
IrogfhcadHhcres a whole marchats venture of Burdeux duffe 
in him.you haue not feene a hulke better ftuft in the hold. 

C o m e, il£ b e fri en cl s w i th thcelacke , thou art going to the 
wars, and whether I fhall euer fee thee againe or no there is no 
body cares. 

Enter drawer. 

r Dra. Sir, Antient pifiol s belowe, and would fpeake with 
you. ^ 

c Dol Hang him fwaggering rafcaUet him not come hither 
it is the foule-mouthd ft rogue in England. 

boft. If he fwagger, let him not come here, no by my faith I 
mud Hue among my neighbours, lie no fwaggerers, I am in 
^ood name, and fame with the verybeft: (hut the doore, there 
comes ho fwaggerers here,l haue not liu d al this while to haue 
fwaggering now, (hut the doore I pray you* 
pal . Doft thouhearehoftelfe? 

Hofl. ' Pray ye pacifie your felfe fir Iohn , there comes na 
fwaggerers here. , 

Fat. Doll: thou hcareritis mine Ancient. 

Ho. Tilly felly, fir Iohn, nere tel me:& yourancientfwag- 
grer comes not in my doores : 1 w f as before marfter Ti(kkc 
the dcbittv tother day, 8c (asheTaidto me)twas no longer ago 
than wcdldaylafi , I good faith neighbor Quickely/ayes he, 
rnaifter Dumb-: our minifter was by then, neighbor Quickly 
(faies he)recHtie thefe that are ciuil, for (t<. de hc)you are in an 
ill name : now a (aide fo J can tell whereupon. F or (faies he) 
you are an honed woman, and well thought on,thereforetakc 
heede what gheds you receiue, receiue (faies he) nofvvagge- 
ring companions : there comes none here : you would blcflc 
you to heave what he faid : no, Tie no. fwaggrers. 

* Faifl. Hees nofvvaggrerhodcffe,atame cheteryfaith,vou 
may Broke him as gently as a puppy grev-hound , heelenot 
f,v agger with a Barbary hcn,if her feathers turne backein any 
iliew ofrefi dance, fall him vp Drawer. 

Hofl. > Chetcr call you him? I will barre no honed m^ntny 
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houfc,nor no cheter,but I do not loue fwageringby my troth, 
I am the worfe when one faies fvvagger : fcelc maifters,' how 1 
fhake, lookc you, I warrant you. 

Terefb. So you do hodeffe. 

Hofl. Doe I? yea in very truethdoel, andtwereanafpen 
Scare, l cannot abide fiva^orers. 

Enter antient 'Pistolytmd Bardclfes boy, 

Ptflol God fauc you fir Iohn. 

Fat. Welcome ancient Piftoll, heere Piftoll, I charge vou 

fi CU f PC n°(r t ke,d ° '’ ou difcll arge vpon mine ho (felfe. 
PtU I will difcharge vpon her fir iohn, with two bullets. 

h f ' 15 P lrto11 P rooFe : fir » ) ,ou fraU not hardely offend 

n flfl Come.Tle drink no proofes, nor no bullets, lie drink 
WI d ° me S°° d /or no m ans pleafurc, I. 

Pt/i. Then, to you mi (Iris Dorothy,I will charge vou. 

D°r°. Charge me?I fcorneyou, fetiruv companion • what 
you poore baferafcally dieting lacke-Wcn mate? away you 
mouldie rogu^away, I am meatc for your maifter. * } 

Ptjt. I know you miftris Dorothy. 

mmms 

*£* 

m .h«v would tmS sEw ? • 'p'r cs r* ofm r 
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ftewd pniins, and dried cakesta captaine?G ods li»ht'dieTevih 
bines wi! make the word as odious as the word occupy, which 
was an excellent good wordc before it was il forted, therefore 
captains had needc look too t. 

Bard. Pray thee go downe good Ancient. 

Faitt. Hearke thee hither miftris Dol. 

Pitt. Not!, I tell thee what corporal! Bardolfe , I could 
teare her, lie be ryuengde of her. 

‘Boy Pray thee go downe. 

Pitt. 1 le fee her darnnd fir If to Plutoes damnd lake by this 
had to tlfinfernal deep, with erebus & tortures vile alfo : holde 
hookc and line, fav Isdowne, downe dogges,downcfateishaue 
we not Hirenhcrc? . 

Hash Good captaine Peefcll be quict,tis very late yfaith, I 
befeeke you now aggravate your choller. 

pifl Thefebe good humors indeede,fhalpack-horfes,ancl 
hollow pamperd iadesof Afia which cannot goe but thirtic 
inileadavicomparewithCxfars and with Canibals , andtro- 
iant Greekes?nav rather darnne them with King Cerberus, and 
let the Welkin roare.fhall wefall foulefortoies? 

Hofl. Bv my troth captaine, thefe are very bitter words. 

'Bard, Be gone good Ancient, this will grow to a brawlc 
anon. 

Pi(l. M on like dogges giue crow nes like pins, haue we not 
Hiren here? 

Hell. A my word Captaine, theres none fuch here, what 
the goodyeare clo'you thinke I would denie henror Gods fake 
be quiet. 

Bi(l. Then feed and be fat, my faire Calipolis , come giues 
fotric facke, [i fortune me torment e [perato me cont ento, feaietve 
brode fides?no,lct the fiend giue fire, giue me fornefackc,snd 
fiweet hart,he thou there, come we to ful points here? and are & 
cartcraes, no things? 

Fa/fl. Pifiol, I would be quiet. 

Pifl. Sweet Knight,! kiffe thy neaffe, what, we haueieene 
the feuen ftarres. m ■ 
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c Pi(l Thmfthim downe (hires, know we not Galiowav 

mgges ? * 

Faljl. Qyaite him downe Bardolfe like a (houe-groat (hi [. 
dun’-hcrc^ 3 d ° e n ° thlqS but fpeake notllin S> a (haU be no. 
Bard Come, get you downe (hires. 

Pjfl. What (hall we haue incifion? (ball we imbrew’ rfie« 

roc ^ c firepe, abridge my doleful! daies : whv then 

re m* $f CVes S°odly ffuffe to ward. 

Falfl. Giue me my rapier,boy. 

Fat r P I ay Ucke A l W thcc do n <* clrawe. 

rat. Getyou downe (hires. 

Fal. Haue you turnd him out a doores? 

^ rafcall to braue me? 

fweatff , wS^S 3 ^ P °° re n P e h ° lv ‘h°U 

cHop$:aro<nie vftirfi Tlrui ti? L 5 comc °«you horfone 
<WofT w'a!. C ’ ,h< ™*™'»ou Kls He- 
then thenine Worthies, a tcn tlmes better 

^DoJnX^ ^ r °^ C ' in 3 fenket 

»as thee betweene a payre offheet ^ th ° U d ° ft ' ,!e can * 

£ Boy. 
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Boy TheTP.ufique is come fir. enter mujtcke, 

Fal. Let them play, play firs, fit on mv knee Doll, a rafcaB 
fcra^»in«- (lane !the rogue fled from melikequickfilucr. 

faith and thou followdft him like achurch, thou 
horfon little tydee Bartholemew borepigge , when wilt thou 
Jeaue fighting a daies and foyning a nights, and begin to patch 
vp thine old body for heauen. 

Enter Prince and Poynes. 

p a [ Peace good Doll, do not fpeake like a deathes head, do 
not bid me remember mine end. 

j)ol Sirr a, what humour’s the prince of? 

Fal. A good fhallow yong fellow , a would haue made a 
wood pander, a would a chipt bread wel. 

J)ol They fay Poines has a good wit. 

Fal. He a good wit? hang him baboon, his wit’s as thicks 
as Tewksbury muftard, theres no more conceit in him thenis 
in a mallet. 

Dol Why does the prince Ioue him fo then? 

Pal. Becaufe their legges are both of a bigneffe,and a plai» 
at quoites well , and eates cunger and fennel , and drinkes off 
candles endes for flappe- dragons , and rides the wildenwre 
with the boyes,and iumpes vpon iovnd-ftoolcs , and fwearcs 
with a o-oo d grace , and weares his bootes very fmoothelike 
vntothe figne of theLegge , and breedesno bate with tel* 
|j n o- of difereet (lories , and fuch other gambole faculties a has 
that -how a weake minde,and an able bodie for the which the 
prince admits him : for the prince himfelfis fuch another, the 
weight of a haire wil turne feales between then haber de poiz. 

• 7 >rmce Would not this naue of a wheelc haue his cares cut 
off? 

Poynes Lets beatehim before his whore. 

Prince Looke where the witherd elder hath not his porit 
dawd like a parrot. 

Poynes Is it not Grange that defire fhould fo many y« ttt 
out hue performance, 

Paljl, KiffemsDolh ^ 
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*Prince Satumcand Venus this yeerc in coniun&ion? what 
faies th’ Almanackc to that* 

Poyns And look whether the ficrieTrigori hisman be not 
Iifpingto his matter, old tables, his note booke,his counfel kee- 
per* 

Fatfl. Thou dottgiue me flattering buttes, 

V*/ By my troth 1 kifle thee with a mod con ftant heart. 
Falfi. Jamold,Iamold. 

DoL I loue thee better then I louc,cre a feuruy j'ong boy of 
them all. * 

Fal. What ttuffc wilt haue a kirtle of * I Hull receiue mony 
a thurfday,/ha!t haue a cap to morrow : a merry long, come K 
growes Iate^eele to bed, thou t forget me when I am gone. 

Dot By my troth thou’t fet me a weeping and thouTaift fir 
proue that eucr I dreffe my fclfe handfome til thv returne we! 
hearken a th end. 

Fal. Some (acke Francis. 

< 2 i rinccfPoyncs Anon anon fir. 

Falft. Ha? abafhrd fonne of the Kings? and arte not thou 
* oynethis brother? 

do ft thou i^j 1 } l * 10U S ,(> bc of finfull continents, what alife 

drawef A ^ ettcr then thou, I am a gentleman , thou art a 

eares^ ^ Vcty true fir , and I come to drawc you out by the 

. ° tflc ^°, r ^ pfeferue thy grace:by my troth welcom 

London, now the Lord bleffe that fweete face of thine, O 
lelu, are you come from Wales? 

!i 0 K'n Th T horfon , mad de compound of maieftie, by this 
0 n ^. C ^ ,and corr upt bloud.thou art welcome. 
noli How’you fat foole I fcorne you. 

and Urn* ^' lord ^ he will driuc you out of vourreuenge, 
and turne ah to a meriment ifyou take not the hcate. 

Coe/lTf T ° U ,r candlcmine you , how vildly did you 
P ake of me now, before tin s honeft, vertuous, cimUeentfe- 
woman? £ a ° Ho ^ 
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Bofi. C ods blefling of your good heartland fo fhe is by my 

troth. V 

P alii. Didft thou heare me? 

Prince Y ca and you knew me as you did , when you ramie 
away by Gadfhil . you knew I was at your batke,and (poke it, 

on purpofe to trie my patience. 

Vaist. No. no.no, not fo, I did not thinkc thou waft within 

bearing. 

Prince I fliall driue you then to confcue the wilfull abufe, 
and then I know how to handle you. 

■Ea/sl. No abufe Hall a mine honour ,no abufe* 
c Prince Not to difpraife me, and cal me pander and breach 
chipper^nnd I know not what? 

E <*4 No abufe Hail* 

Paynes No abufe? 

talH No abufe Ned i'th worlde, honed: Ned, none, I dif- 
praifclc him before the wicked, that the wicked mi ght not fall 
iiiloue with thee : in which doing , I haue done thepart ofa 
carefull f. iend and a true fubieft / and thy father is to giue me 
thankesfor it, no abufe Hali,none Ned, none, no faith boyes 

none* , 

prince S ec now whether pure feare and intire cowardice, 
doth not make thee wrong this virtuous gentlewoman to dofe 
with vs: is (he of the wicked, is thine hollefle here ofthc wic- 
ked, or is thy boy of the wicked, or honeft Bardolfe whofezd 
burnesin his nofe ofthe wicked? 

Paynes Anfwer tlibu dead elme, anfwer. 

F aft. The fiend hath prickt down Bardolfe irrecouerable, 
and lu f s fii.ee is Lucifers priuy kitchin , where he doth nothing 
but rod mault- worms, for the boy there is a good angel about 
him, but thediuel blinds him too. 

Prince For the weomen. 

F atfi. For one of them (hees in hell already , and burnes 
pc ore foulesrfor thother I owe her mony,and whether thebe 
dam ndfor that I know not. 
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Kofi. No I warrant you. 

Felfi No I thinke thou art not , I thinke thou art quit for 

that, marv there is another inditementvpon thee, for fufFcrino- 

fle/h to be eaten in thy houfe contrary to the law, for the which 
I thinke thou wilt how If. 

Kofi . A 1 vitlars do fo,whatsa ioynt of mutton, or twoo in a 
7 W Yougendewoman. (whole Lent? 

Dot W hat laics your grace? 

Fal. His grace faies that which his flefti rebels again#. 
Peyto knockes at clocre . 

Bofi. Who knockes folowd at doorc? looke tooth doore 
there Francis. 

‘Prince P evto,how now.what-newes? 

Peyto 1 he King your father is at Weftminder, 

And there are twenty weakc and wearied poltes. 

Come from the North, and as I camealon"- 
I met and ouertooke a dozen captaines, ° 

Bareheaded, fweatmg, knocking at the Taucrnes \ 

And asking euery one for fir lohn Faldaffe. 

Prince By heauen Pomes, I feele me much too blame 
idely to prophane the precious time, 

When temped: of commotion like thefouth. 

Borne with blacke vapour doth begin to melt 

And drop vpon our bare vnarmed heads 

Gme me my (word and cloke: Falftaffe good night. 

M. Now corns in the (weeteft niw^oflhc 

Bar. You muff away to court fir prefentlv 
A dozen captaines day at doorc for you. 

Fal. Pay themufirionsfirra,farewel hofteffe.farewelDof 
you fee mv good wenches how men of merrite are fought if 
ter, the vndefemer may deepe, w hen the man of affiont cald 
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D oil I cannot fpeakc, if my hart be not ready toburft-.wel 
(wcete Iacke,haue a care oftby felfe. 

Fal. Farewell, farewell. , . . . 

Hoft. Wei, fare thee wel, I haue knowne thee thele twentte 
nine yeeres, come peafe-cod time, but ati honefter, and truer 
hearted man: wel, fare thee wel. 

Bard. MiftrisTere-lhcete. 

Hofl. Whats the matter? 

'B ird. Bid mifti is T cre-lhecte come to my mailter. 

Hoff. O runne Doll,runne, runne good Doll, come,(I»ee 

comes blubberd, yea? wil you come Doll? exeunt 

Enter Iuflice Shallow, and lufttce Silent. 

Sha. Come on, come on, come on, giue me your hand hr, 
wiue me your hand fir, an early ftirrer,by the Roode:andhow 
doth my good coofin Silence? 

Si. Good morrow good coofine Shallow. 

Sha. And how doth my coofin your bedfellow? and you* 
faired; daughter and mine, my god-daughter Ellen? 

Si. Alas, a blacke woofel, coofin Shallow. 

Sha. Bv yea, and no, fir, I dare fay my coofin W tiliam u be- 
come a good fchollcr.he is at Oxford ftil,is he not? 

Si. lndeedcfirtomycofl:. 

Sha. A muft then to the Tnncs a court Shortly: I was once 
of Clements Innc, where I thinke they wtl talke ofmadbhal- 

Si. You were calld Lully Shallow then, coofin. 

Sha. By the made I was calld any thing,and I would haue 
done anything indecdetoo,and roundly toouhere was ,an 
little Iohn Dovt of Staffordfhire,and blacke George Barnes, 
and Francis Pi'ckebone, and Will Squele a Cotfole man, you 
hadnotfourefuch fwinge- bucklers in all the Innesa com - 
game, and I mav fav to you, wee knewe where the bonaroM 

were, and had the bed of them all at commencement : the 

was Tacke FalftafiFcmow fir Iohn, a boy,andpagcto 

Mowbray duke of NorlFolke. ,y 

St. This fir Iohn, coofin, that comes hither anone _ 
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fouldiers? 

Sha. The lame fir Iohn, the very fame, I lee him breake 
Sko<rgins head at the Court gate, when a was a Cracke, not 
thus nigh : and the very lame day did I fight with one Samfon 
Stockefilh W Fruiterer behindc Greyes Inne : Iefu,Icfu, the 
mad dayes that I haue /pent! and to fee how many of my olde 
acquaintance are dead. 

St. We Dial all follow, coofin. 

Sha. Certaine, tis certaine, very fure,very lure, death(as the 
Pfalmid laith)is certaine to alkali fliall die. How a good yoke 
of bullockes at Samforth faire? 

Si. By my troth I was not there, 

Sha. Death is certaine : Is old Dooble of your towne liu- 
ing yet? 

Si, Dead fir. 



Sha. Ielii,Iefu,dead! a drew a good bow ,and dead? a fhot 
a fine fhoote : Iohn a Gaunt loued him well, and betted much 
money on his head. Dead? awouldehaue claptith clowtat 
twelue fcore, and carried you a forehand Ihaft a fourteenc and 
foureteene and a halfe , that it would haue doone a mans heart 
good to lee. How a fcore of Ewes now? 

Si. Thereafter as they bee, a fcore of good ewes may bee 
Worth ten pounds. 

Sha, And is olde Dooble dead? 

Si, Here come two offir Iohn Falflaflfes men, as I thinke. 
Enter r Bardolfe,and one with him 

Good morrow honefl gentlemen. 

Bardo/fe I befeech you, which is iuftice Shallow? 

Sha: I am Robart Shallowe, fir, a poore Efquier of this 
Countie, and one of the Kings iufti ces of the peace : what is 
your good pleafure with me? 

Bard: My Captaine,fir, commends him to you, my Cap- 
tain fir Iohn Falftaffe, a tall gentleman, by heauen, and a moll 
gallant Leader. 

Sha: He greetes me wel, fir, I knew him a good backfword 
man ; how doth the good Knight? may I aske how my Ladie 
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his wife doth. 

Bar. Sir. pardon, a fouldiour is better accommodate tlica 
with a wife. 

Ska!. 1 1 is welt faid infaith fir, and it is well faid indeed too 
better accomodated, it is good, yea indeede is it, good phrafa 
are furely,and euer were, very commendable, accommodated 
it comes o?accor»modo,vzxy good, a good phrafe, 

'Bar. Pardon fir, I haue heard the word, Phrafe call you «> 
by this daye I knowe not the phrafe , but I will maintains 
the word with my fword to be a fouldierlike word, and a word 
of exceeding good command by heauen, accommodated, that 
is when a man is as they Civ, accommodated, or when a man is 
being whereby, a may be thought to be accommodated, which 
is an excellent thing. 

Enter Falttaffe. 

Tuft . It is very iufl,look,here comes good fir lohn.giueme 
your good hand,giue me your worihippes good hand,bymy 
troth you like well, and bearejyourycerts very well, welcome 
good fir Ichn. 

Fa/Jf. Iam glad to fee you well, good mailer Robert Shah 
Jow, mailer Soccard(as 1 thinke,”) 

Sbal. No fir Iohn,it is my cofen Scilens in com trillion with 
me. 

F a/Jl. Good mailer Scilens, it well befits you flrould be of 
the peace. 

S ctl, Y our good worfhip is welcome; 

tal. Fie this is hot weather gentlemen, haue you prouided 
tneherehalfe a dozen fiifficieht men? 

Shal. Mary haue we fir, wil you fit? 

Fa! Let me fee them 1 befeech vou. 

Shal. Whercs the roule?wheres the roule?wheres theroule! 
let me fee, let me fee, let me lee,fo,fb,fo,fo,fo(fo,fo)vea mnCir, 
Rafe Mouldyilet them appeare as I cal, let them do,fo,letlta» 
do,lo,let me fee, where is Mouldy? 

Mouldy Here,and’t pleafe you. 

S ha! W hat think you fir Iohn,agood limbde/clow.yonf, 

ftrong, 
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Eal, Is thy name Mouldie? 

CWou 4 Y ca,and’t pleafe you* 

Eal, Tis the more timethou wert vfdc. 

Shal, Ha,ha,ha,mofl: excellent yfaith, things that are moul- 
dy Iaclce vfc:very Angular good, infaith weilfaid fir Iohn, very 
well laid. j 0 hn prides him . 

tJAtoul, I was prickt wel enough beforehand you could haue 
let me alone, my old dame will be vndone now for one to doc 
her husbandrie,and h<r drudgery, you need not to haue prickt 
me, there are other men fitter to go out then I. 

Go to, peace Mouldy, you (hall go. Mouldy it is time 
you were fpent. 

MohL \ Spent? 

Shal. Peace fellow, peace, ftand afide,knowyou where you 
are?for thother fir Iohnriet me fee Simon Shadow* 

F**4 Yea mary,let me haue him to fit vnder,hees like to be 
a cold foldiour* 

Shal \ Wheres Shadow? 

Shad . Here fir* 

F^4 Shadow, whofe fonne art thou? 

Shad * My mothers fonne fir. 

, Ya{ : Thy mothers fonnellike enough, and thy Cithers fiia- 
dow,fo the fonne of the female is the fhadow of the male : it is 
often fo incieede.but much of the fathers fubflancc. 

. Shal. Do you like him fir Iohn? 

F al Shadow wil ferue for fummer.pricke him, for vve haue 
a number oflhadowes fill vp themufter booke. 

Shal. Thomas Wart, 

F a! Wheres he? 

Wart Here fir. 

F *1. Is thy name Wart? 

Wart Yea fir. 

F<i/. Thou art a very ragged wart. 

Shal. Shall I pricke him fir Iohn? 

It were fuperfiuous,for apparell is builtvponhis back, 

F and 
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and the whole frame (lands vpon pins, prickc him no more 
Shell. Ha,ha,ha,vou can do it fir, you can do it, I commend 
you well: Francis Fecblc» 

Heebie FI ere fir. 

Shell. What trade art thou Feeble? 

Heebie A womans tailer fir. 

Sha/. Shall! prickc him fir? 

Hal. You may, but if he had bin a mans tailer hee’d a prickt 
you : wilt thou make as manie holes in an enemies battaile as 
thou haft done in a womans pcticoate. 

Heebie I will do my good will fir, you can haue no more. 
Hal. Well faide good womans tailer, well (aide coumifos 
Feeble, thou wilt be as valiant as the wrathfull doue, ormoft 
magnanimous moufe,pricke the womans tailer : wel M.ShaF 
low, deepeM. Shallow. 

Feeble Iw'ould Wart might haue gone fir. 

Fal. 1 would thou wert a mans tailer , that thou mi»l,tft 
mend him and make him fit to goe,I cannot put him to a°pri. 
uate fouldier,^ that is the leader of fo many thoufands , let Lt 
luffice moft forcible Feeble, 

Heebie It (hall (office fir. 

Hal. I am bound to thee reuerend FeebIe,whois next? 
Shal. Peter Bul-calfe oth greene, 

Heil. Y ea mary,lets fee Bul-calfe, 

'Bui. Here fir, (roareagaine, 

Hal. Fore God a likely fellow, come prickc Bul-calfe til het 
Bui. O Lord, good my lord captaine. 

Falsi. What, doft thou roare before thou art prickt? 

Bui. O Lord fir, I am a difeafed man. 

Hal. What difeafe haft thou.? 

Bui. A horfon cold fir , a cough fir, which I cought with 
ringing in the Kings affaires vpon his coronation day fir. 

Heil. Come, thou (halt go to the warres in a gowne,wcwil 
haue away thy cold, and I wil take fuch order that thy friendes 
fihal ring for thee. Is here all? 

Shell , Here is two more cald then your number, vouwuft 

haue 
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haue but foure here fir, and fo I pray you goexn withmeeto. 
dinner. 

Fa. Come, I wil go drink with you, but I canot tary dinner: 

I am glad to fee you, by my troth matter Shallow. 

Sha/. O fir John, do you remember fincc we lay all nighf 
in the windmil in faint Georges field/ 

Fa /. No more of that matter Shallow. 

S hal. Ha,twas a merry night, and is lane Night-worke a- 
liue? 

Falfl. *She liues matter Shallow. 

Sha/. She neuer could away with me. 

Fa. Neuer neuer,fhe wold alw r aies fay, fhe could not abide, 
matter Shallow, 

Sha. By the matte I conld anger her too'th heart, file was 
then a bona roba,A oth /he hold her owne wel? 

Fa/. Old old matter Shallow* 

Sha/. Nay (he mutt be old,lhe cannot chufe but be old, cer- 
tain ttiees old,& had Robin Night- w r ork by old Night- work, 
before I came to Clements inne. 

Scilens Thats fiftic fiue yeare ago* 

S hal. Ha coufen Scilens that thou hadttfeene that thatthis 
Knight and I haue feene,ha fir Iohn, faid I wel? 

Fa/ We haue heard the chimes at midnight M. Shallow* 

Sha. That we haue that we haue , that we haue, in faith fir 
John we haue, our watch- worde was Hemboies, come lets to 
dinner, come lets to dinner, Iefus the daies that wee hauefeene, 
come 5 come* exeunt. 

*13x1. Good maitter corporate Bardolfe, Hand my friend, 

& hcres foure Harry ten (hillings in french crowns for you, in 
very truth fir,* I had asliuebebangdfir as go,and yet for mine 
owne part fir I do not care, but rather becaufe I am vn willing, 
and for mine owne part haue a defire to ftay with my friends, 
elfe fir I did not care for mine owne part fb much* 

Bari. Go to,ftand afide* 

Moul> And good M.corporall captaine, for my old dames 
feke ftaod my friend , (he has no body to doe any thing about 

F 1 her 
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her when I am gone, and fheis old and cannot helpe her felfc 
you fhall haue forty fir, 

"Bar, Go to,ftandafic!e. 

Feeble By my troth I care not, a man can die hut once, we 
owe God a death , ile nere beare a bafe mind , nnd't bee my 
deffny:fo,and't be not,fo,no man’s too good to femes prince, 
and let it go which way it will, he that dies this yeercis quitfos 
the next, i 

Bar W ell laid ,th’art a good fellow. 

Feeble Faith ile beare no bale mind. 

Enter Faljlaffe and the Itifticer, 

Fal, Come fir, which men fhall I haue? 

Shal t Foure of which you pleafe. 

Tar Sir, a word with you,l haue three pound to free Moul- 
dy and Bulcalfe, 

Fa l. Go to, well, 

«SW,Comeiir Iohn,wIiich foure vvilvouhaue? 

Fal, Do you chuftforme, 

Shah Mary then, Mouldy, Bulcalfe, Feeble,and Sadow, 
EaL Mouldy and Bulcalfe, for you Mouldy Bay at home, til 
y ou are part feruice : and for your part Bulcalfe, growtilyou 
come vnto it, I will none of you. 

Shal, Sir Iohn, fir John, doe not your felfe wrong, they are 
your likei'iell: men , and I would haue you ferude with the 
heft. 

Fal. Wil youtelme(maflcrSha1!ow)howto chuftamm? 
care 1 for theiitnbe, thethewes, ihe fiature. bulk cam! bi gaf- 
fe in!) 1, in cc ofa mamgiue methe fpirit M.Shalowuheres Wart, 
you fee what a ragged apparance it is, a (hall charge you, anti 
difehargeyou with the motion of a pewterers hammer, come 
ofF and on fwifter then he that gibbets on the brewers bucket; 
and this fune balfe faede fellow Shadow, gige me this man, he 
prefents no marice to the enemy, the fo-man may with as great 
aimeleuel at the edge of a pen- knife, and fora retraite how 
fwiftlywil this Feeblethe womans Tailcrrunne off? O giue 
aiee die fpare men, and (pare me the great ones, putte mcc a 
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caliuerinto Warts hand Bardolfe. 

Bar. Hold Wart, trauers thas,thas,thas. 

Fal. Come mannage me your caliuer:fo,very wel,go to, very 
good, exceeding good, O giue me alveaies a little leane, olde 
chop t Ballde, fiiot : well laid yfaith Wart, th art a good fcab, 
hold,theres a teller for thee. 

Shal, He is not his crafts-maffer, he doth not do it ri»ht; I 
remember at Mile-end-greene, when I lay at Clements June, 
I was then firDagonet in Arthurs /how, there was a little 
quiuer fellow, and a would mannage you his peecc thus,anda 
would about and about, and come you in, and come you in, 
rah, tah, tah, would a fav, bounce would a fay, and away ao-ain 
would ago, and againe would a come; I /hall nerc fee filch a 
fellow, 

Fal, Thefefeiloweswooll doe well M.Shallow, God keep 
you M .Scilens, I will not vfe many words with vou , fare you 
wel gentlemen bothjthank vou,I muff a dofenmile to nMu: 
Bardolfe, giue the fouldiers coates.. 

Shal. Sii Iohn, the Lord blciTeyou,God profper your af- 
faires, God fend vs peace at your returnc, vifit ourhoufe, let 
our old acquaintance be renewed,peraduenture I will with ye 
to the court. ' 

Fal. Fore God would you would. 

Shal, Go to,I hauefpoke at a word, God keep vou. 

Fa., rare you well gentle gentlemen. * ex it 

e , iff Pr B ‘ 1 n do!fc f le , ac!c tBc men away > as I returne I will 
fetch off theft loftices,! do fee the bottome ofiuftice Shallow, 
Lord, Lord, how fubieft we old men are to this vice oflyino- 
this fame bred mffice hath done nothing but prate to' me, 
ofthewildnefTe of his youth, and the feates he Lh dope a- 
bout 1 urne-oull ffreegand euery third- word a lie, dewerpaid 
to die hearer then the T urkes tribute , I doe remember him 
at Clements Inne,iike a man made after fupper ofa chetfe p a - 
mg when a was naked, he was for all the worlde Idee a fodet 

:ah ™ df l nt f '< ^ycaruedvpon it with a knife! 
a was fo foilornejtha t his demenfions to any thicke fight were 
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inumcible, a was the very genius of famine, yet lecherous as i 
monkie,& the whores cald him mandrake, a came ouerin the 
rereward of the falhion , and funsjthofe tunes to the ouer- 
fehutebt hufwiues , that he heard the Car-men whittle, and 
fware they were his fancies or his good-nights , and nowc is 
this vices'dagger become a fquire , and talkes as familiarly of 
John a Gaunt, as if he had bin fworne brother to him , and 
ile be fworn a nere faw him but onte in the tvlt-yard, and then 
he bur ft his head for crowding among the Marfhailes men, I 
(aw it . and told Iohn a Gaunt hebeate his owne name, for you 
might haue thruft him and all his aparell into an eele-skin, the 
cafe of a treble lioboy was a manfion for him a Court, and 
now has he land and beefes, W ell, ile be acquainted with him 
if I returne,and filial go hard, but ile make him a philofophers 
two ftones to me, if the yong Dafe be a baite for the old Pike, 
I fee no reafon in the law' of nature but I may fnap at him , till 
Time il<ape,and there an end. 

Enter the Ar chbiJJi op > Mowbray fBar do If e fHattings > within 
the forreft efGau/trce. 

Bijh. What is this forreft calld? 

Haft. Tis Gaul tree forreft, and't fhalpleafe your grace. 
fBtfbop Here ftand,my lords, and fend difeouerers forth, 
T o know the numbers of our enemies: 

Haflings We haue fent forth already'. 

‘ Si/hop Tis well done, 

JMy friends and brethren (in tbefe great affaires) 

Imuft acquaint y r ou, that I haucreceiu d 
New dated letters from Northumberland, 

Their cold intent, tenure, and fubftance thus : 

Here doth he wifh his perfon,with fuch powers. 

As might hold fortance with his quallitie. 

The which he could not leuy : whereupon 
He is retirde to ripe his growing fortunes. 

To Scotland, and concludes in hearty prayers. 

That vour attempts may ouer-liue the hazard 
And fearefull meeting of their oppofite. 
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Mowb. Thus do the hopes we haue in him,touch ground. 
And dafh themfelucs to peeces. Enter me ffenger 

Battings Now,whatnewes? 

C Meffenger Weft of this forreft/carcely off a mile. 

In goodly forme comes on the enemy, 

And by the ground they hide, I iudge their number' 

Vpon,or neere the rate of thirty thoufand. 

c Jblowbray The iuft proportion that we gaue them out, 
Let vs fw ay on, and face them in the field. 

*Bifbop What wel appointed Leader fronts vs hecre? 

Enter VVeftmerland 

Mowbray T thin Ice, it is my lord of Weftmerland, 

W efi* Health and fiiire greeting from our Generali, 

The prince lord Iohn and dukeofLancafter. 

Bifbop Say on my lord of V Veftmerland in peace. 

What doth concerne your comming? 

TVe, Then my L.vnto your Grace do I in chiefe addreffc 
The fubftance ofmvfpeedi : if that rebellion 
Came like it felfe, in bafeand abieft rowtes. 

Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rage. 

And countenaunft bv boyes and beggary* 

J fay, ifdamnd commotion foappearc. 

In his true, riatiue, and moft proper lhape, 

You,reuerend fatherland thefe noble Lordes, 

Had not becne heere to drefte theowgly forme 
Of bafe and bloody Infurreflion 
With your fiiire Honours. You (lord Archbiffop) 

Whofe Sea is by a ciuile peace maintaindc, 

Wliofe beard the filuer hand of Peace hath toucht, 

Whofe learning and good letters Peace hath tutord, 

Whofe white mueftments figure innocence. 

The Doue, and very bleffed fpirite of peace. 

Wherefore do you fo ill tranflate your felfe 
Outofthefpeech of peace that beares fuch grace, 
rif° thenarfh and boyftrous tongue of warre? 

I urmngyour bookes to graues,your incke to bloud. 
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Your pennes to launces, and your tongue diuine, 

To a lowd trumpet, and a point of warre? 

Bifh. Wherefore do I this?fo the queftion ftands; 
Briefly, to this end we are all difeafde: 

The dangers of the dale’s but newly gone, 

VVhofe memorie is written on the earth, 

VVith yet appearing blood, and the examples 
Of euery minutes initance (prefent now,) 

Hath put vs in thefe i!l-bcfeeming armes, 

N ot to breaike peace, or any braunch of it. 

But to efhbliln heere a peace indeede. 

Concurring both in name and quallitic, 

Weft. V Vhcn eucr yet was your appealc denied 
Wherein haueyou beene galled by the King? 

What peere hath beene fubornde to grate on you? 

That you fhould feale this lavvlefle bloody bookc 
Offbrgde rebellion with a feale diuine. 

And confecrate commotions bitter edge. 

IB flop My brother Generali, the common wealth 
T o brother borne an houfhold cruelty, 

I make my quarrell in particular. 

Weft* There is no neede of any fuch redrefle, 

Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 

Mowbray why not to him in part, and to vs all 
That feele the bruifes of the daies before? 

And fuflfer the condition ofthefe times, 

T o lay a heauy and vnequall hand 
Vpon our honors. 

Weft. But this is mecre digreflion from my purpofe. 
Here come I from our princely general], 

T o know your griefes, to tell you from his Grace, 
That he will giue you audience, and w'berein 
It (hall appeere that your demaundsarc iuft. 

That might fo much as thinke you enemies. 

Ullorvbraj But lie hath foredevsto compel this offer, 
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And it proceedesfrom policie,not loue. 

Mowbray, you ouerweene to take it to: 

Thisoffer comes from mercy, not from feare; 

For loe, within a ken our army lies: 

Vpon mine honour, all too confident 

To giue admittance to a thought offearc: 

Our battcli is more full ofnatnes than yours 

Ourmen more perform the vfe ofarfoes, ' 

Our armour all as flrong, our caufc the befh 

I hen Rcafon will our hearts foould be as good: 

oay you not then, ourofferis compclld. 

C^^Welhbymywilfwe fhalladmitno parfec. 

A r T hr F CS b f thc Aamc oO'our offence, 

A lotten cafe abides no handling • 

Haftmgs Hath the prince Iolin a full commiffion. 

In very ample vertue of his father, 

o :eare,andabfolutely to determine 

Of what conditions we fhall ftand vpon? 

T T l S l ™™ ded in tIlc Gcneralles name, 

I mufe r ou make fo fiighta queftion. 

For ft,, T 1 •" take ’ my Iord of waWland,-: s feedu 
f ls COI,ta mesour gencrali grieuanccs, 
each feuerall article herein redreff 

All members ofourcaufe both here and hence 

That aiecnfincwed to this aff ion * 

Acquitted by a truefubftantiall forme. 

And prefent execution ofourwillcs, 

1 0 vs and our purp 0 fe S .confindc, 

At either end tn peace, which Godfofr ame 
Or to thc place of diffrence all r j ’ 

Whkhmtiftdecider “ thefW0rd r S V 

My lord, we will doc fo, 









(Jl'Tott T here is a thing within my boforuc tells me 
That no conditions of our peace can ftand k 

Hafting* F care you not, that if we can make our pea 
Vpon fuch large termes,and fb abfblute, 

A sour conditions fhall confifl: vpon. 

Our peace (ball Hand asfirme as rockie mountafewte' 
Moult. Y ea but our valuation fhal be fuch, 

That euery flight, and falfo deriued caufe, 

Y ea cuery idle, nicc,and wanton reafon. 

Shall to the King tafte of this aftion. 

That were our royal faiths martires in loue, 

We fhall be winow’d with fb rough a wind, 

T hat euen our corne fhal feemc as lightas chaffe. 
And good from bad find no partition, 

Bijh, No, no, my lord, note this, the Kingis weary 
Of daintie and fuch picktnggreeuances, 

F or he hath found, to end one doubt by death, 
Rcuiues two greater in the heires of life:. 

And therefore will he wipe his tables cleacre, 

And keepe no tel. talc to lus memories 
That may repeate.and hiftory his Ioffe, 

To new remembranceifor full welheknowess 
He cannotfoprecifelv weed thisland, 

As his mifdoubts prefent uccafion, 

His foes are fb enrooted with his friends-. 

That plucking to vnfix an enemy. 

He doth vnfaften fb,and lhake afriend. 

So that this land, like an offenfiuewife, 

T hat hath enragde himon to offer ftrokes. 

As he is (hiking, holdeshisrinfont vpi 
And hangs rcfoluUcortiettion in thearmc. 

That was vpreard to execution. 

Haft. BefideSjtheKinghath.waftedalhisrodSi 
Onlate offendors, thathenow dothlacke 
The veryinftruments ofchafticement. 

So that his power, like to a phanglefTe lion, 




May offer,but not hold, 

Btjbop Tis very true, 

And therefore be aflurdc,myg©od Lord Maifhall 
If we do now make our atonement' well. 

Our peace^il like a broken limbe vnited. 

Grow flrongcr for the breaking; * 

CMm. Beitfojhereis retUrnd my lord of Wefhnci’land. 
Enter Weftmer/and, 

Weft. Theprinceishereathand, pleafetbyourLoidfhip 
T o meet his grace iufl: diflance tweene our armies. 

Enter Prince John andhti armie. 

A/en>.Y our graceof York, in Gods natnefhen fot forward. 
"Bilhof. Before, and greete his grace(my lord) we come. 

John Y ou are well incountred here, my coufen Mowbray, 
Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbifliop, 

Andfoto you Lord Haftings andtoall. 

My Lord of Yorke,it better fhewed with you,. 

When that yourflocke aflembled by the bell, 

Encircled you, to heare with reucrchce. 

Your expofition on the holy text. 

That now to fee you here,an yron man talking. 

Cheering a rowt of rebells with your drummed 
Turning the word to fword,and life to death; 

That man that fits within a monarches heart. 

And ripens in the fun- fhine of his fauor. 



ply 



w ouid he abuie the countenance of the Kino-; 
Alackewhat mifeheefes might he fet abroach, 

Jn fhadow of foch greatneffe? with you Lord bifliop 
it is euen fo,who hath not heard it fpoken, 

How deepc you were within the bookes of God, 
i o vs the fpeaker in his parliament. 

To vs th’imaginc voice of God himfelfo, 
i he very opener and intelligencer, 

Ketweene the grace, the fanttities of heauen. 

And our dull wc>rkihgs?p who fhal beleeue, 

Kut vou mifufe the reucrence of your place, 
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Imply the countenance and grace of heau n, 

Asa falfe fauorite doth his princes name: 

In deedes dishonorable you haue tane vp, 

Vnder the counterfeited zeale of God, 

The fubie&s of his fubftitute my father. 

And both againft the peace of heauen and him, 

Haue here vpfwarmd them. 

Btfhop Good my Lord of Lancafter, 

I am not here againft your fathers peace, , 

But as I told my lord of WeRmerland, 

The time mifordred doth in common fenfe, 

Crowd vs and crufii vs to this monftrous forme, 

T o hold our fife ty vp : 1 Lent your grace. 

The parcells and particulars ofourgriefc> 

The which hath beene with fcorne ihoued from ithc court, 
W hereon this Hidra, fonne of warre is borne, 

Whofe dangerous eies may well be charmd afleepe, 

With graunt of our moft iuft,and right defircs. 

And true obedience of thismadnes cured, 

Stoope tamely to thefoote ofmaieftie. 

CMor?, Ifnot,we ready are to trie ourfortunes* 

To the lawman. 

H#(l. A nd though we here fal downe, 

W e haue fupplies to fecond our attempt. 

If they mifearry, theirs fhal fecond them. 

And Co fuccefle of mifehiefe fhall be borne, 

And heirc from heire fhall hold his cjuarrell vp, 

Whiles England fhall haue generation. 

Prince it ou are too fhalfow Hafhngs, much too fhallow* 
Tl o (bund the bottome of the after times. 

Weft. Pleafeth your grace to anfwere them directly, 
How farfoi tli you do like their articles. 

Prince 1 like them alfand do allow them well. 

And fweare here bythehonourofmybloud, 

My fathers purpofes haue beene miftooke, 

And feme about him haue too lauiihly, 



1 



Henrj) the fourth* 



Wrefted his meaning and authority. 

My Lord,thefe grieles fhall be with (peed redreft, 

Vppon my foule they fhal, if this may plealc you, 
Difchargc your powers vnto their feuerall counties, 

As we will ours,and here between? the armies. 

Lets drinke together friendly and embrace. 

That all their eies may bearc thofe tokens home, 

Ofour reRored loue and amitie. 

r BiJboj> I take your princely word for thefc redrefles, 

I giue it you .and will maintaine my word, 

Andthercvpon T drinke vnto your grace. 

r Prince Go Captaine, and dcliuer to the armie 
This newes ofpeace, let them haue pay, and part. 

I know it will well pleafe them,hie thee captaine. 

Bt/bop T o you my noble lord of Weftmerland. 

Weft. Ipledge your grace, and ifyou knew what paines. 
I haue beftowed to breed this prefent peace, 

You would dt inke freely, but my loue to ye 
Shall ( hew it felfe more openly hereafter. 

Bifhop I do not doubt you! 
iVttt. I am glad ofit, " ' 

Health to my Lord, and gentle cofin Mowbray. 

Alow. Y ou wifh me health in very happy feafon, 

For I am cn the fbdaine lomethingill. 

» Againftill chauncesmen are cuer mery. 

But heauindlc fore-runnes the good euent. 

We si. Therefore beraerv coze,fince fodaine forrovy 

Sc ™“ t0 Jf>! t,lus - fomc good thing comes to morow. 

Btfiop Eelccueme lam paffing light in fpirit. 

Prif WOr ^f' irOU i rOWnCrU ^ e ^ C * r,1C * *«■ 

h T j ? f “""‘Whark how ihcy (W 
Mow. This had bin cheerefull after viftory 

Bifhop A peace is of the nature of a conqueft, 
for then both parties nobly arefubdued. 

And neither party loofer. 

Prince Go my lord, 

G? 
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Andtctour am^bc^iichd^^HS,' 

And, good my lbrd,fo pleafe you, let our traincs 
March by vs jthat wc may perufe the men, 

V Ve fliould haue coap t withall^ 
r Bifhop Go, good Lord Hadings, 

And ere they be difmid,let them march by .enter WeftmrlAnJL 
'Prince 1 truft Lords we ihal lie to night togithcr: 
fsfow coofin, wherefore (lands our army dil? 

Weft. The Leaders hauing charge from you to ftand, 

Wil not goe off vntil they heare you fpeake* 

Prince They know their ducties. enter Baftingt 

Battings M y lor d, our armyis difpcrft already. 

Like youthfoil fteeres vnyoakt they take their courfes, 

Ead, wead, north, fouth, or like a fchoole broke vp. 

Each hurries toward his home, and fporting place. 

Weft. Good tidings my lord Hadings, forthe which 
I do areft thee traitor of high treafon. 

And you lord Archbifhop,and you lord Mowbray, 

Of capitall treafon I attach you both. 

c JMorvbray Is this proceeding iuft and honorable? 

Weft. Isyouraffemblyfo? 

Bijhof will you thus breakc your faith? 

Prince Ipawnde thee none, 

I promid you redrefle of thefe fame grieuances 
Whereofyou did complaine, which by mine honour 
I will performed ith a molt chridian care. 

But for you rebels, looke to tade the due 
Meete for rebellion: 

Moll fhallowly did you thefe armes commence, 
fondly brought heere ; andfoolifhly fent hence. 

Strike vp our drummes^purfoc the fcattred dray: 
God,andnot we,hath fafely fought to day: 

Some guard thistraitourtothe blockeof death, 

Treafons true bed, and veclder vp ofbrcath. 

*^4Urum Enter Falftajji excurftons 

. Fa/. whats vour narrie fir, of what con dition are you, 



©fwhatplace? 

Co/e, I am a Knight fir , and mvnamcis Colcuile of the 
Dale. 

Ed, well then^OoHeuile is your namc,aKnightis your de- 
gree, and your place the dale : Coleuile fhalbe ftiH your name, 
a traitor your degree, & thedungeon your place, a place deep 
enough, fo (hall you be ftd Colleuile of the Daki 
(ftoUe\ Arenot you fir lohn Faldaffe? 

Ed. As good a man as he fir, who ere I am : doe ye veefdc 
fir,or (hall Ifvveat for you? if I doe fweate,* they are,therirops> . 
of thy louers, andthey weepefor thy death, therefore rowze 
vp feare and trembling, and do obferuance to my mercic. 

Colle.l think you are fir lohn Faldaffe, and in that thought 
yceldeine. 

Fa/.l h aue a whole fchool of tongues in this belly of mine* 
and not a tongue of them all (peakes any other word but.my 
name, and I had but a belly ofanyindifferencie,I werefimply 
the modattiue fellow in Europe : my womb,my wombe^iv 
womb vndoes me,heere comes our Generali. 

Enter lohn Weftmerlanct y and the reft . R e trait e 

lohn The :heateis pad,follow no further now. 

Call in the powers. good coofin Weftmerland. 

Now Faldaffe, where : haue you heene all this while? 

When cuery thing is endecf,then you come: 

Thefe tardy trickcs of yours wil on my life 
Gne time or other brcalcefome gallowes backe. 

Fd. I would beefory rny lord,’butit>flioulde bee thus : I 
ncuer knew yet but Rebuke and Cheeke , was the rewarde of 
Valondo you tbmfcemc afwallow^n arrow 5 or sbulltt?baue 
1 in my poore and old motion tHe expedition of drought ? I 
hauefpeeded hither with the very extrearneft inch ofpoffibi- 
ity, I hauefoundredninefcoreand od poffes, and here trauell 
tainted a s Lam , haue in my pureand immaculate valour , ta~ 
^°^n Colleuile ofthe Dale, a moft furious Knight and 
valorous enemy, ; butwh*offa<!hefirven,e, ***** 

™ 1 m > the hooke- nofde fellow otRome; 
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there cofin, Tcame,(aw»and oucrcamc, 

lohn It was more of his curtefie then your defeating. 

Falfl. 1 know not ( here he is, and here I yeeld him, and I 
bcfecch your grace let it be boolctewith the reft of this dales 
deedes, or by the Lord, I Wil hauc it in a particular ballad elfe, 
with mine owne pi&urc on the top ont, (Colcuile killing my 
fbote)to the which couifc, iflbeeenforft, ifyoudoenot all 
{hew like guilt twoo pences to mee, and I in the deere skie of 
F ame, ore- foinc you as much as the full moonc doth the cin* 
dars of the element, (which fliew like pitines heads to her)bcr 
leeue not the worde of the noble : therefore let me haue right, 
and let Dcfert mount. 

‘Prince Thine’s too hcauy to mount, 

Falfl. Let it foine then. 

Prince Thinestoo thickcto (hine. 

Talfl. Let it do fome thing, my good lord,that may doe me 
good, and call it what you will. 

Prince Is thv name Colleuile! 

Col. It is my Lord. 

Prince A famous rebell art thou Colleuile. 

Falsi. And a famous true fubiecl tookc him. 

Col. I am my lord but as my betters are, 

That led me hither, had they bin rulde by me, 

You fhould haue wonne them deerer then you hauc. 

Fal. I know not how they fold themfelues, but thou like a 
kind fellow gaueft thy felfe away gratis, and I thanke thee for 
thee. enter Westmorland. 

‘Prince Now, haue you left purfuit? 

Weft. R etraite is made,and execution ftayd. 

Prince Send Collcuilewith his confederates 
To Y o ike. to prelent execution, 

Blunt leadc him hence, and fee you guard him fore. 

And now difpatch we toward the court my lordes, 

I heare the King my father is fore fick. 

Our newes fhall go before vs to his maieftie. 

Which cofin you £hall beare to comfort him, - 

And 



«r 
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IsAlfd iwwtthfober Ipcede will follow you. 

L®ecbl'bcfcechyou ! gtuemcleauCto 5 go through 

.Glofterftnre.and when you come to court, Hand my good lord 
in your goodacepenH ^ oj^aui 
Prince bare you wel Falftaffe,I,in my condition, foal better 
Ipeake of you then you deferue. 




louc roe, nor atria canot maice him laugh, but fonts do ntaruel, 
he drinkes no wine, theres neuer none of thefe demure boy es* 
cotne to any proofe, for thin drinke doth fo ouer-cooletheyr 
blood, and makingmanyfifo meales, that they fall into a kind 
ofmale.grecne llcknes, and then when they marry, they *ettc 
wenches , they are generally fooles and cowards, wbieh ?bme 
or vs foould be tqo.but for inflammationia good foerrisfackc 
hath a two fold operation in it, it afeendes mee into the braine 
dues me there all tl\e,foolifo,and dull and trudy vapors which 
enuirone it, makes it rfpprehenfmc, quieke, forgetiue, full d£ 
nimble, fiery , and dejeclablefoapes, width dehufcred ore to 
tneyoyce, the tongue, wforh is the birth, becomes excellent 
wit.^1 he econd property of your excellent fofer&us the war. 




j;_.. L Pd ni pumammuie and cowar- 

dize. but the foerns wannes it, and makes it courfo ffom the 
mvvaidsto theptutes'-eiteeames, wifitfffiSacth th^fode v which 

«s a beakon, giues warning to al the reft of this little kingdom 
man to arme, andthen the vitall commoners, and inland°penv 
jpinrs.muftcr me all to their captaine, the heart: who grtat^nd 
puffi vp With this rennet, doth am-derd of couta.e?andS 

» its t\l or f fe,s “ a "' or! "> • ind 
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and good ftore of fertile Iherris, thatheis become very hote 
and valiant. 1 f I had a thoufand fonnes,thc firft humane prin- 
ciple I would teach them, fhouldbe, to forfwearc thinpotaii- 
ons, andtoadditt themfelues to fackc. How now Bardolfc? 

Enter Bardotfe . 

'Bar. T he army is difeharged all, and gone. 

Fat. Let them goe, ile through Gfofterfhire,and there will 
Ivifit M. Robert Shallow Enquire , I haue him already tem- 
pring betweene myfingerand my thumb, and ihortly willl 
feale with him,come away. 

Enter the KmaJVarivike,Kent,7~homM duke ofClarence t 
Humphrey of Gloucefter. 

King Now lords, ifGod.doth gtue • fueccffefull end, 

T o this debate that bleedeth at ourdoores, 

W e w ill our youth leadc on to higher fields. 

And draw nofwords but what arefan&ified:. 

Our nauieis addre(l,our power collefled. 

Our fiibftitutes in abfence wcllinuefied. 

And euery tiling lies leuell toourwiOi, 

Only we want a Tittle perfonal (trengthi 
And' pawleys til thefe rebels now afoote. 

Come vnderneath the yoke ofgouernment. 

War. Bothwhichwedoubtnot,butyourmaiefty 
Shal foone enioyv 

King Humphrey my lonneofGIofter, where istheprince 
vour brother? 

Gio. I thinke hees goneto hunt, my lord, at Winfor. 

King And how accompanied? 

<7 to. I do not know, my lord. 

King Is not his brother Thomas of Clarence with him? 

Glo. No,my good ford,he is in prefence here. 

£lar. What would my lord and father? 

Kin Nothing but well to thee Thomas of Clarence, 

How chance thou artnotwith the prince thy brother? 

He loues thee, and thoudoflnegledl him, Thomas, 

Thou haft: a better place in his affection 
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Then all thy brothers, chertifli it my bo^ 

Antf noble offices thou maift effect 
Ofmediation after I am dead, 

Betweene his greatnefle and thy other brethren: 

Therefore omit him not, blunt not his loue. 

Nor look the good aduantage of his grace, 

By leaning cold, or carelefleofhis will, 

For he is gracious if he be obferu’de. 

He hath a tcare for pittic,and a hand, 

Open as day for meeting charitie, 

Y et notwithftnnding being incenft,he is flint. 

As humorous as winter, and as fodaine 
As flawes congealed in the fpring of day: 

His temper therefore mud be well obferu’d, * 

Chide him for faults, and do it reucrently, 

When you perceiuehisbloud inclind to mirth: 

But being moody.giuc him time and fcope, 

T ill that las paffions.likc a whale on ground 
Confound themfelues with working, learnethis Thomas, 
And thou fhalt prouc a flielter to thy friends, 

A hoopeof gold tobindethy brothers in. 

Tha t the vnited velTell of their bloud, 

( Mingled with venome of fuggeftion, 

A s force perforce, the age will powrc it in,) 

Shall neuerleake.thougli it doe workc as ftt ong, 

As Aconitum,or ralh gunpowder. 

I %, . I IhalloMerue him with all care and loue. 

Kmg Why art thou not at Winlore with him Thomas? 

Tho. Heisnotthercto day, he dines in London, 

King And how accompanied? 

Tho. With Pomes, and other his continuall followers. 

Km% #/ofl fubiefl isthe fattefl foyle to weeds, 

And he, the noble image of my youtn, 

Isoaei fpread with them, therefore my griefe 
Stretches it felfc beyond the howrc ofdeath: 

The bloud weepes from my heart when 1 do flrape, 
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In formes imaginary ^’ijnguyded dales, rrfvrflffenirfT 

And rotten times thaty'ou fhall looke vpon, 

When I am fleeping with my aunceftors: 

For when his head-thong not hath no curbe, : 

V\ henrageand ho t -blood archis councilors, 

Vi hen meanes arscl laui/bmanner&irieete together*. 

Oh with what wmgs fhafhis affeaionsflie, 

T owards fronting peril and oppofde decay? 

(Var. JV] y graci ons Lord, you looke beyond him quite* 

1 he prince but frudies his companions, 

Like a Rrange toiia# wherein to gaine the language: 
Tisncedfnll that the mofljimmodeft word, 

Be lookt vpon and learnt, vyhich once attaind, 

Your highndTeJenowes comes to no further vfe. 

But to be knownc and hated:fo,like -grofle termes*, i . i • 

The pnnee will m the perf cTtnefle of time, 

Lair oil his iolio\vers,apd their memory 
Shall as a pattern, or aflieafci c liiie, :;,X 

By which his grace nquft mete the Iiufes ofother, 
Turningnafl-euik to. aduantages. 

King 1 is feldome .when the bee doth leauc her comb* 

In the dead cation: who's here, Wcftmcrland? : 



Enter V^efimerhnd. . \ 

Weft. Health to my {oueraignCjand new happineffe 
Added to that that I am to deliuer. 

Prince Iohn vour fonne doth kiffe your graces hand 

b- 1 owhray,theBi^Op,Scroope,'F!^fiings,and al, . , 
Arebcgugiit to thecorredion.ofyour law: 

There is notnowsrcbelsfvvord.vnflieathd. 

But Peace pun foi th her oliue eucry where, • 

T he manner howthisaftion hath bin bornejv - 

Here at more jyifiire may your mghneffe reade, •• : 1 
With cuery courfe in hisfeeular. . ,-A 

^ King O W eflincylann.tliqji art a iiimnper birdl 
V' Vhich euer in the haunch of winter lings 
i belifiingyp qf daydookc heres more nevyes, enter Hafcti 



Hart. From enemies, heauens keep your maiefty. 

And when they ftandagainftyou.may they fall 
As thofe that I am come to tel! you of: 

The Earle Northumberland, and the Lord Bardolfe, r ,f 

With a great pow*r of Engblh.and of Scots, 

Are by the lbrieueof Yorkfhire ouerthrowne, f ! ; 

The manner, and true orderof the fight, 

This packet, pleafe it you, coin taines at large, 

Ki. And wlierforc ihouId;t!iefe good news make me ficke? 
Will Fortune neuer come wkhboth hatidsfull, 

Butwe^ heffaire words ftil in foulelt ternies? . b . 

She either giues a ftomach,aud no fbodc, 

Such are thepoorc in health: or elleafeaft, 

And takes away the flomach,fuch are the rich ’ 

Thathaueaboundancejandeniovitnot: . . 

J mould rcioyce novvatthis bappvnevves, r . -y 

Aud now my fight’failes,and my braineis giddy, 

0 me^cornc ncare me,now I am much ill* 

Hum. Comfort your maiefty. 

Clar. O m v royal 1 father! 

foyeiaigne Lordjehecre vp your ftlfe, look vp > 

A Z ar lu r e P c at f n Pr inces >y°« do k »ow thefe fits . 

Are with his highnefT 9 very ordinary. 

Stand from him,giue him ayre,heel ftraight be wel. 

No, no, he cannot long hold out thefe pangs, 

T lncelTant careand .labour of hisjmnd, . . 

Hath wrought the Mure that fimuld cdnfine it in , 

Sothm thptlife lookes through, r. i, 

vcT - T 1 P eo P^f ear e me, fortheydoobferue 
Vnfather dbeires.and lothly births ofnature, 

1 he leafons change their manners,as the yeerc 

V/?r U *T a ficcpe,and leapt themouer, 

S<ty,it did fo a little time before ° d '} 

i hat our great grandlire £dward,fickt and died 

... TT > 
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'£ be Jecond part of 

War. Spcake lower, princes, for the Kingrecouers. 

Hum. T his apoplexi wil certainc be his end , 

King I pray you take me vp, and beareme hence ( 

Into feme other chamber. 

Let there be no noyfe made,my gentle friends, 

V nlelle fomc dull and fauourable hand 
W ill whifper mull que to my weary fpirite. 

War, Call for the mufique in the other roome. 

King Set me the crewnevpon mypillow here. 

. Clar. His eie is hollow, and he changes much. 

War. Lefle noyfe, lefle noyfe. Enter Harry 

prince Who faw the duke ofClarence? 

Clar. I am here brother, ful of heauinefle. 

Prince How now,raine within doores, and none abroad? 
How doth the King? 

Hum. Exceeding ill. 

Prince Heard he the good newes yet? tell it him. 

Hum. H e altred much vpon the hearing it, 

prince If he be ficke with ioy,heele recoucr without pH* 

fickc. _ ' 

War. Not fo much noyfe my Lords, fweete prince, ipcakc 
lowe, the King your father is diipofde to ficepe. 

Cla. Let vs withdraw' into the other roome. 

War. Wilt pleafe your Grace to go along with vs? 

Pripce No, I wil fit and watch heere by the King. 
Whydbth the Crowne liethere vpon his pillow. 

Being fo troublefome a bedfellow ? 

O polilhtperturbation! golden care! 

That kcepfl the ports of Slumber open wide 
T o many a watchfull night, fleepe with it now I 
Yet not fo found , and halfc fo deeply fweete, 

As he whofe brow (with homely biggen bound) 

Snores out the watch ofnigbt. O maieftie! 

When thou doft pinch thy bearer, thou doft fit 
Like a rich armour vvornc in heate of day, 

That fealdft wtthfaftv (by his gates of breath) 




Henry the fourth* 

There lies a dowlny feather which Airs not. 

Did he fufpire,that light and wcightlcfle dowlne 
Perforce mull moue my gracious lord my father: 

This fleepe is found indeede, this is a fleepe. 

That from this golden Rigoll hath diuorft 
So many Englilh Kings, thy deawfromme. 

Is teares and heauy fbrowes of the blood. 

Which nature, !oue,and filiall tendernefle 
Shall (O dea re father) pay thee plenteouflyr 
My due from theeis this imperial! Crowne, 

Which as immediatefrom thy place and blood, 

Deriues it felfc to me : loe where it fits. 

Which God fl ;a! guard,and put the worlds w hole Aren»tfe 
Into one grant anne, it that not force. 

This lineal honor from me, this from thee 
Willi to mine leaue, as tis left to me. exit. 

Enter Warwick? yGloucefie^Clarenct. 

King W arwicke,Gloucefter,Clarencc, 

Clar. Doth the King ed? 

War. What would'your Maicftte? 

King Why dief you leaue me herealone,mv!ords? 

Cla. Wc left theprincc my brother here my licgc.whovn- 
dertooketo fit and watch by you. 

knotlLj hepi ™ €e ° fWa ^ WhCreiS,ie ' !etmefce,lini : 

War. This dooreis open, fie is gone tfiis way. 

J 1 ™' ,fl c cannot through the chamber where we ftaidc 
War Y^ ercis the Crowne? who tookit from mypillow/ 
When^ewithdrew.my lie S e,we left it here. ? 

T i fX n lc , in , CG hath tane U hence;go feeke him out- 

Lhefohafti^thathedothfuppofemvffeepemvdea^ 

Finde him, my lord of Warwicke,chide hh^hitL’r 

This part ofhisxonioynes. with my difeafe, 

ti e fnc ^ me; b' e ,fonnes,\v hat things you are 

quietly paturefijls inrarcuoll, ' 

WBcn gpld bccomwlicr obicOJ: ( .jjfcjJ 

For 
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x we fcbuftu j/urny 

For this, the fooliffi ouer-carefull fathers H 

Haue brokeffieir fleepeVith thoughts, 

T heir brairtes with care, the ir bones with induftry:- 
For this they haue ingrofled and pilld vp, 

The cankred heapes of ffrangeatcheeued gold: • 

For this they haue beene thoughtful!' to inueft 
Their fonnes with arts and martiall exercifes, i:: 

"When like the bee toling from Cuery flower;' 

Our thigh, packt with wave our mouthes with honv. 

We bring it to the hiuetand like the bees, 

Are murdred for our paines, this bitter tafle 
Yeelds his engroflemettts tothe ending father, 

Now where is he that Will hot flay fo long, 

Till his friend fickneffe bands determindme.£Wer 
War. My Lord,! found the prince in the next rooaie, 
Wafliing with kindly team, his gentle cheekes, 

With Inch a deepe demeanour in great forrow. 

That tyranny, which neuer quaff but bibud, 

Would by beholding him, haue waffit his knife* 

With gentle eie-drops,heeis comming hither, inter Harry 
King But wherefore did he take away the crownc} 

Loe where he comes, come hither to me Harry, 

Depart the chamber jeaue vs here alone. exeunt^ 

Harry I neuef thought to heare vou fp cake againe. 

King Thy wilh was father (Harry,)to that thought 
I flay too long by thee, I weary thee, 

Doff thou fo hunger for mine emptic chaire, 

That thou wiltneedes inueft tlice with my honors, 

Before thy howre be ripe! O foolifli youth, . * . , , 

Thou feekft the greatnetTe that will ouerwhelme thee, 

Stay but a little, for my do wd of dignity 
Is held from falling with fo wcake a wind, 

Thatitwill quickly drop: my d.iy is dim, 

Thou haft ftolne that, wdVich after feme few houres/ - 1 
Were thine, without offence, and at my.dcatli* y* m>m ? ' * 
Thou haftfealdvp myexpcftauwi. 




Henry the fourth. 

Thy life did manifeft thou lou'd ft me not. 

And thou wilt haue me die.alFurde of it, ’ 
ft hou hid ft a thoufand doggers in thy thoughts 
V Vhom thou haft whetted on thy ftony heart, ' 
x o frab at hake an ho wer of my life. 

What,canft thounotfoibearemehalfe an bower? 
i hfn get thee gone, and digge my graue thy lelfc, 
And bid the mery bells ring to thine eare, 

T hat thou art cro wned,not that [ am dead: 

Let all the teares that (hould bedew my hearfe 
Be drops of Balmc.to fan£hfie thy head, 

Only compouud me with forgotten duff. 

G.uc that which gaue theel.fe, vnto the vvormes, 
B.uclce do wne my officers, breake my decrees 
tor now a time is come to mocke at Forme: ' 
Harry the fift is crownd^vp vanitie 
Downe royaU ft^ all you fage counfiulersffiencc. 
And to the Enghfli Court aflimblenovv 
Horn euerv region,apes ofidlenefie: 

Now neighbour confines, purgeyou ofyourfeumme 

Haue you a mffin that will Oy.eare, dmike.daunce, 
Reuel the night rob, murder, and commit 
1 he oldelr finnes.the neweff kind ofwaies? 

Be happy, he vvill trouble you no more. 

England fl ia! double gild his trebble 
Engl md (hall giuc him office honouq mights 
For the fift Ham, fiomeurbe! licence,^ 

Ifn'nl ° l rcf 5 ralnt >and the wild dogge 

maal neffi his tooth on euerv innocent. * 

O my poore kingdoaefficke with ciuill blowes* 

V Vhen that my care could not withhold thy riots 

V Mat wilt thou do when riot is thy care? * ’ 

0 thou wilt be a wilderncffe againe, 

1 copied with wooiues, thy old inhabitants, 
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2 pejecona part of 

I had fore flal d this dcere and deep rebuke. 

Ere you with griefehadfpoke ; anci I had hear 
The courfe of it fo far: there is your crowne: 

And he that weares the crowne immortally. 

Long gard it yours : if 1 affett it more. 

Then as your honour, and as your renowne, , 

Let me no more from this obedience rife, 

Which my mod inward true and duteous (pint, 

T eacheth this pro (Irate and exterior bending, 

God witnefTe with me. When I here came in. 

And found no courfe of breath within yourmaiefty. 
How cold it drools e my heartlifl do faine, 

0 let me in my prefent w ildnefle die, 

/, nd ncuer hue to fhew th’incrtdulous world. 

The noble change that I hauc purpofed. 
Commingtolooke on you, thinking you dead. 
And dead almoft, my liege, tothinkeyouwere, 

1 fpake vnto this crowne as hauing fence. 

And thus vpbraided it: the care on thee depending, 
Hath fed vpon the body of mv father, 

Therefore thou beft ofgold,art worle then gold, 
Other leffefine,in karratmoreprecious, 
Prcferuing life in medcine potable: 

But thou, mod fine.moft honourd,mofl renown’d, 
H aft eate thy bearer vp: thus my moft royall liege, 

* Accufing it,I put it on my head, 

T o trie with it as with an enemy. 

That had before my face murdered my father, 

The quarrel! of a true ir.heritour, 

But ifit did infefi my bloud with iov, 

Or fwell my thoughts to any ftraine of pride. 

If any rebel or vaine fpirit of mine, 

Did with the leaft affe&ion of a welcome, 

Gme entertainement to the might ©fit. 

Let God for euer keep it from my head. 



Henry the fourth. 



And make me as the poorefl vaffaile is. 

That doth with aw and terror kncele to it. 

King God put in thy mind to take it hence. 

That thou mightft win the more thy fathers loue, 
Pleading fo wifely in excufe ofit: 

Come hither Harry, fit thou by my bed, 

And heare (I thinke) the very lateft counfaile 
That euer 1 lhal breathe.God knowes (mv fonne) 
By what by-paths, and indirett crookt waies, 

I met this crowne, and I my felfe know w ell, 

How troublcfome it fate vpon my head: 

T o thee it l hall defeend with better quiet. 

Better opinion, better confirmation, 

For al thefbyle of theatchieuement goes, 

With me into the earth, it feernd in me, 

But as an honor fhatcht with boiftroits hand, 

And I had many lining to vpbraide 
My gaine of it, by their aftiftances, 

Which daily grew to quarrcll and to bloudfhed, 
Wounding (uppofed peace:all thefe boldfeares 
Thou fee ft with perill I haue anfvverd: 

For all my raigne hath beene but as a Scene, 

Afting that argumentrand now my death 
Changes the mood, for what in me was purchaft, 

Fals vpon thee in a more fairer fort. 

So tliou the garland wearft fiiceeffiuely, 

Yet though thou ftandft more fure then I could do. 
Thou art not firme enough,fince griefesare greene, 
And all thy friends which thou mull: make thy friends, 
Haue but their flings and teeth newly tane out: 

By whofefell working I vvasfirft aduaunft, 

And by who (e power I well might lodge a feare 
!o be againedifplacde: which to auoyde, 

1 cut them off, and had apurpofe, now 

T n^ aC ^ e ° Ut man * c to Holy Land, 

Left rcft,and lying ftil, might make them looke, 

I 2 
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Too neare vnto my ftateuherefore,my Harry, 

Be it thy courfeto bufiegiddiemindes 

With forraine quarrdls,that a&ion hence home out 

May wa fie the memory of the former daves. 

More would J, but my lungs are wafted to, ' 

That ftrength offpeech is vtterly denied me: 

How 1 came by the crowne,0 God forgiue. 

And grant it may with thee in true peace^iue. 

_ Prime Yoti won it,woreit,kept it, gaue it me, 

I hen plainc and right mad my pofl'effion be. 

Which I with more then with a common paine, 

Gainftall the world will rightfully mainraine. enter Lemper, 

King Looke,looke,here comes my John of Lancaftcr. 

Lane. Health, peace, andhappinefteto mvrovall father. 

King Thou bnngft me ha Ppi neffe and peace fonnelohm 

But health (aracke) with youthfull wings isflowne 
From tliis bare witherd trunkeivpon thy fio-ht. 

My worldly bufines makes, a period: ° 

Where is my lord of Warwicke? 

Prince Mv Lord of Warwicke; 

K.ng Doth any name pethcular belong 
V nto the lodging where I hi ll did. fwound? 

War. Tiscald Jerufalem, my noble Lord. 

Kme Laud be to God,euen there my life muft end 
It hath bin propbccide to me many ycares. 



i fi 



I ilioLilc! not c!ie,bm m lerufalem,, , 

Which vainely % fupppfde the Holy Land: 

But beare me to that -chamber, thei e ile lie, Enter Shallow, 
In that I erufalem {hall Hairy die. Fainaffe,a»d Bardelfe 

&hal. By cock and }>ieiu;,youihal not awavto night,, what 
Dauy Hay? 

raft. Y ou. muff excufe me mafter F\ ohert Shallow. 

Shat, I will not excufe you you (hallnot be excufde, ex- 
eufes fhallnot be admitted, there is no excufe lhali ferae, you 
ftiall not be excufde: why Dauy. 

Bmj Herefir* 

, Shd 



Henry the fourth* 

Shal Dauy, Dauy, Dauy, Dauy, let me fee Dauy, let me fee 
Dauy, letmefee, yea mary William Cooke, bid him come 
hither, fir John, you fha! not be excufcd. 

Dauy Mary fir thus, thofe precepts can not be femed, and 
againe fir, final we fbw the hade land with wheate? 

Sha 4 V V ith red wheat Dauy, but for V Villiam Cooke 
are there no vong pigeons? 

‘Davy Y es fir, here is now the Smiths note for fhooing and 
plow-yrons* 

Shd. Let it be call and payed: fir Iohn,you Chal not be cx- 
cufcd. 

Dauy Now fir, a new lincfce to the bucket muft needes be 
had:and fir,do you meane to ftop any of V V illiains wages, a<* 
bout thefacke he loft at Hunkly Faire? 

Shal A (hall anfvver it : (bine pigeons Dauy, a couple of 
fhort leggd hens, a ioynt of mutton, and any pretty little time 
Kick- fhjwes,tell william Coqke. 

fDauy Doth the man of warre ftay all night fir? 

ShaL Yea Dauy, i will vfe him well, a friend i th courtis 
better then apenie in purfe:vfehismen wel Dauy, for they are 
arrant knaues,and will backbite* 
f Dauy No worfe then they are back-bitten fir,for they haue 
maruailes foule linnen. 

Shaf V V ell conceited Dauy, about thy bufinelFe Dauy*. 
'Dauy I befeech you fir to countenance VVilliain Vifor 
of VVoncote againft Clement Perkcs a’th hill. 

Sha, There is many complaints Dauy againft that Vifor* 
that Vifor is an arrant knaue on my knowledge. 

Davy I graunt your worship that he is a knaue fir: but yet 
God forbid fir, but a knaue fhould haue fome countenance at 
his friends requeft, anyone ft man fir is able to (peake for him- 
fe!fe,when a knaue is not: I haue feru de your worfhip truly fir 
this eight yeares,and I cannot once,or twice in a quarter beare 
out a knaue againft an honeft man, I haue litle credit with ycur 
worfiiipuhe knaue is mine hdneft friend fir, therfore I befeech 
you let him be countenaunft> 

3 3 Shal 
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The fecond part of 

ShaL Go to I fay, he fhal haue no wrong, look about Dauyr 
where are you fir Iohn?comc, come, come-off with your boots, 
giue me your hand matter Eardolfe. 

! Bard . I am glad to fee your worship. 

Sbal I thank thee with my heart kind matter Bardolfc,andi 
welcome my tall fellow, come fir Iohn. 

Falft. He follow you good maifter Robert Shallow : Bar- 
dolfe , looke to our horfes : if I were (awed into quantities, I 
fhould irsakefoure dozen of fuch berded hermites ftauesas 
maifter Shallow : itisawonderfullthingtofeethefemblable 
coherence of his mens fpirits, and his, they, by obferuing him, 
do bearethemfclueslikefooliniluftices : hce,by conuerfing 
with them, is turned into a lufticc-like femingmairtlieir fpirits 
arefo married in coniun<ttion,with the participation offocicty, 
that they flocke together in confent, like fo many wild geefe. 
If I had a fuite to matter Shallow , I would humour his men 
with the imputation, of beeing neere their maifter : if to his 
men, I would curry with maifter Shallow, that no man could 
better commaund his femants. It is certaine, that eyther wife 
bcaring,or ignorant cariage is caught, as men take difeafes one 
of another : therefore let men take hcedc of their company* I 
will deuife matter enough out of this Shallow, to keepe prince 
Harrv in continuall laughter, the wearing outof-fixefafhions, 
which is fourc termes,or two a£lions,and a fhal laugh without 
interuallums . O it is much that a lie, with a flight oathe, and 
a ieft , with a fad browe, will doe with a fellow that neuer had 
the ach in his fhoulders : O you (hall fee him laugh til his face 
be like a wet cloake ill laide vp. 

Sbal. Sir Iohn. 

. . Fain. I come maifter Shallow J come matter Shallow. 
Enter Warvoikejlxke numphrey^L.chiefe lutticefTbowat 
CU rcncc , Prince John , TV e (liner land. 

War. How now, my lord chiefe Iuftice, whither away? 
Tuft. How doth the King? * 

War. Exceeding we!l,his cares are now all ended. 
lujl. I hope not dead. 
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War. Heeswalkt the way of nature. 

And to our purpofes he liues no more. 

juft, I would his Maieftie had calld me with him; 

The feruice that I truely did his life, 

Hath left me open to all iniuries. 

War. Indeede I thinkc the yong Ivingloues you not. 
Iufl. I know he doth not, and do anne my felfc 
To welcome the condition ofthe time. 

Which cannot looke more hideoufly vpon me. 

Than 1 haue drawne it in my fantafie. 

enter John, Thomat>and Humphry, 

War. Heere come the heauy iftuc of dead Harry; 

0 that the liuing Harry had the temper 
Of He, the word of thefc three gentlemen! 

How many Nobles then fhould holde their places, 

That muft ftxike fade to fpirites of vile fort? 

Iufl. O God, I feare all will be oucr-turnd. 

John Good morrow coofin Warwicke,good morrow. 
frm.ambo Good morrow coofin. 

John We meete like men that had forgot to fpeake. 

War. Wc do remember,but our argument 
Is all too heauy to admit much talke. 

Iohn W ell, peace be with him that hath made vs heauy. 
Juft. Peace be with vs, left we be heauier. 

Humph. O good my,lord,you haue loft a friend indeede. 
And I dare fwcare you borrow not that face 
Offeemingfbrro\v,itis fure your owne. 

Iohn Though no man be alTurde what grace to finde. 
You ftand in coldeft expeftation, 

1 am the (brier, would twere otherwife. 

Cla. W ell, you muft now fpeake fir Iohn Fal ftaffe faire, 
Which fwimmes againft your ftreame of quallitic. 

Ittfi. Sweet princes, what I did, I did in honor, 

Led by th impattiall conduft of my (oule. 

And neuer (hall you fee that I will bes<r® 

A ragged and foreftaldrcmiffion, 







i nejecondpartof 

If truth and vpright innoccncie faile me. 

He to the King my maifter that is dead, 

A n d tel ! him vv ho hath lent me after him. Enter the Trinct 

IVar. Here comes the Prince. and'Blu* 

I«ft. Good morrow, and God faueyourmaielhe. 

Pnnce 1 his new and gorgeous garment Maicfly 
^its not lo eaiic on me,as you thinker 
l_.otners,you msxt your fadnefle with foinefeare s 
l^his is the Englifh,not the Turkifli couit, 
iNot Amurath an Amurath fucceedes, 

]but Hany Harryryet be fad, good brothers, 

Jroi by my faitn it very well becomes your 
Sorrow fo royally in youappeares. 

That I will deeply put the fafhion on, 

And wearc it in tny heart: why then be fad, 

But cntcitaine no more of it, good brothers. 

Then a icynt burden lavd vpon vs all, 

For me, by heauen(I bid you be aflurde) 

He be your father, and your brother too, 

Let me but beare your loue, lie bcare your caress 
Yet weepe that Harries deadend fo will f , 

But Harry Hues, that flhal conuert thofe teares 
By number into howres of happinefle* 

Bro, W e hope no otherwife from your maiefly, 

1 rince 1 on al looke ftrangelv on me,and you moll, 

You are I thinke aflurde I loue you not. 

fast I am aflurde, if ! be meaflirdc rightly. 

Your maiefty hath no iuftcaufe to hate me. 

'Prince No? how might a prince of my great hopes forget, 
So great indignities you laid vpon me? 

What, rate, rebuke, and roughly fend to prifon, 
fh immediate heireof England? was this eafirf 
May this be waflit in lelhy and forgotten? 

^ /#/?. I then did vfe the perfon ofyour father, 
i he image of his power lay then in me, 

And in th adixiiniftration of his law, - 

Whiles 
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~Henry the fourth. 

Whiles I was bufie for the common wealth, 

Your HighnefTe pleafed to forget my place, 
Thcmaiettie and power of law and iuiticc. 

The image of the King whom I prefented. 

And ftrookemeinmy very feate ofiudgemenf. 
Whereon, fas an offendor to your father,) 

I gaue bold way to my authority. 

And did commit yourif the deed were ill, 

Be you contented,wearing now the garland. 

To haue a fonne fet your decrees at naught? 

T o plucke downe lattice from your awful bench? 

To trip thecourfe of law, and blunt thefword, 

That guards thepeace and fafetie ofyour perfon? 

Nay more, to fpurneat your mod royall image. 

And mocke your workings in a fecondbody? 

Qucftion your royall thoughts, make the cafe yours. 

Be now thefather, and propofc a fonne, 

Heare your ovvne dignity fo much prophan’ef. 

See your mod dreadfull lawes fo loofely flighted, 

Behold your felfe fo by a fonne difdaincd: 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And in your power fofc filencing your fonne. 

After this cold confiderance fentencc me. 

And as you areaICing,fpeakein yourftate. 

What I haue done that misbecame my place, 

My perfon, or my lieges foueraigntic. 

Trirxe You are right lattice, and you weigh this well, 
1 herefore fti!l beare the Ballanceand the Sword, 

And I do wifh your honors may encreafe. 

Til you do Hue to fee a fonne ofmine 
Offend you, and obey you as I did: 

So (hail I liue to fpeake my fathers words, 

Happieam I that haue a man fo bold, 

That dares do iurtice on my proper fonne: 

And not lefle happie, hauing fuch a fonne, 

1 nat would deliuer vp his greatneil'e fo, 







i pej erom part of 

Into the hands of lattice you did commit me: 

For which I do commit into your hand, 

ThVnftainecl fvvord thatyouhaue vfdeto beare. 

With this rcmembrance,thatyou vfe the fame 
With the like bold,iuft, and impartial fpirit, 

As you haue done gainft me: there is my hand, 

Y ou (hall be as a father to my youth. 

My voice fhall found as you do prompt mine ear e* 

And I wil ftoope and humble my intents, 

T o your well prafiizde wife directions. 

And princes all,beleeue me 1 befeechyou, 

Mv father is gone wild into his graue: 

For in his toomb lie my affedions. 

And with his fpirites fadly I furuiue, 

T o mocke the expectation of the world, 
Tofruflrateprophecies.and to race out. 

Rotten opinion, who hath writ me downe 
After my feeming, thetide of bloud in me 
Hath prowdely £lowd in vanitie till now: 

Now doth it turne,and ebbe backe to the fea, * 

Where it ihallmingle with the ftate of flouds. 

And flow henceforth in formall maieftie. 

Now call we our high court of parliament, 

And let vs chafe fuch limbsof noble counfaile. 

That the great bodie of our ftate may goe, 

In cquall ranke with the beft gouernd Nation, 

That warre,or peace.or both at once, may be, 

As things acquainted and familiar to vs, 

In which you father Ill-all hauc formoft hand: 

Our coronation done, we wilaccite, 

(As I before remembred)all our ftate, 

And(God consigning to my good intents,) 

No prince nor peere ihall haue iuft caufe to fay, 

God (horten Harries happy life one day. eXiU 

Enter fir Iobn> J hallow ficilens^ Qzuy. Bardolfejdg e. 

ShaL Nav you (hall fee my orchard, wherein an arbour we 

win 
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will cate a lad yeeres pippen of mine owne grafting, witn „ 
dilli ofcarrawaies and fo forthreome coofin Scilens, and then 
to bed, 

Fdfi. Fore God you haue here goodly dwelling,and rich. 
Shetl. Barraine,barrame ; barraine,beggars all, beggars all fir 
John, mary good ayrerfpread Dauy, (piead Dauy, well {aide 
Pauy. 

FM. This Dauy femes you for good vfes , heeisyour fer- 
uing-man,and your husband. 

Shd. Agoodvarlet, agoodvarlet, a very good varlet fir 
lohn : by the mas I haue drunke too much facke at fupper : a 
good varlctmow fit downe, now fit downe,corae cofin. " 

Salem A firra quoth a , wefhall do nothing but eate and 
make good cheere and praifo God for the merry veerc, w hen 
flelh ischeapcand females deare, and lufty laddesroame here 
and there fo merely, and euer among fo merily. 

fir John Theres a merry heart, good M.Siicnsjlegiue you a 
health for that anon. 

Sled. Giuc mailer Bardolfo fome wine, Dauy. 

Fhtuy Sweet fir fit,i!e be with you anon, moftifweet fir fit, 

mailer Page.good mafter Page fit: proface.w hat you want in 
meate,weele haue in drink, but you mud beare, the heart’s al. 

Shat. Be mcry mafter Bardolfo, and my litle fouldier there, 
be merry. 

Salem Pc merry, be mery,my wife has all, forwomenare 
iWes both flioit and tall, us merry in hal when beards wa-s 
all,and welcome mery fhrouctide,be mery,be merv. 

mau\\ 1 DOt tbnke mafter Sdlens had bin a mm of lIlis 

Salem Who I?I hauc beene mery twice and once ere now. 
Enter Dauy. 

ci rs 1C1 cs 2 dldl of Lether-coates for you. 

Shd, Dauy? ; 

X our worihip.-Ile be with you ftraight,a cup of wine 

Salens A cup of wine thats briske and fine, and drinlce vnto 

K 2 the 




<J,l 600 THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d. 42 [ 3 ]) OctaVO 









'/, 'VI, 'I, •), LT2J?/, '!, '7. v, r t ’7. • J '/t *; . /.'/r'/c'rpid^i?/^ 






Ifll 



iill 

iilKiila 
HP I# 



7 hejecomfpartof 




tlie leman mine, and a merv heart hues long a. 

Falsi * W ell faid matter Scilens. 

Salens And we fhall be mery, now comes in thefwecte a th 
night. 

Falft Health and longlife to you matter Scilens, 

Scilens Fill the cuppe, and let it come, ilc pledge you a mile 
too th bottomc. 

Shah Honeft Bardolfe, welcome, ifthou wantttany thing, 
and wilt not cal!, befhrew thy heart 5 welcome my little tiny 
theefe,and welcome inaeede too, He drink to matter Bardolfe^ 
and to all the cabileros about London, 

jD any i hope to fee London once ere I die. 

Bar. And l might fee you there Dauy ! 

Shal. By the mas youle crack a quarte together, ha will you 
not matter Bardolfe? 

"Bar. Y ea fir, in a pottle pot, 

Sha. By Gods liggens I thanke thee, the knaue will ttickeby 
thec,I can afTure thee that a wil not out,a tis true bred! 

Bar. And ile (tick by him fir* One knockes at doore, 

Sba. W hy there (poke a Kingttacke nothing, be merv, 
looke wbo s at doore there ho, who knockes? 

Falft. Why now you haue done me right. 

S ilens Do me right, and dub me Knight, famingo:ift notfo? 
Falft. X isfo. 

Silens Tft (o,vvhy then fay an olde man can do fomewhat. 
‘Dauy A nd t pleafe your worfh ip , theres one Piftoll come 
from the court with newes. enter Piftol. 

Falft. From the Courtrlet him come in, how now Piftol? 
OPiftcl Sir Tohn,Godfaueyou. 

Falft. What wind blew you hither Piftol? 

*Tiftol Not the ill vvinde which blowes no man to good: 
fweete Knight, thou art now one of the greateft men in this- 
Renlme. 

Silens Birlady I think a be, but goodman Puflfe of Barfon. 
Ptfto Puffe?PufFe ith thy teeth, moft recreant coward, bafe, 
fir John, I am thy Piftol and thy fi end, and belter skelter, baac 
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I rode to tfiee,and tidings do I bring, and Juckieioyes,ando-or 
den times, and happy news ofprice. D 

tvorW^ ^ ^ n ° W de!mer tbem ,ik e a of this 

ofXdSgit ^ e r ld aDd w “ ldl,nss bas ‘ 1 ***» 

ZtV c^? d , Robin Ho °d, Scarlet, and Tohn. 

Piftol Shal dui^hil! curs confront the Helicons? andffial* 
**$r$ b ' b „ affle f ' ,hm {’'«»" lh .v ted Fuiiejhp. 

i a, » en,lenran > 1 knovv notyour breeding P 

^Why then lament therefore. 

bb*l. Glue me pardon fir,if firyou come with newes from 
! take ,, thms bmmo „4 ts> £it|ra (o « y ™ 

“ Mrf Vnd ,! “l *• Kin S f omt authoiitie. ’ 

P‘ftol Harry the foul th,or fife 

Sbil. Harry the fourth. 

ri> wh at ,/d,« oW V4tedr 8snsfpan,ard 

Ptslol AsnayJe in doore, the things l fpeake areinft 

Pal Away Bardolfe, faddle my hoi fe,M Rolle d If 

choofe what office thou wilt in the land, tis thine- So f 0 ^ 
double charge thee with dignities 1 fto1, 1 wlU 

° ,OKulda r !l '' ? “ ld "«<akeaKni g h t f < ,r m ,. for . 

W Wteldobmggoodr^ 

W Sh.Vw?b?whn t ,ho S u ‘vim! ?am for',an« ft S ' ,a,! T' ' 

K 3 King 
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*1 be fecond f art of 

King is ficke for me : let vs take any mans horfes, thelawes of 
England are at my commandementjbleffed are they that hauc 
bin my friends, and woe to my Lord chiefe Iuftice. 

Pi ft. Let vultures vile feize on his lungs alfo : where is the 
life that late I led, fay they, why here it is, welcome thefe ple- 
fant dayes. exit - 

Enter Swchjo and three or f our e officers. 

Hop. No, thou arrant knaue,I would to God thatl might 
die, that 1 might haue thee hangd,thou hart drawn my rtioul- 
der out ofiovnt. 

Sinckp The Conrtables haue deliuered herouer tomee, 
and irreefhal haue whipping cheere I warrant her, there hath 
beene a man or two kild about her. 

VShoore Nut-hooke, Nut-hooke, you lie, come on, Tie tell 
thee what, thou drikwl tripe vilagde rafcall,and the child I go 
with, do mifcarry.thou wert better thou hadft ftrookthy mo- 
ther, thou paper-faede villaine. 

Hoft. O the Lord, that fir Iohn were come! I would make 
this a bloody day to fome body : but I pray God the fruite of 
herwombetnifearry. 

Sinchh. If it doc, you {hall haue a dozzen of cufnions 
ao-aine, you haue but eleuen now e : come,l charge you both 
ooe with mee, for the man is dead that you and Piftoli beat a- 

mongft you. . T ti 

yvhoore He tell you what, you thin man in a cenior , I win 

haue vou as foundly fwingde for this, you blew bottle rogue, 
you filthy famiiht correftioncr, if you be not fwingde, lie ror- 
fweare halfe kirtles. 

Sinck Come,come,vou fhee- Knight-arrant, come. 

Heft. O God, that right ihould thus ouercora mightlwcl, 

of fuflfcrancc comes eafe. . 

IVhoore Come you rogue, come bring me to a mltice. , 
Hott. I come, you ftarude blood-hound. 
ff' hoore Goodman death, goodmanbones. 

Hofi. Thou Atomy ,thou. 

fVhoere Come you thinne diing,come you rafcall. 
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Stuck* Very well. 

Enter fir ewers ofrufhes . 

1 More ru/hes,more rulhes. 

2 The trumpets haue (bunded twice. 

5 Twill be two a clocke ere they come from the coronati- 
on, di(patch,difpatch. 

Trumpets found, and the King, and his traine paffe ouer the 
fiage : after them enter FalHaffe, Shallow 3 Ptfl of 
Hardolfe.and the Hoy . 

Falfl . Stand heereby me maifter Shallow, I will make the 
King doe you grace, I will lecre vpon him as a comes by, and 
do but marke the conntenaunce that he will giue me. 

Pifl- God bleffe thy lungs good Knight. 

Falfl. Come heere Piftoli, rtandbehinde mee. Oiflhad 
had time to haue made new liueries: I wouldehaue beftowed 
the thouland pound I borrowed ofyou, but tis no matter, this 
poore fhew doth better, this doth inferre the zeale I had to fee 
him. 

Pifl . It doth fo. 

Falfl . It (he wes my earneftneffe ofaffeftion. 

Hifl. It doth fo. 

Falfl. My deuotion. 

*Pifl. It doth, it doth,it doth. 

Fa/. As it were to ride day & night, and not to deliberate, 
not to remember, not to hauc pacience to fliifi me. 

S hal Itis belt certain:butto rtand rtained with trauaile, and 
w eating with defircto fee him, thinking ofnothingels,puttin» 
all affaires elfe in oblmion, as if there were nothing els to bee 
done,butto fee him. ° 

Tift. 1 is femper tdem. for, obfque hoc nihil efi, tis in euery 
part. • 

S haf Tisfoindeede. 

7 >»a M y Knight, I will inflame thy noble liuer,and make 
hee rage.thv DoI,and Helen ofthv noble thoughts, is in bafe 

rucaijand duMehandirowze vp reuenge from Ebon den, with 

m 
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fell A Ieftoesfnake ; for Doll is in : Piftoll fpeakes nought but 
truth. ° 

Faljl. I will deliuer her. 

W?. There roared the fca,and trumpet Clangor founds. 

Enter the King ana hts traine f 
Tatfi. God fane thy grace King Hall, my royall Hall. 

Ptsi, The heauens thee gard and keep,moft royal impe of 
fame. 

Falft. God faue thefc,my fvveet boy. 

King My Lord chiefe iuftice, fpeake to that vaine man. 
fasl. H aue you your wits?know you w hat tis you fpeake? 
Fa/ft. My Kinguny IoucJ fpeake to thee, my hearts 
King 1 know thee not old man,fa!l to thy praters. 

How ili white heires becomes a foole and iefter, 

] haue long dreainpt of fuch.a kindofmaa, 

So fuiict-fwcld,fo old, and fo prophane: 

But being awakt,I do defpife my dre .me, 

Make Idle thy body(hence)and more "thv grace, 

Lcaue gourmand 5 zing ; know thegrauc doth gape 
For thee, tnrice wider then for other men, 

Reply not to me with a foole-borne ieft. 

Prefume not that I am the thing I was, 

For God doth know,fo (hall the world pcrceiue, 

That I haue turnd away my formet fdfe. 

So will I thofethat kept me company: 

When thou deft heare I am as I haue bin, 

Approch me, and thou fhalt be as thou waft. 

The tutor and the feeder of my riots: 

Till then I banifh thec,on paine of death. 

As 1 haue done the reft of my mifleaders. 

Not to come nearc our perfon by ten mile: 

For competence of life, I wil allow you, 

That lacke of meanes enforce you not to euills, 

And as we hearc you do reforme your felues, 

We will according to your ftrengths and qualities, 

Giue you aduauncement.B e it your charge ; my lorif, 
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To sec performed the tenure of my word: feton. 
Tpf,n: Mother SAaffcw I aw you a. thoufa.het pound. 
Snnf/ow. Ye a many Uv/oAn y -winch 1 hekechyou to let 
fn.e haue hofnewifn me. 

CAh hardly tc fnal hr Sh/zJow: d$ n^tyoiL 
P m shall fec. S cnfcioriH priuxte to him, iookeyou. 

h. must t*mt thus to the world: fe^Pe. not your sduxJL. 

'’tv \\ WJ be tke mdn r^ Hut fiul nu& you weak. 

' ,, £ 1 ue hov/j vulefk you glue me waur 

duly, ind [tu £ fe m« outwit^ A-iwH uLchyoUoood Ur 
l6,, g Jet ' 1ie t'f ^ f > WC h undred of niy thoufdn /. 

John. Air lyvill beds good temywhrde this thlt rote 
lu'irol -was hut d collour. 

yy -A Conor tWit\texreyou W n\ die in fir John. 

/ .f* no colours , go with me to dinner: 

eye heftenant tame BardoJfe 

I IhJJI he Unt for to one if night. 

ZnUr juftxce and 'ysn/ncc John. 

JfuL° C *~ V [h ' Iohn to the FleeA 

, W1| hcxrcj/ou. [.one, tike 

rf TTTA ffitro cMt cn n £x “‘" t ' 

u‘ t*u nk g t * *' 1,re r aCe ^S of the kings. 
sLm n V httnt faHow'ers J 

: biJI * jl ^ very vvejl prouided for 
A i '' a ~ hnuit till their cmAfili.,,, 

(KT-T"' 1 *» tUc-crlUc. 

7- f [o they arc. 

iujt. hath^^ ltk C * ,lci h,s Joh ‘ i - 

Velir 1 ' 1 ' 1 ’" UV ^ ^ Veere e.vnire 

r b ti re our cm, I fvvor^ aW nxtfue iter P ’ 

U m 7 pleiCdtth*. king. . | 
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^Tbe Jccond part of 

Come, will you he.jice? 

A 

... . i .-*>*■' ■ 

EPILOGUE. . 

viy fieare, then my carfie, loft my [peech. 

My fcare is your o/ifpleafitrc, my ec< r/y my duty y and my 
fpeech to beg your J j arofans : if you looke fora good ipcedi 
WOW you vndo Vue, for what I ha*ue [a fay is of mint ownt 
marking ; inol what Indeed^]. ihould fiy)wil(J doubt) proue 

ininc owtit marri no : tut to the purpo fe, AWot Jo » fco the ven- 
ire. Belt kwawwc to vou^^it ijYcrpwiljIwas latch/ litre 
ih_ t he end of <1 rfii/oieaOing play, to pray your patience for it, 
a-nd to promifeyou a_ better: I meant indeed tb payyou 
wlHi this, which if like an il venture- U come vnltixkiJy home, 

I treakc, and you my gent/e- cv.eeii to rs loole, here! joromdde 
you I would be , and here 1 commit my body to youv mer- 
~ci<s., hate me fome, and I will pay you fame, Indfa mo/’t 
debtors do) prom ife you infinitely: and fo 1 kneel-c dowue 
before you T hut indeed to pray for the. cjueene.. 

If my tongue cannot intreate you. acojui t me, w\\\v ou 

Commaunofe mt to vie my legges 1 and yet that Were hut 
light payment, to claim ce out of your ole /l, but a good con- 
leience will make any poilible fa bsfiction, an d fo woulde hall 
the gentlewomen here blue forgi uen me ; if the gentlemen 
will not, then the gentlemen doc not agree with the. gentle 
w o m f n ? w Ai ch w as ncuer St'enc in f u eh a h a!7e i n fc 1 1 e- 
One v/ord more 1 be leech you. , if you he not too niuct 
cloyct wi th fatte meate ; our humlle Author will continue 
the £orie v with fir Iahn in ifc, and m^kejou merry with Zaire 
K aUutritic. of i^tu/zce v where [for aiy thing 1 knoweV^e/- 
Jf/x# sha.U die. of a fweate, vnieffe already a be kiild with 
your hard opinions; for Oldapfll^ a/W a martyre ; and 
~thi$ is wot the man: my tongue is weary; when my iegges 

Are too, Twill bid you goodnight. 



FINIS. 
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A 



Pleafant conceited Come- 

die of Sir I o h n Falstaff e, 

and the merry unities of VV indjor. 

Enter lattice Shallow , Sir ft ttgb, Matter Page, 
and slender . 



S Hak Ncre talke to me, He make a Aar-chamber 

matter of it. 

The Councell (hall know it. 

Page. Nay good M shallow be perfwaded by me. 
SleniH ay Purely my Vnckle fhall not put it vp fo. 

Sir Htigh.WhM you not heare rcafons, M .Slender? 
You mould heare rcafons. 



Shal. Though he be a Knight, he fhall not thinke to 
carry it fo away. 

M after Page I will not be wrongcd.For you 
Sir,I loueyou,and for my coufin. 

He comes to looke vpon your daughter. 

Pag., And heeres my hand,and if my daughter 
Like him fo well as Ijwee’l quickly haue't a match : 

In the mcane time let me entreate you to foiourne 
neere a while : and on my life 
He vndertake to make you friends. 

Sir Hugh. I pray you MJbatMctil be fo. 

A 2 The 



1 



I 

4 



1 4 

' : .M 1 




nJ plea/ant Qomedy, of 

The matter is put to arbitarments. 

The firft man is Mafter P4ge,videlicetMafter Page, 
Thefccond is my felfe ^videlicet my felfe. 

The third and laft man,is mine hoft of the Garter. 

Enter Sir John F'alJlajfe^PiJloll, Bar- 
doljfe , and Nynt. 

Hcere is fir John himfelfc no w,looke you. 

jF<i/.Now M. S halls w 3 you’lcomplaine ofmetothe 
Councell,I heare. 

Shal.S ir Iobn fix John, you hauc hurt my Keeper, 
Kild my dogs,ftolne my Deere. 

Fal But not kifled your keepers daughter. 
shal. Well, this fhall be anfwercd. 

Fal. lie anfwer it ftrait.I haue done all this. 

This is now anfwercd. 

Shal. Well, the Councel! fhallknow ir. 

JFVi/.Twere better for you twerc knowne in counfell. 
You’lbelaughtat. 

Sir /?«g/>.Goodvrdesfir John, goodvrdes- 
Fal. Good vrdes.good Cabedge. 

Slender I brake yotir head, 

What matter haue you againft me ? 

Slen. I haue matter in my head againft you and 
your cogging companions, PtUollxoA Nyw.Tbey car- 
ried me to the Tauerne,and made me drunke, andat- 

terward pickr my pocket. 

Fal. What fay you to this PiSloH, didyoupicke 

Mafter Slenders ymfc.Pisloll? . 

Slen. I by this handkercher did he.Two faire ihouel- 
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boord (hillings, befidefeueri groats in mill fixpences, 
fW.What fay you to th\s 3 PtMll? 

Pifi. Sir Iohn znd Mafter mine,Icombate crauc 
Of this lame laten bilbo.I do retort the lie 
Euen in thy gorge,thy gorge, thy gorge. 

Slen.lfry this light it was he then. 

A/)7».Sir,my honor is not for many words 3 
But if you run bace humors of me, 

I will fay marry trap. And there’s the humor of it. 

Fal. You heare thefe matters denide gentlemen. 
You heare it. 

Enter Mittreffc Ford , Mijirejfe Page yin d her 

Daughter Anne, 

P4g.No more now, 

I thinke it be almoft dinner time. 

For my wife is come to meece vs. 

F4/.Miftrefte foordji thinke your name is. 

If 1 miftakc not. 

Str John kijfes her.. 

Mif.For.Yout miftakefir is nothing bucin theMi- 
ftreflc.Btit my husbands name is Foord fir. 

Fab I (hah defire your more acquaintance. 

The like of you, good Miftris Page . 

Mtf.Pdge.yy uh ail my heart fir John . 

Come husband, will yougoe ? 

Dinner ftaics for vs. 

P 4 .With"all my heart,come along Gentlemen. 
Exit all but Slender and MifireJJe Anne * . 
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Anne. Now forfooth,why do you ftay me ? 

What would you with me ? 

Slen. N ay , for my owne part, I would little or no- 
thing with you. Uoueyouwell, andmy Vncklecan 
tell you how my liuing ftands. And ifyou can loue 
me, why fo. If not, why then happy man bee his 
dole. 

Anne. You fay well, Mafter Slender. 

But firft you muft giuc me leaue 
To be acquainted with your humor, 

And afterward to loue you if I can. 

Slen. Why by God thcres neuer a man in Chriften- 
dome can defire more . What, hauc you Beares in 
your Towne,M ft re fie Anne, your dogs barke fo? 

Anne. I cannot tell Mafter Slender , I think there be. 

Slen. Ha, how fay you ? I warrant y ’arc afeard of a 
Beare let loofc,are you not ? 

Anne^Y es truft me. 

slen.Now that’s meate and drinke to me, 

He run to a Beare, and take her by the muzzle, 

You neuer faw the like. 

But indeed I cannot blame you. 

For they arc maruellous rbiigh things. 

Anne. Will you go in to dinner , Mafter Slender ? 
The meate ftayes for you. 

S/fw.No faith, not I, I thanke you, 

I cannot abide the fmell of hot meate 
Nere fince I broke my fhin.Ile tell you how it came 
By my troth. A Fencer and I plaid three venics 
For a diffa of ftewd pruines,and I with my ward 
Defending my head, he hit my (hin : yes faith. 

Enter 
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Enter Mailer Page. 

Page. Come, come Mafter Slender, dinner ftaiesfor 
you. 

Slen.l can eate no meate I thanke you. 

Page. Y ou (hall not chufe,I fay. 

Slen. lie follow you fir, pray leade the way. 

Nay by God Miftris Anne on fhali go firft 3 
I haue more manners then fo,I hope. 

^ww^.Well fir,I will not be troublefome. 

Exit onrnes. 

Enter Sir Hugh and Simple [ram dinner. 

Sir Hugh. WvtVt you Simple, pray you beare this let- 
ter to Do&or Cay ui houfe,the French Doftor. He is 
twellvp along the ftreete, and enquire of his houfc 
for one Miftris Quickly , his woman, or his try Nurfc, 
anddeliuer this Letter to her, it is about M. Slender. 
Lookc you, will you do it now ? 

Sint.\ warrant you fir. 

Sir Hugh. Pray you do'I muft not be abfent at the. 
grace. 

I will go make an end of my dinner. 

There is pepionsand cheefc behinde. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter Sir John Talftajfes Hof of the Garter, Nym, Barr ■ 
dolfe^Pt&cttymdthe hoy. 

Pat. Mine Hoft ot the Garter. 

mjtf 
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<iA plea font Quietly, of 

Hoft. ydhii faies my bully Rookc ? 

Speake ichollerly and wifely. 

Fal. Mine Hoft, I tnuft turnc away foroc of my fol- 
lowers. 

Htftf.Difcard bully, Hercules cafhirc. 

Let them wag, trot,trot. 

Fat. I fit at ten pound a wceke, 

Hoft . Thou art an Emperor Cafar. Ploejfer and Ke- 
far bully. 

He entertaine Bardolfe. He (hall tap,he (hall draw* 
Said I well, bully He (dor? 

Fal. Do good mine Hoft. 

Hoft. I h auefpoke.Let him follow .Bardolfe, 

Let me fee thee froth ,and ly me. 

I am at a word.Follow.follow. 

Exit Hoft, 

Fal. Do Bardolfe ,a Tapfter is a good trade. 

An old Cloake will make a new Ierkin, 

A withered feruingman, a frefh Tapfter : 

Follow him Bardolfe. 

Bar. I will fir,lle warrant you lie make a good (hilt 

to hue. , .. 

Exit Bardolfe. 

pif.O bafe gongarian wight, wilt thou the Spicket 

weeld? , 

Nym.Uis roindcis'notherokk. And there sthcbU' 

Fal. Well my Laddes, I am almoft outat the 
heeles. 

?*/.\Vhy then let cybes enfue. 

Nym.l thanke thee for that humor. , 
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Falftajfe. Wcll,I am glad I am fo rid of this tinder 
boy. 

His Health was too open,his filching was like 
An vnskilfull finger, he kept not time. 

Nym. The good humour is to fteale at a minutes 
reft. 

Pif. Tis fo indeed Nym y thou haft hit it right. 
jF4//?4^.Wcl,afore God I muft cheate, I inuft co- 
nycatch. 

Which ofyou knowes poor do f thisTownc? 

Piflken the wight, he is of fubftance good. 
pal. Well my honeft Lads, lie tell you what I am 
about. 

Pif. Two yards and more. 

Fal. No gibes now Pisloll \ indeed I am two yards 
In the wafte, but now I am about no waftc : 

Briefly , I am about thrift you rogues you, 

I do intend to make loue to Foords wife, 

I efpy entertainment in her.She carues,(he 
Difcourfes, (he giues the lyre of inuitation, 

And euerypart to beconftured rightly is,I am 
Sir lobn Falttajfes. 

Pif. Hee hath ftudied her well, out of honefty into 
Englifo. 

Fal. Now the report goes, 

She hath all the rule of her husbands purf?* 

5 She hath Legions of Angels. 

Pif. As many diucls attend her. 

And to her boy fay I. 

fW.Heeres a Letter to her. Heeres another to Mi- 
ftreffe Page. 
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plea font Qomedy , 0 / 

Who eucn now gaue me good eyes too j examined 
my exteriors with fuch a greedy intention, with the 
beames of her beauty, that it feemed as (bee would a 
fcorged me vp like a burning glafte. Heere is another 
Letter to her, fhe beares the purle too.They fliallbc 
Exchequers to me, and lie be cheaters to them both. 
They fhall be my Eaft and Weft Indies, and lie trade 
to them both.Hecrc,beare thou this Letter to Miftris 
Foord. And thou this to MiftrdTe Page. Wce'l thriue 
Lads,we will thriue. 

Piftl Shall I fir Panderotves of Tray become.? 

And by my fword weare fteele. 

Then Lucifer take all. 

A7y;».Hcre,take your humor Letter againc, 

Tor my part, 1 will keepe the hauior 
Of reputation. And thcres the humor of it. 

F4/.Heere firra,bcare methefe Letters titely* 
Saile like my Pinnice to the golden (bores : 

Hence flaues,avant.Vanifh like hailftones,goe. 
Faljlajfe will learne the humor of this age, 

French thrift you rogue, my felfe and feirted Page. 

Exit Falfiajfe and the hoy. 

Pif.And art thou gone ? Teafter He haue in pouch 
When thou (halt want,bafc Phrygian Turke, 

Nym.l haue operations in my head, which arehu- 
mors ofreuenge. 

Pif.Wilt thou reuenge ? 

Nym. By Welkin and her Fairies. 

PiJ.B y wit, or fword ? 

Nym. With both the humors I will difclofc this 
loue to Page. lie pofes him with Iallowes, 

And 
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And t^eres the humor of it. 

Pif And I to FoordwxW likewife tell 
How Falfiaffe varlet vilde. 

Would haue her loue, his done would proue. 

And eke his bed defile. 

Nyw.Lzts about it then. 

Ptf.lle fecond thee : fir Corporall Nymt roope on. 

Exitomnes 



Enter Miftreffe Quickly, and Simple. 
QpicM.Slcnder is your Mafters name fay you ? 
Sim.l indeed that is his name. 
j^M.How fay you.I take it he is fomwhat a weak- 
ly man : 

And he has as it were a whay coloured beard. 
JV»#.Indeed my Mafters beard is kanc coloured. 
^ic.Kane colour, you fay well. 

And is this Letter from fir 7*<w, about Miftris Anne, 

Is it not? 

Sim. I indeed is it. 

Quic.So, and your Maftcr would haue me as it were 
to fpeake to Miftris concerning him : Ipromifc 

you iny Mafter hath a great affe&ioncd minde to Mi* 
ftreife ^»»ehim(clte. Andif he Ihouid know that I 
fhould as they fay ,giue my verdit for any one but him 
(elfe, I Ihouid heare of it throughly : For I tell you 
friend, he puts all his priuities in me. 

Simlby my faith, you are a good ftay to him. 
guic. Am I ? I if you knew all you’d fay fo: 
Wa(hing,Bre wing,Baking,al goes throgh my hands. 
Or elfe it would be but a woe houfe. 

Stm.l bcfhrcw me, one woman to do all this, 
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Is very painfull. 

Quick. Are you aduis’d of chat ? I, I warrant you, 
Take all, and pay all, all goe through my hands, * 

And he is fuch an honeft man,if he fhould chance 
To come and finde a man heere,we fhould 
Haueno hoe with him.Hce’s a parlous man. 

Sim. Is he indeed ? 

^«/V.Ishe,quoth you ? God keepe him abroad .• 
Lord blciTe me, who knocks there ? 

For Gods fake ftep into the Counting-houfe, 
While I goe fee who’s at the doore. 

He fteps into the Counting-houfe. 
What Iohn Rugby Iohn 3 
Are you come fir, already ? 

She opens the doore. 

Doff. I be-gar I be forget my oyntment. 

Where be John Rugby ? 

Enter Iohn. 

itog.Heere fir, do you call ? 

Doff. I you be Iohn Rugby fend you be Iacke Rugby , 
Goe run vp met your heeles, and bring away 
De oyntment in de vindoe prefent : 

Make hafte Iohn Rugby. O I am aim oft forgot 
My fimples in a box in de Counting-houfe : 

0 Iefhu vat be here, a deuella,a deuilla ? 

My Rapier Iohn Rugby ; vat be you, vat make 
You in my Counting-houfe ? 

1 tincke you be a teefe. 

jgrt/VLIefhu blelfe me, we are all vndone. 

Sim. O Lord fir no : I am no theefc, 

Tam aSeruingman, 
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My name is Iohn Simple ,1 brought a Letter fir 
From my b\.S lender foout miftris Anne Page 
Sir : Indeed that is my comming. 

Doff. I be-gar is dat all ? Iohn Rugby giuc a ma Pen an 
Inckc : tarche vn pettit tarche a little. 

The Doff or mites. 

Sim. O God what a furious man is this ? 

Quick. Nay it is well he is no worfe ; 

I am glad he is fo quiet. 

Zta\Hcre,giuethac fame to fir Hu i it ber vechalenge 
Be-gar tell him I will cut his nafe,vvill yon ? 

Sim. I fir, lie tell him fo. 

Doc. Dat be veil, my Rapier Iohn Rugby 3 follow may. 

Exit Doff or. 

Quick. Well my friend,I cannot tarry. 

Tell your Mafter He do what I can for him. 

And fo farewell. 

J/wMarry will I, I am glad I am got hence. 

Exitomnes. 

Enter Miffre[fePage i reading of a Letter. 

//.P4.Miftris Page I loue you. Aske me no reafon, 
Becaufe they’r impoffible to alledge .Y ou arc faire, 
And lam fat. You loue facke,(o do I r 
As I am fure I haue no mind but to loue. 

So I know you haue no hart but to grant 
A foldior doth notvfe many words, wher he knowes 
A letter may ferue for a fentcnce.I loue you, 

And fo I leaue you. 

TourSy SirlobnFatjlaffeo 
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Now lefublefle me, am I metaphoiphofcd? 

I think I know not my tclfe.Why what a Gods name 
doth this man fce in me, that thus hefhootes at my 
honefty? Well, but that I know my owne heart, I 
(hould fcarfely perfwade my felfe I were hand. Why 
what an vnreafonable woolfacke is this ? He was ne- 
ucr but twice in my company, and if then I thought I 
gaue fuch afturance with my eyes, Ide pull them out, 
they fhould neuer fee more holy-daics. Well,I fhall 
truft fat men the worfe while I hue for his fake.O god, 
that I knew how to be reuenged of him. But in good 
dme,heeres Miftris Feord. 

Enter Mifireffe Foord. 

Mif.For. How now Miftris Page, are you reading 
Loue Letters ? How do you woman ? 

Mif.Vag.O woman, I am I know not what : 

In loue vp to the hard earcs.I was neuer in fuch a cafe 

in my life. 

Mif Foord. In loue, now in the name of God with 
whom ? 

MifPa.Wnh one that fweares he loues me, 
And I muft not choofe but do the like againe .* 

I prethee looke on that Letter. 

Mif. Far. lie match yourletter iuft with the like. 
Line for line, word for word.Onely the name 
Of Miftiefte Page, and Miftreflc Foord difagrecs ; 

Do me thekindneffe to looke vpon this. 

M7.P4.Wiiv this is right my Letter. 



the merry JViues ofW'tndfor . 

Mif.For. Reuenged, if we liue wee’l be reuenged 

0 Lord, if my husband (hould (ee this Letter, 

Ifaith this would euen giue edge to his Iealoufie. 

Enter Foord, Page, Pitt oil, and Nym. 

Mf.Pa.Scc where our husbands are. 

Mine’s as far from Iealoufie, 

As I am from wronging him. 

Pif.Foord, the words I (peake are forc’d : 

Beware, take hecd,for Ealjlajfe loucs thy wife 5 
When Pitt oil lyes, do this. 

Foord.W hy fir, my wife is not young. 

Pif.Ue wooes both yong& old, both rich & poorc 
None comes amiftt.l (ay he loues thy wife : 

Faire warning do I giue, take heed, 

For fummer comes,and Cuckoo birds appeare j 
Page beleeue him what he fes. Away fir corporal Nym 
- ; : Exit Pi ft oil. 

A/>>».Sir,the humour of it is, he loues your wife, 

1 fhould haue borne the humor Letter to her : 

1 (peake, and I auouch tis true: My name is Nym. 
Farwell,I loue not the humour of bread and cheefe 
And there’s the humour of it. Exit Nym. 

P 4 g£.The humor of it, quoth you ; 

Heeres a fellow frites humor out of his wits. 

Mif pa. How now fweete hart, how doft thou ? 
Enter Mittreffe Quickly. 

Pa. Wow now man ? how do you Miftris Foord? 

fidlf 0OT tl* \A/c!l T f V7AM1 nrrt m J NX r> - 

How now husband, how chance thou artio melan. 
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<tA fleafant fomedy, of 

Goegetyouin,goe. 

Mif.Ford.God, faue me, fee who yonder is, 

Wee’l fee her a worke in this bufineffc. 

Mif.Pa.O fhee’l feme excellent. 

Now you come to fee my daughter AMtime fure, 
guid forfooth that’s my comming. 

Mif.Pa. Come goe in with me.Come Mil '.Ford. 

Ml f. Fori follow you,Miftreffe Page. 

Exit Mi.Ford,Mi,page s and Quickly. 
PorM.Page.did you heare what thefe fellows faid. 
Pa. Yes Maftcr Ford,whx of that fir ? 

For Do you thiuke it is true that they told vs ? 

Pag. No by my troth do I not, 

I rather take them to be paltry lyingknaues, 

Such as rather fpeake ofenuy. 

Then of any certainty they haue 
Of any thing. And for the Knight, perhaps 
He hath fpoke merrily, as the faftiion ot tat men 
Are : But Ihould he loue my wife, 

Ifaith Ide turne her loofe to him : 

Andwhathcgotmoreofher, 

Then ill lookes ,and fhrewd words, 

VVhy letmebearethe penalty of it. 

/•Vr.N ay I do not mifttuft my wife, 

Yet Ide be loth to turne them together, 
j\ man may be too confident. 

Enter Hoft and Shallow. 

Pa Heerc comes my ramping Hoft of the Garter, 
There’s eyther licker in his head,or mony m his pur 
That he lookes fo merrily.Now mine Hoft. 

Hoft. God blelfe you my bully rook^ Codbles^ 
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Caualera Iuftice I fay. 

shal. At hand mine hoft,at hand M.Po^god den t'e 
God den an twenty good M .Page. 

I tell you fir we haue fport in hand. 

Hoft. Tell him caualira Iuftice; tell him bully rooke. 

fW.Mine Hoft of the Garter. 

Ho ft. Whit faies my bully rooke ? 

Ford. A word with you fir. 

Ford and the Hoft talkes. 

s/>.Harke you fir, lie tell you what the (port fhalbe 
Do&or Cay ns and dr Hugh are to fight. 

My merry Hoft hath had the meafuring 
Of their weapons ,and hath appointed them 
Contrary places.Harke in your eare. 

Hoft. Haft thou no finite againft my Knight, 

My gueft,my Caualera. 

Fw.None I proceft: But tell him 
My name is Brooke findy for a ieft. 

Hoft. Ihy hand bully ; thou (hale 
Haue egres and regre$,and thy 
Name (hall be Brooke: Scd I well bully He&or ? 

Shall tell you what M.pagel beleeue 
The Doctor is no ieafter,hee’l lay it on : 

For though we be Iuftices and Dolors, 

And Church-men, yet we are 
The (bnnes of women M .Page. 

Page. True Matter Shallow. 

shal.lt will be found fo Matter Page. 

Pa. M after Shallow pyou your felfe 
Haue bcene a great fighter. 

Though now a man of peace. 
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ShakM.PageJ. haue fecnc the day that yong 
Tall fellowes with their ftroke and their pafiado, 

I haue made'thcm trudge Matter Page> 

A tis the heart, the heart doth all : 

I haue feene the day, with my two hand fword 
I would a made you foure tall Fencers 
Scipped like Rats, 

Hofi: Here boyes/hall we wag,fhall we wag ? 

S'hal. Ha with you mine hoft. 

Exit hofi and Shallow. 

Page: Come M.fW.fiiall we to dinner ? 

I know thefc fellowes fticks in your minde. 

For :No in good fadneffe,not in mine : 

Yctforall this He try it further, 

I will not leaue it fo : 

Come M.i^ejftiall we to dinner ? 

Page. With all my heart ttr,IIe follow you. 

Exitomm. 

Enter Sir lohn and Pitt oil. 

Fall He not lend thee a peny. 

Pitt oil: I will retort the fum in equipage. 
pal: Not a peny : I haue bin content you fhould 
lay my countenance to pawns : I haue grated vppon 
my good friends for three repriues, for you and your 
Coach-fellow N~ym t clfe you might haue looked tho- 
rough a grate like a geminy of Baboones.Iam dam- 
ned in hel for fwearing to Gentlemen y’are good fol- 
diers and tall fellowes : And when mittris Bridget loft 
the handle of her Fan, I tookc it on my honefty thou 
hadftitnot. 

V . f, f' 
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pijloll: Didft thou not fliare ? hadft thou not fi£ 
tcenc pence f 

F/j/.-Reafon you rogue,rcafon. 

Doft thou thinkc lie endanger my foule gratis ? 

In bricfe.hang no more about me, I am no gy bite for 
you. Afhortknifeanda throng to your manner of 
pickt-h atch,goe. Y ou’l not bcare a Letter for me you 
rogue you : you ftand vpon your honour. Why thou 
vnconfioable bafeneffe thou, tis as much as I can doe 
tokeepc thetermes of my honor prccife. 1,1 my felfe 
fomtimes, leauing the fcarc of God on the left hand, 
am fainc to (hufflic,to filch and to lurch. And yet you 
ftand vpon your honour, you rogue : you,you. 

Pifioll: I do recant, what woldft thou more of man ? 

Fa/.- Well, go too jaway,no more. 

Enter Mifirejje Quickly. 

S»ic: Good you god den fir. 

Falx Good den faire wife. 

Quic: N ot fo ant like your worfhip. 

Fal: Faire maid then. 

Quic: That I am lie be fworne,as my Mother was 
The firft houre 1 was borne. 

Sir,I would fpeake with you in priuate. 

Fa/rSayonlprcthce, heeresnonc butmyowne 
houfhold. 

Side: Are they fo ? Now God blcfle them, & make 
them his feruants. 

Sir, I come from Mittris Foord. 

Fal So, from mittris Foord.C oe on. 

Quyci I fir, (he hath fent me to you to let you 
Vnder ftand (he hath rectiued your Letter, 
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And I tell you,fhe is one that ftands on her credit. 
fW. Well, come Miftris FiW.Miftris Ford. 

Qjgc. I fir, and as they fay, (he is not the firft 
Hath bene led in a fooles patadice. 

Fal. Nay prethce bebriefe,my good fiie Mercury 
Quic. Marry fir ,(hee’d haue you meete her 
Betweene eight and nine. 

F4/.So,betweene eight and nine. 
j?#.l forfooth,for then her husband goes abirding 
Fal. Well, commend me to thy Miftris,tell her 
I will not faile her : Boy.giue her my purfe. 

Quic. N ay fir, I haue another errant to do to you, 
From Miftris Page. 

F 4 /.From MiftrisFdg* f I prethee what of her? 
Qu. By my troth I think you work by inchan ttnents, 
Elfc could they neuer louc you as they do. 

Fal. Not I, I affure thee ; fetting the attraftion 
Of my good parts afide, l vfe no other inchantments. 

Quick.VJeM fir,fhe louesyou extremely. 

And let me tell you,fhee’s one that feares God, 

And her husband giues her leauc to do all : 

For he is not halfe fo iealous as M.Ford is. 

Fal. But hark thee, hath miftris Page & miftris Ford 
Acquainted each other how dearely they loue me ? 
Quae . O God no fir j there were a ieft indeed. 
Fal. Well farwell.commend me to Miftris Foord, 
I will not faile her fay. 

Quic.GoA be with your Worfhip. 

Exit Mijlrejfe Quickly. 

Enter Bar dolfc. 

iur.Sir.heercs a Gentleman, 

One 
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One M. Brooke j would fpeake With you, 

He hath fent you a cup of facke. 

FalM-Brooke, bee's we!come,bid him come vp, 
Such Brookes are alwaics welcome to me : 

A Iacke,m\\ thy old body yet hold out ? 

Wilt thou after the expence of fo much money , 
Bcnowa gayner ? Good Booty I thanke thee. 

And ile make more of thee then I haue done : 

Ha, ha, miftris Ford, and miftris Page } haue 
I caught you ath the hip ? go too. 

Enter Ford dif gulfed like Brooke. 

For. God faueyou fir. 

Fal. And you too, would you fpeake with me f 
For.Mmy would I fir, I am fomewhat bold 
To trouble you.My name is Brooke. 

Fal. Good iA.Brookefite very welcome. 
Fflr.Ifaith fir Ime a gentleman and a traueller. 
That haue feene fomewhat. And I haue often heard 
That ifmony goesbefore,all waies lye open. 

Fal. Mony is a good fouldior fir, and will on. 

F or. Ihith fir, and I haue a bag here, 

W ould you would helpe me to bearc it. 

Fal.O Lord, wbuld I could tell how to deferue 
To be your Porter. 

For. That may youeafily fir John: Ihaueanearneft 
Sute to you.But good fir lohn } when 1 haue 
Told you my griefe,caft one eye of your owne 
Eftate.fince your felfe knew what tis to be 
Such an offender. 

Fal.We ry well fir, proceed. 

C 3 
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Tor: Sir, I am deeply in lone with one Fords wife 
of this townc. Now (it Iohtt you area gentleman of 
good difcourfing.well beloucd among Ladies, a man 
of fuch parts that might win twenty fuch as (he. 

Fal: Oh good fir. 

For: Nay beleeuc it fir/?fw,fortis time. 

Now my loue is fo grounded vponher, 

That without her loue I (ball hardly liuc. 

Fal: Haue you importuned her by any mcanesf 
FdWvfcNo,neiierfir. 

Fal: Of what quality is your loue then ? 

Foord: Ifaith fir, like afaire houfe fet vpon 

Another mans foundation. 

Fal: And to what end haue you vnfoldcd this to me 
For: O fir, when I haue told you that, I told you all : 
For (he fir ftands fo pure in the firme ftatc 
Of her honefty ,that the is too bright to be looked 

Aeainft: Now could I come againft her 

With fo me detection, I Ihould fooner perfwade her 
From her marriage vow, and a hundred luch nice 

Tearmes that fhee’lftand vpon . 

F al ; Why would it apply well to the vcruenfic of 

your affection, , 

That another Ihould poflelfe what yon wold ernoy 
Mc-thinks you prefcribc very prepofteroudy to your 

For. No fir, for by that means fhould I be certain 
of that which I now mifdoubt. (mony, 

Fal: Wei M .Brook,l\c firft make bold with your 
Nextgiue me your hand.Laftly,you fhall 
If you will,cnioy Foords Wife. ^ 
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Foord. Oh good fir. 

jW.Maftcr Brooke, I fay you fhall. 

fVr.Wantnomony Sir Iob» ,yo\s fhal wantnone. 

F4/. Want no miftrisFwd/,maftcr Brooke , 

You (hall want nonc.Euen as you came to me, 
Herfpokes mate,hcrgo betweene parted from me 5 
I may tell you lA.BrookeJL am to mcete her 
Betweene eight and nine, for at that time the iealous 
Cuckally knaue her husband will be from home. 
Come to me (bone at night, you fhallknow 
How I fpced,M.Fm?£<\ 

fW.Sir,do you know Foord ? (not, 

Fal. Hang him poore cuckally knaue, I know him 
And yet I wrong him to call him poore.For they 
Say the cuckally knaue hath legions of Angels, 

For the which his wife feemes to me well fauoured. 
And lie vfe her as the key of the cukally knaues 
Coffer, and there’s my randcuowes. 

Ftfm/.Me-thinksfir it were good that you knew 
Foord, that you might fhun him. 

Fal. Hang him cuckally knaue, lie flare him 
Out of his wits, He keepe him in awe 
With this my cudgell.- it fhall hang like a meator 
Orcthe wittolly knaues head,MiFra><fe-thou (halt 
Sec I will predominate ore the pcafant. 

And thou (halt lye with his wife.Mafter Brooke , 

Thou (halt know him for knaue and cuckold. 

Come to me (bone at night. 

Exit Faljlaffe . . 

Foord. What a damned Epicurian is this f 
My wife bath fent for him,the plot is laid : 

page 
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Page is an A(Te,a foole,a fecure Afle, 
lie fooncr truft an Itifhman with my 
Aquauita bottle, Sir Hu our Parfon with my cheefe, 

A theefe to walke my ambling gelding, then my wife 
With her felfe : then (he plots, then (he ruminates, 
And what (he thinks in her heart (he may effc&, 
Shee’lbreake her heart but (he will effed it. 

God be praifed,God be praifed for my iealoufie : 
Well, He go preuent him ,the time drawes on. 

Better an houretoo foonc,then a minute too late, 
Gods my life, cuckold, cuckold. Exit Ford. 

Enter the Do ft or and bis man. 

Dott.Iohn Rugby ,go look met your eyes ore de ftal. 
And fpie and you can fee the Parfon. 

i?^.S.u:,I cannot tell whether he be there or no, 
But l fee a gteat many comming. 

D^.Bully moy ,mon rapier John Rugby, be-gar de 
Herring be not (o dead as 1 (hall make him. 

Enter shallow , Page Jiofi^and Slender. 

Page.G od faue you M-Do&or Cay us. 
ShalMowAo you Matter Do&or ? . 

mGodbWe d ice my bully doftor, God blesthee. 
Dott.V at be all you, Van to tree come for a ? 

Hofi. Bully to fee thee fight, to fee thee foine, to lee 
thee traucrfe,to fee thee heere,to fee thee t etc, to ec 
thee paffe the punto •• the ftockc, the reuerfe. the dH 
ftance,the montnee is a dead my francoyes ? Is adead 

my Ethiopian ? Ha, what fates my gallon f my Elcu- 
olapis ? Is a dead bullies taile ,is adeact . 
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Iw7.Be-gar de preeft be a coward Iacke knaue, 

He dare not (hew his face. 

Hofi. Thou art a caftallian King, Vrinall. 

He 51 or of Greece my boy. 

iVW.He hath fhewne himfelfe the wiferman,M. 
Do&or. 

Sir Hugh is a Parfon, and you a Pbyfition. You muft 
Goewithme,M.Do(5tor. (water. 

Hofi. Pardon bully luftice. A word mounfir mock- 
Do#.Mockwaccr,vat be dat ? 

Hofi. Thatisin our Englifh tongue, Vallorbully, 
vallor. 

D<;t?.Be-gardcnIhaue as mockuater as de Inglifh 
Iacke dog, knaue. 

Hofi'Hc will claperclaw thee titely bully. 
IW?.Claperclaw,vat be dat ? 

Hofi. That is, he will make thee amends. 

Dolf .Begar I do looke he (hall claperclaw me den. 
And lie prouokc him to do it,or let him wag : 

And moreouer bully, but M.P^and M .Shallow, 

And eke Slender, goe you all ouer the fields 

to Frogmore. 

Pu. Sir Hughis there, is he ? 

Ho fi - He is there; go fee what humor he is in, 
lie bring the Doaor about bv the fields ; 

Will it do well ? 

Sbal.Wc will do it my Hoft.Farwell M.Do&or. 

Exit all but the Hofi and Doctor. 
Dolt. Be-gar I will kill de cowardly lack preeft. 

He is make a foole of moy. 

Hofi. Let him die, but fitft fheath your impatience, 

^ Throw 
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Throw cold water on your collor, come go with me 
Through the fields to Frogmore^nti He bring thee 
Where Miftris Anne Page is feafting at a farm houfe, 
And thou fhalt wear her cried game : fed I well bully 
Doff. Begar excellent vel : and if you fpeake pour 
moy,l fhall procure you de guefts of all de gentleme 
mon patients.Ibe-garl fall. 

Hofi.Vor the which lie be thine aduerfary 
To Miftris Anne Page : Sed I well ? 

Doff.l be-gar, excellent. 

Hojl . Let vs wag then. 

Doff. Alon,alon,alon . 

Exit omnes. 

Enter Sir Hugh and Simple . 

Sir Hu. I pray you do fo much as fee if you can efpy 
Doftor C4^coniming 3 and giue me intelligence, 
Orbringmevrde it you pleafenow. 

Sim. I will fir. ‘i 

Sir ZfeJePnu pies me, how my hart trobes & trobcs 
And then the made him bedes of Roles, 

And a thoufand fragrant poles, 

To (hallow riuers.Nowfokad vdgeme,my hart 
Swels more and more.Me-thinks 1 can cry 
Very well.There dwelt a man in Babylon , 

To fhailow riuers and tofalles. 

Melodious birds fing Madrigalles. 

Sim. Sir, here is M.P^and M.. Shallow, 
Comminghither as faft as they can. 

Sir Hu. Then it is very neceffary I put vp my fword, 
Pray giuc me my cowne too^narke you. ^ 
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Enter Page ^Shallow, and Slender. 

Pa. God faue you Sir Hugh . 

Shal.G od faue you M Parfon. 

Sir Hu. God pics you all fro his mercies fake now. 

Page. What,the word and the fword, doth that a- 
gree well? 

Sir Hugh. There is reafons and caufes in all things, 
1 warrant you now. 

PagetfjcW fir Hugh, we are come to crauc 
Your helpe and furtherance in a matter. 

Sir Hugh.W hat is it I pray you ? 

Page .Ifaith tis this fir Hugh. There is an auncient 
friend of ours,a man of very good fort,fo at ods with 
one patience that 1 3 m fure you would hartily grieue 
to fee him. No w fir Hugh, you are a Ichollcr well red, 
and very perfwafiue, we would entreate you to fee if 
you could intreate him to patience. 

Sir Hugh.l pray you who is it ? Let vs know that. 

Page. Ime fure you know him,tis Doctor Cayut. 

Sir Hug. Ihadasleeue you fliould tell mee of a 
melfe of porredge, 

He is an atrant lowfie beggerly knauc : 

And he is a coward befide. 

P age. Why lie lay my life tis the man 
That he Ihould fight withall. 

<4 ;ly 

Enter Doctor and the Hoftj they offer to fight, 
shal Keep them afunder,take away their weapons, 
fib/?’ Difarme, let them queftion. 

Shal. Let them keepe their iimbes hole, and hackc 
ourEnglifh, 

E> 2 JMf, 
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D/?c7.Harke van vrd in your care : you be vn daga 
And de lack coward Preeft. 

Sir Buck. Harke you, let vs not belaughing ftockes 
to other mens humors. By Icfhu I will knock your 
vrinals about your knaues coxcomb, for rniffingyour 
meetings and appointments. 

Doff.O Iclhu.mineHcftofthe Garter John Rugby, 
Haue not I met him at de place he make apoint, * 
Haue I not? ' 

Sir Hu . So kad vdge me, this is the pointment place, 
Witneflfe by my Hoft of the Garter. 

Hb.Peace I hygawle arid Gaxolia, French and Welch, 
Soule-curer and body-curer. > 

Doff. This be very brauejexcellent. 

Hoft.Vacc I fay,heare mine Hoft of the garter, 
Am I wife ? am 1 polliticke ? am I Matchauill ? 

Shal I lofe my Do&or ? Nojhegiues me the motions 
And the potions. Shal I lofe my Pat fon, my fir Hugh? 
No, he giues me the proucrbs 3 and the nouerbs .* 

Giue me thy hand tercftiall,- 
So giue me thy hand celeftiall : 

So boyes of Art I haue deceiu’d you both, 

I haue dire&cd you to wrong places, 

Your hearts arc mighty ,your skins are whole, 
Eardolfe, lay their fwords to pawne. 

Follow me Lads of peace,fol!ow me. 
Ha,ra,la.Follow. Exit HoJI. 

Shal.Ps.fovc God a mad hoft, come let’s goc. 
Doff. I be-gar,hauc you mocka may thus ? . 

I will be euen met you my lack Hoft. 

Sir Huph.Giuc me your hand Do&ovCayui, 

Wee 
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the merry Wines of Wincffor, 

Riufor mine holts Voolith knanery .let me alone. 

dat be veil begat ,1 be fnends. mneSt 

Enter Mafter Foord. 

For The time drawes on he (hold come to my houle 
Well wife, you hftd beft worke clofely , 

Or I am like to goe beyond your cunning: 

I „ 0 W will feeke ray guefts that come to dinner. 

And in good time,(ee where they all ate come. 

Enteh Shallow, Page, Hoft , Slender, Voffor, 
and fir Hugh. 

By my faith a knot well met : y’are welcome all. 

; Page. I thanke you good M .Foord. 

For. Welcome good \A.Page. ■ 

I would your daughter were here. 

pare. i thankeyou fir, (he is very well at home. 
Slen. Father Page, I hope I haue your confent 
For Mifttis Anne. 

PagPiou haue fonne Slender ,but my wue here. 

Is altogether for Mafter Doftor. 

P<?(7.Be-gar 1 tanke her heartily . 

Hoft. But what fay you to y ong matter Fenton ? 
He capers, he dances, he writes verfes,he finds 
AH Aprill and May : he will cary it, he will carit, 

Tis in his betmes he willcarite. 

Pa. My hoft not with my confent : 

The gentleman is wilde,heknowes too much s 
If he take her, let him take her limply 5 

For my goods goes with my liking, 
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And my I ki n g goes not that way. 

F^.Well l pray go home with me to dinner • 
Bcfides your cheare,I le (hew you wonders i ' 
lie (hew you a monfter.You (hall go with me 
M.Page&nci To (hall you fir Hugh, 

And you Matter Doftor. , 

s " % u : lf \ h f e b L c onc in the company,I (hall make 

Dec?. And dere be ven two.I fall make de tird 

Sir Hugh.ln your teeth for (hame. 

sbal. WclUell, God be with you,wc (hall hauc 
the iairer wooing at M .Pages. 

rr n n. T . . Edt shallow and Slender. 

Hofi.lk tomy honefi Knight fir IohnFalfiaffe , 
And dnnke Canary with him. Exit Boll 

For. I may chance to make him drink in pipe wine, * 
Firft come gentlemen. Exitomnes. 

Enter MiftreJJe Foordjvitb two of her men, 
and a great Buck-basket. 

■Mif'.For.S'm&jiiyom M.aske you whither 
You carry this basket/ay to the Landcrers, 

I hope you know how to bellow it. 

Ser.l warrant you Miftris. Exit S truant. 

Mif.For.Go get you in. Well fir &bn 3 
I beleetie I (hall lerue you luch a tricke, 

Y ou (hall hauc little minde tocome againe. 

Enter Sir John. 

F*/.l-Jaue Icaught my heauenly Icwell.? 

Why now let me dye.I hauc liued long enough, 

This is the happy houre I haue defired to fee. 

Now 




the merry JViues ofW^indfor. 

Now (hall I (in in my wifh, 

I would thy husband were dead. 

Mif-For. Why how then fir John ? 

Fal. By the Lord,Ide make thee my Lady. 

Mif.For. Alafle fir John, I (hould be a very fimple 
Lady. 

Fal. Goe too,I fee how thy eye doth emulate the 
Diamond. 

And how the arched bent of thy brow 
Would become the (hip tire, the tire vellet. 

Or any Venetian attirc,l lee it. 

M'.For.h plaine kercher fir John would fit me better. 
Fal. By the Lord thou art a traitor to fay fo : 

What made me loue thee ? Let that perfwade thee 
There’s fome-what extraordinary in thee ; 

Goe too,I loue thee : 

Miftris Foord t l cannot cog, I cannot prate, . 

Like one of thefe fellowes that fmels like 
Bucklers-bery,in fimple time. 

But 1 loue thee, and none but thee. 

M: For. Sir John, I am afraid you loue Miflris Page. 
P4/.I,thou mightft as well fay 
I loue to walke by the Counter-gate, 

Which is ashatefull to me 
As the reake of a lime kill. 

Enter Miflrefe Page. 

M:j>age .Miftris Ford, miftris Ford± where are you.? 
M:For. O Lord ftep afide good fir Iohn. 

FalJlaffe fiands behinde the Arras-.. 
How now Miftris Page, what’s the matter ? 

Miff. 
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Mif.Pa.SNhy your husband woman is coming, 
With halfe Windfor at his hceles. 

To looke for a gentleman, that he faies 
Is hid in this houfe : his wifes fweet-heart. 

Mf.For.Spcakc louder.But I hope tis not true Mi- 
ftris Page. 

MijLfa.Tis too true woman.Therefbre ifyouhaue 
any heere,away with him,or y’are vndone for cuer. 

Mi.For. Alafie Miftris Page, what (hall I do ? 
Heeres a gentleman my Friend, how fhall I do ? 

Mif.Page. Gods body woman, do not ftand what 
fhall I do,and what (hall I do. Better any fhift, rather 
then you fhamed. Looke here.heere's a Buck-basket, 
if he be a man of any reafonable fize,hee’l in heere. 
Mif. For. AlalTc,I feare he is to big. 
pal. Let me fee,let me fee, lie in,Ile in. 

Follow your friends counfell. 

Mif.Page . Fie fir Tah »> is this your loue ? Go too. 
Fall loue thee, and none but thee : 

Hclpe me to conuey me hence, 
lie neuer come heere more. 

Sir John goes into the Basket, they put cloathes ouer him , 
the two men carries it away : Foord meetes it, and all the 
reft. Page, Holt or, Prieft , Slender, Shallow. 

Ford.C ome pray along, you fhall fee all. 

How now who goes heere ? Whither goes this ? 
Whither goes it f fet it downe, '• •> 

Mif.Ford. N ow let it go,you had beft meddle with 
buck*wafhing. 

Foord. 
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fW.B tick, good bucke.pray come along, 

Matter Page, take my keyes : helpe to fearch. 

Good Sir Hugh pray come along.hclpc a little, 

A little,ile fhew you all. 

Sir Hu. By Iefhu thefe are iealoufies & diftempers. 

Exitomnes. 

MifPageHeis in a pittifull taking. 

Mif -.Foord. I wonder what he thought 
When my husband bad them fet downe the basket. 

Mf.Page.Hzng him difhoneft flaue,we cannot vfe 
Him bad enough.This is excellent for your 
Husbands iealoufic. 

Mif For. Alas poorc lbule,it griciies meat the hart. 
But this will be a meanes to make him ceafe 
His iealous fits, if Falftajfes loue increafe. 

; M: Page. Nay we will fend to FalJlajfe once againe, 
Tis great pitty we fhould leauc him fo : 

What,wiues may be merry ,and yet honeft too. 

M:For. Shall we be condemnd becaufe we laugh ? 
Tis old,but true j ftill fowes eatc all the draffe. 

Enter all. 

M'.PaWfxs, comes your husband, ftand afide. 

For. I can finde no body within,it may be he lyed. 

Mi f Page. Did you heare that ? 

Mif: F<W.I,I, peace. ‘ 

For .VVell,ile not let it go fo,yet ile try further. 

Sir Hu. By Iefhu ifthere be any body in the kitchin , 
Or the Cuberts,or the Prefle,or the Buttery, 

I am an arrant lew :Now God pleffe me: 

You ferue me well,doyou riot ? 

Page. Fie M. Ford, you are too blame. 

E Mif: 
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MipPage. Ifaith tis not well M. Ford to fufpe& 
her thus without a caufe. 

D<?#.No by my trot it be no veil. 

For .Well, I pray bearc with me.M.P^pardonme 
I fuffer for it, I fuffer for it. 

Sir Hu . You fuffer for a bad confcience,look you now 

Foord. Well,I pray no more,another time lie tell 
you all : 

The meane time go dine with mc,pardon me wife, 

I am forry j M. Page, pray go in to dinner. 

Another time lie tell you all. 

Fd.VVell let it be fo, and to morrow I inuitc you 
ail to ray houfc to dinner : and in the morning wcc*I a 
birding ,1 haue an excellent Hawke for the bufh. 

Ford. Let it be fo : Come come wife ; 

I pray you come in all, y’ are welcome, pray come in. 

Sir Hugh: By fo kad vdge me, M. Foord is not in his 
right wits. Exit omnes. 

Enter Sir John Falftafpe^and Bardolfe. 

Fal. Bardolfe,bvcw me a pottle of facke prefently. 

Bar. With Egges fir ? 

Faljtaff. Simply of it felfe,Ile none of thefc Pullets 
fperme in my drinke : goe make hafte. Haue Iliucd 
to be carried in a basket and throwneinto thethames 
like a Barow of butchers offoll. Well, if Ibeferued 
fuch another tricke, lie giue them leaue to take out 
my braines and butter them, and giue them to a Dog 
for a new-yearcs gift. SbloUd,the rogues fiided me in 
with as little remorfe as if they had gone todrowne a 
blinde Bitches puppies in the litter : and they might 

know 
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know by my fizc I haueakindc of alacrity in finking : 
ifthebottome had bin as deep as hell I fhould down. 
I had bene drowned, but that the fnore wasiheluie 
and fomewhat (hallow : a death that I abhorre. For 
you know the waterfwelsaman : and what a thing 
fhould I haue bene when I had bene fvveiled ? By the 
Lord a mountaine of money. Now is the Sacke 
brewed ? 

Bar. I fir, there's a woman below would fpeak with 
you. 

F<*/.Bid her come vp.Let me put fome fack among 
this cold water, for my belly is as cold as if I had fwal- 
lowed fnow bals for pillcs. 

Enter Mijlrejfe Quickly. 

Now what’s the newes with you l 

QuycX come from Miftris Foord forfooth. 
F^/.Miftris Ford, I haue had Ford enough, 

I haue bene throwne into the Foord, 

My belly is full of Foord : (he hath tickled me. 

Ouic. O Lord fir, (he is the forrowfulleft woman 
that her feruants miftooke,that euer liued. And fir, 
(he would defire you ofallloues you will meetc her 
once againe,to morrow fir,betweene ten and eleuen, 
and fhe hopes to make amends for all. 

Fal. Ten and eleuen ,faift thou ? 
guicX forfooth. 

Fal- Well, tell her He meet her. Let her but think 
Of mans frailty : Let her judge what man is. 

And then thinke of me. And fo farwell. 

E 2 guic. 
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JZgic. You’l not failefir ? 





Exit Mifiris £>uicklj. 

Fall will not faile.Commend me to her. 

I wonder I hcare not of M.Brookel like his 
Mony well.By the matte heere he is. 

Enter Brooke. 

Ford : God faue you fir. 

Fal. Welcome good M.Brook.You come to know 
how matters goes. 

Ford: That’s my comming indeed fir John. 

Fal. Matter Brooke I will not lye to you fir, 

I was there at my appointed time. 

For. And how fped you fir ? 

Fal.Ve ry ilfauouredly fir. 

For. Why fir ,did fhe change her determination ? 

Fal: No M.#ra?&?,butyou fhall heare.. After we 
had kitted and imbraced, and as it were amid the pro- 
logue ofour encounter, who fhould come, but the iea- 
lous knaue her husband, and a rabble of his compani- 
ons at his hecles, thither prouoked and inftigated by 
hisdiftemper. And what to do thinkeyou to fcarch 
for his wiues Loue.Euen fo, plainly fb. 

For: While ye were there f 

Fal: Whilft I was there. 

For: And did he fearchand could not findeyou. <> 

Fal: You fhall heare fir,as God would haue it, 

A little before comes me one Pages Wife, 

Giues her intelligence of her husbands 
Approch : and by her inucntion,and Fords wines 
Diftra6hon,conueyed me into a buck- basket. 

Ford. A buck-basket l 

Fal. 
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Fal.hy the Lord a buck-basket,ram’d me in 
With foule fhirts,ftockins,greafic napkins, 

That M.5rtwife,there was a compound of the moil 
Villanousfmelljthat euer offended nofh ill. 

He tell you M.Brooke,by the Lord for your fake 
I fuffered three egregious deaths : Firft to be 
Crammed like a good bilbow,in the circumference 
Of a pack, hilt to point,heele to head: and then to 
Be ftewed in my owne greafe like a dutch difh j 
A man of my kidney ; by the Lord itwasmaruell 
I eicaped fuffication and in the heate of all this, 

To be throwne into Thames like a horfhooe hot : • 
Maifter Brookejbmke of that hiflingheate, 

Matter Brooke. 

Foord.WeW fir, then my fute is voide, 

You’l vndertake it no more ? 

FalMatter Brooke 3 lie be throwne into Etna 
As I haue beene in the Thames, 

Ere thus I leauc her : I haue receiued 
Another appointment of meeting, 

Betwecne ten and cleuen is the houre. 

Ford : Why fir,tis almoft ten already.. 

Falls it ? why then will I addreffe my felfe 
For my appointment :M.Brooke 3 comc to me 
Soone at night,andyou fhall know how I fpeed. 

And the end fhall be, you fhall enioy her loue : 

You fhall cuckold Foord : Come to me foone at night. 

Exit Faljlaffe. 

Fordlsxbxs a dreame. ? Is it a vifion ? 

Matter Ford jmttcr Ford , awake matter Ford , 

There is a hole made in your beft coat M .Foord. 

E 3 And 
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<iA pleafant (fomedy , of 

And a nun fhall not onely endure this wrong, 

But (hall ftand vnder the taunt of names, 

Lucifer is a good nam e t Barhafon good : good 
Diuels names : But cuckold,wittoll,godfo 
The diuellhimfelfe hath not fuch a name: 

And they may hang hats heere,and napkins heerc 
Vpon my homes : Well He home, He ferithim, 

And vnlefle the diueli himfelfe fhould aide him, 
lie fearch vnpoffible places ; lie about it, 

Leaft I repent too late. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter M. Fenton ^Anne Pageytnd Mifirejfe Quickly. 

Fen. Tell me fwccc N an flow doft thou yet refolue, 
Shallfoolifh Slender haue thee to his wife ? 

Or one as wife as he, the learned Do&or f 
Shall fuch as they enioy thy maiden heart ? 

Thou knowft that I haue alwayes loued thee deare, 
And thou haft oft-times fwore the like to me. 

Anne.G ood M.Fe//r<?/?,you may affine your felfe 
My heart is fetled vpon none but you, 

Tis as my Father and Mother pleafe : 

Get their confent, you quickly fhall haue mine. 

F<?#.Thy father thinks I loue thee for his wealth, 
Though I muft needs confefle at firft that drew me, 
But fince thy vertues wiped that trafh away, 

I loue thee Nan, and fb deare is it fet. 

That whilftlliuej nere fhall thee forget. 

JZjtick. Gods pitty here comes her father. 

Enter M.page, his wife ^.Shallow ^and slender. 

PaqeM.FentonJ pray what make you heere ? 

You 




the merry WtuesofW'indfor . 

You know my anfwcr fir/hee’s not for you : 

Knowing my vow,too blame you are to vfc me thus, 
Ten. Pray heare me fpeake fir, 

F^.Pray fir get you gone : 

Come hither daughter, Sonne Slender 
Let me fpeake with you. They whiff er. 

Quick. Speake to Miftris Page. 

Fen. Pray Miftris Page let me haue your confent. 
MifiPa. Ifaith tA.Fenton tis as my husband pleafe. 
For my part, lie neyther hinder you, nor further you. 
Quick. How fay you, this was my doings, 

I bad you fpeake to Miftris Page. 

Fen. Here nurfe.theres a brace of angels to drink, 
Workc what thou canft for me,farwell. 

Exit Fenton. 

£uicl r.By my troth fo I will,good harr. 

Pa. Come wife, you & I will in,wce*l leaue M .Slender 
v And my daughter to talke together. M .Shallow 9 
Y ou m ay flay fir if you pleafe. 

Exit Page and his Wife. 
Shal: Marry I thanke you for that : 

To her coufin,to her., 

Slen: Ifaith I know pot what to (ay. 

Anne. Now \A.Slender, what’s your will ? 
J’/w.Godefo.therc’s a ieaft indeed : 

Why Miftris Anne I neucr made will yet : ; 

I thanke God I am wife enough (or that. 

Shal. Fie cuffe fie, thou art not right, 

O thou hadft a Father. 

Slen.l had a father Miftris Anne, good Vnckle 
Tell the left how my father dole the Goofe out of ; 

The, 
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<lA pleafant Qomedy,of 

The henloft.All this is nought, 

H arkc you miftreflc Anne. 

Sbal. Hee will make you ioynter of three hundred 
pound a yeare.he fhall make you a Gentlewoman. 

Slend.l by God that I will, come cue and longtaile, 
as good as any is in Glojlerjhire , vnder the degree of a 
Squire. 

Anne.O God , how many grofle faults are hid 
And couered in three hundred pound a yeatc ? 

Well M .Slender j within a day or two ile tell you more 
slen. I thanke you good miftris Ame 5 Vnckle I fhal 
haueher. 

ffuic. M-Sha/lowfA .Page would pray you to come 
in,and you M. Slender, and you miftris Anne. 

Slend. Weil Nurfe,if you’i ipeake for me, 

Ile piue vou more then lie talke of. 

Ouic. Indeed I willjle fpeake what I can for you. 

And indeed 1 will do what 1 can tor tnem an three. 

Exit. 

Enter Miftris Foord andber two men. 

Mif: For. Do you heare ? when your Mafter comes 
take vp this basket as you did before, and if your Ma- 
iler bid you fee it downe.obey him. 

Ser. L will forlboth. 

Enter Sir John. 

Mffoord.Siv lohn, welcome. 

Fal. What, are you fure of your husband now ? 
Mif. foord. He is gone a birding fir John, & I hope 
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will not come yet. 

Enter Miflreffe Page. 

Gods body here is Miftris Page , 

Step behinde the Arras good fa lohn. 

He flops bebmde the Arras. 

Mif: Pa. Miftris Foord } why woman, your husband 
is in his old vaine againc,hee’s comming to fearch for 
your fweete-heart, but I am glad he is not here. 

Mif For. O God miftris Page, the Knight is here, 
What fhall 1 do ? 

Mtf: P4.Why then y’are vndone woman, 
Vnlelfe you make fome meanes to Ihift him away. 

Mif For. Ah fa I know no meanes, 

Vnlelfe we put him in the basket againe. 

jW;No Ile come no more in the basket, 

Ile creepevp into the chimney. 

Mif: For. There they vfe to difeharge their fowling 
peeces. 

Fal: Why then lie go out ofdoores. 

Mif:Pa. Then you are vndone,y’are butadeadmau 
Fal.-Vot Gods fake deuife any extremity. 

Rather then a mifehiefe. .■ vV 

. Mif: Pa. Alafle I know not what meanes to make> 
If there were any womans apparell would fit him. 

He might put on a gowneand a muffler.j > 

And fo efcape. ; •... . 

Mif For. X hat's well remembred, my maids Ant 
Gillian of Brain ford, hath a gowne aboue. 

Mif Pa. And fhe is altogether as fat as he, 

Mif For. I that will feruc him of my word*. \ i 
Mif page.Comc goe with me fir lohn s 

F lie 
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Uehelpe to dreffeyou. 

Fal. Come for Gods fake,any thing. 

Exit Mif page, and Sir John. 

Enter Foord , Page, Hugh, shallow, the two men carries 
the Basket, and Foord metes it. 

For. Come along I pray, you lhal know the caufe, 
How now, whither goe you ? Ha, whither go you ? 
Set downe the Basket you flaue. 

You panderly rogue fet it downe. 

Mif For. \N hit is the reafon that you vfe me thus? 
Fw.Conie hither,fet downe the basket, 

Miftris Foord the modeft wo man, 

Miftris Foord the vertuoUs woman, 

She that hath the icalous foole to her husband, 

I miftruftyou without caufe,do I not ? 

Mif For X God’s my record do you, 

If you tniftruft me in any ill fort. 

Foord. Well fed brazen face, hold it out. 

You youth in a basket, come outheerc, 

Pull out the cloathes, fearch. 

Hu. leihu pks me, will you pul vp your wiues cloths 
Page .Vie M. Foord, you are not to go abroad ft you 
be in thefc fits. 

Sir Hugh. So kad vdge me,tis very neceffary 
He were put in pethlem. 

PorM.Page, is I am an honeft man M.PrfgA 
There was one conueyd out of my houfc here yefter* 
day out of this basket, why may he not be here now ? 
Mif For, Miftris P^bring the old woman downe. 

Fw.Olde woman, what olde woman ? 

Mi/i Foord, 



the merry Whin of Wind fort 

Mif: F#r.Why my maids Ant ^Gillian of Brainford, 
For.k witch.haue I not fore-warnd her my houfc ? 
Alafle wc are fimple we, we know' not what 
Is brought to paffe vnder the color of fortune-telling. 
Come downe you witch.come downe. 

Enter FalBaffe difguifed like an olde woman, fo Miftris 
Page with him,Foord beates him,and he runs away. 

Away you witch, get you gone. 

Ha .By Iefhu I verily thinke fhe is a witch indeed, 

I efpied vnder her muffler a great beard. 

Foord.Vny come helpe me to fearch, pray now. 
P4g<?.Come,wce'i go for his mindes fake. 

Exitomnes. 

Mi/. For. By my troth he beate him moft extremely. 
Mif Pa. I am glad of it, what fhall we proceed® 
any further? 

Mif: For. Nofaitb,nowifyou will let vs tell our 
husbands of it.For mine lme fure hath almoft fretted 
himfelfe to death. 

Mif. Pa. Content, come wee’l go tell them all. 
And as they agree, fo will we proceed. Exit both . 

Enter Hoft and Bardolfe . 

' Bar. Sir,heere be three Gentlemen come from the 
Duke the ftranger fir, would haue your horfe. 

Hof. The Dukc,what Duke ? let mee fpeake with 
the Gentlemen,do they fpeake Englifh ? 

Bar. We call them to you fir. 

Soft, Ho Bardolfe 3 \ei them alone, Ilefauce them : 

F 2 They 
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They haue had my houfe a weeke at command, 

Ihaue turned away my other guefts, 

They (hall haue my horfes Bardolfe , 

They muft come off, lie fawce them. Exit mm 

Enter Foord, Page , and their wiues, Shallow , 
Slender , rfW Sir Hugh. 

Ford. Well wife, here take my hand,vpon my foule 
I loue thee dearer then I do my life, and ioy I haue fo 
true and conftant wife, my iealoufie (hall neuer more 
offend thee. 

Mif: For. Sir I am glad,& that which I haue done. 
Was nothing elfe but mirth and modefty. 

Page. I miftris Ford, Faljlafe hath all the greefc, 
And in thisknauery my wife was the chiefe. 

Mif Pa. No knauery husband, it was honeft mirth. 
Hugh.lndced it was good paftimes and merriments 
Mif: Foord&ut fweet-heart fliall we leaue old Fal- 
(lajfe fo ? 

MifPage.O by no mcanesXend to him againe. 
Page, I do not thinke hee’l come,being fo much dc- 
ceiued. 

Foord. Let me alone, lie to him once againe like 
Brooke, and know his minde whether hee’l come or 
not. 

P^.There muft bcToriie plot laide,or hee’l not 

come. , 

Mif Page. Let vs alone for that.Heare my demcc. 
Oft haue you heard fince Horne the H unter dyed, 
That women to affright their little children, 
Saiesthathe walkes in fhape of a great flag. 

Now 
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Now for that Faljlafe hath bene fo deceiucd, 

As that he dares not venter to the houfe, 

Wee 1 fend him word to meete vs in the field, 
Difguifed like Horne, with huge homes on his head. 
The hourc (halbe iuft betweene twelue and one. 

And at that time we will meete him both : 

Then would I haue you prefent there at hand, 

VVhh little boyes difguifed and dreft like Fairies, 

For to affright fat Faljlafe in the woods . 

And then to make a period to the ieft, 

Tell Faljlafe all,I thinke this will do beft. 

Page.Txs excellent.and my daughter Anne 
Shall like a little Fairy be difguifed. 

Mif .-page. And in that M aske lie make the Dotftor 
ftcale.my daughter Anne, & ere my husband knowes 
it, to carry her to Church,and marry her. 

Mif: Foord. But who will buy the filkes to tyre the 
boyes? 

Page. That will I do, and in a robe of white 
lie cloathe my daughter, and aduertife Slender 
To know her by that figne,and fteale her thence, 

And vnknowne to my wife,fhall marry her. 

Hu: So kad vdge me the deuicc is excellent, 

1 will alfo be there,and belike a Iackanapes, 

And pinch him moft cruelly for his lecheries. 

Mif: Pa. Why then we are reuenged fufficiently .• 
Fit ft he was carried and throwne in the Thames, 
Next beaten Well.Ime fure y ou’l witneffc that. 

Mif: For. lie lay my life this makes him nothing far. 

P<jge.Wcll,lets about this ftratagem,I long 
To fee deceit deceiu’d,and wrong haue wrong. 

F 3 For. 
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F^.Well fend to Fdftaffe^md if he come thither, 
Twill make vs finite and laugh one month together. 

Exit omnes. 

Enter Hoft and Simple. 

Jfr.What would thou haueboore,what thick-skin ? 
Speake^reathCjdifcuffejfhorr, quick, briefe 3 fnap. 
5//».Sir,I am feat from my M.to Cvtlohn Fdjlajfe. 
Hoft. Sir Iobn fthzxcs his Caftle,his ftanding-bed, 
his trundle-bed, his Chamber is painted about with 
the ftory of the prodigal!, frefh and new, goeknocke, 
hec’l fpeake like an Antripophigiatt to thee : 
KnockeLfay. 

Sim. Sir I fhould fpeake with an old woman that 
went vp into his Chamber. 

Hoft. An old woman, the Knight may be robbed, lie 
call bully Knight, bully fir lobn.Spc&c from thy lungs 
military : it is thine hoft, thy Epnefiancalles. 

Fd. Now mine hoft. befteakes aboue. 

Ho/lMexc is a Bohemian tartar bully, tarries the 
commtng downe of the fat woman : Let her defeend 
bully, let her defeend, my chambers are honourable, 
pah priuafie,fie. 

Fal. indeed mine Hoft there was a fat woman'with 

me, but (he is gone. 

Enter Sir Iobn. 

Sim.Vxvj fir, was it not the wife woman of Brain- 
for d ? 

pa/.Marry was it Muflelftiel,what would you e 
SimMarxy fir my Mafter Slender fent me to her, 
To know whether one Nyw that hath hi? chaine, 
Coufened him of it,or no. 
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Fd.l talked with the woman about it. 

Sim . And I pray you fir what fes fhe ? 

Fd. Marry fhe fes the very fame man 
That beguiled Mafter Slender of his chaine, 

Coufened him of it. 

SimM&y I be bold to tell my Mafter fo fir ? 

Fall Tike, who more bolde. 

Sim. I thanke you fir, I {hall make my mafter a glad 
man at the(e tydings,God be with you fir. Exit. 

Hoft. Thou art darkly fir Iobn, thou art darkly , 
Was there a wife woman with thee ? 

Fal. Marry was there mine hoft, one that taught 
me more wit then 1 learned this feuen year, and I paid 
nothing for it, but was paid for my learning. 

Enter Bardolfe. 

Bar. O Lord fir,cou(enage,plainccoufenage. 

Hoft. Why man, where be my horfes ? 

Where be the Gcrmanes ? 

B4r.Rid away with your horfes : 

After I came beyond Maiden-head, 

They flung me inaflow of myre,ahd away they ran. 

Enter DoBor. 

Dotf . Where be my Hoft de gartir ? 

Hoft. O here fir in perplexity. 

Dotfl cannot tell vadbedad, 

3ut be-gar I will tell you van ting, 

Dear be a Germane Duke come to de Court, 

Has cofened all the Hofts of Brdnford , 

And Redding: be-gar I tell you for good will, 

Ha, ha, mine Hoft, am I euen met you ? 



Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter Sir Hugh. 

Sir Hugh. Where is mine Hoft of the garter ? 

Now my Hoft,l would defiteyou Iooke you now. 

To haue a care of your entertainments, 

For there is three forts of cofen garmombles, 

Is cofen all the Hoft of Maiden-head and Redings, 
Now you are an honeft man, and a feuruy beggerly 
lowfie knaue befide. 

And can point wrong places, 

I tell you for good will, grate why mine Hoft. 

Exit. 

Hoft. I am cofcned Hugb y and coy Bardolfe y 
Sweete Knight aifift me,! am cofcned. Exit. 

Pali Would all the world were cofened for me, 

For I am cofened and beaten too. 

Well, I neuer profpered fince I forfworc 
My felfe at Primer o :• and my winde 
Were but long enough to fay my prayers, 

Ide repentjnow from whence come you ? 

Enter Miftreffe Quickly. 

J^uic.Vtom the two parties forfooth. 

Fal. The diuell take the one party, 

And his dam the other. 

And they’l be both beftowed : 

I haue endured more for their fakes, 

Then man is able to endure. 

G)uic . o Lord fir , they are the forrowfulft creatures 
That euer liued : fpecially Miftrls Foordj . 

Her husband hath beaten her that fhe is all 
Blacke and blew poore foulc. 



the merry Wines of Wind for. 

Fal : What telleft UK of blacke and blew, 

I haue beaten all the colours in the Rainbow, 

And in my efcape like to haue bin apprehended 
For a witch of Brainford y and let in the ftockes. 

^jrLW'ell fir,fhe is a lorrowfull woman, 

And I hope when you hearc my errant, 

You’l be perfwaded to the contrary. 

Fal: Come go with me into my Chamber, 

And Uehcarethee. Exit entries. 

Enter Hoft and Fenton. 

Hoft. Speake not to me fir, my mindc ishcauy, 

I haue had a great IplTe. 

Fen. Y ejt heare me,and as I am a gentleman, 
lie giueyou a hundred pound toward your lofle. 

Hoft.YJcW fir He heare you,and at leall keep your 
counlell, - ii 

Fcfl.Then thus my hoft. Tis not vnknown to you. 

The feruent loue I beare to young Anne Page , 

And mutually her loueagaine to me: - , 

But her father ftill againft her choifc. 

Doth feeke to marry her to foolilh Slender, v 

And in a robe of white this night dilguiled. 

Wherein fat Falftajfe had a mighty fcare, 

Muft slender take her and carry her to Catlen , ' 

And there vnknowne to aoy,marry her. tax 4| 

Now her mothers ftill againft that match,' ; 

And firme for Dodtor Cayuj,m a robe of fed 
By her deuice,the Doftor muft ftealeher thence, 

And (he hath giuen confent to goe with him. 

Hoft. Now which meanes fhe to dcceiuc. 

Father or Mother/ r ^ v - ^ 

G Pent. 
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Far.Both my good Hoft,to go along with me. 
Now here it refts,that you would procure a Prieft 
And tarry ready at the appointed place, * 

To giuc our hearts vnited matrimony/ 

HoSl. But how will you come to fteale her from a- 
mongthem? 

F*».That hath fweete Nan and I agreed vpon 
And by a robe of white,the which fhe weares, * 
With ribons pendant flaring bout her head, 3 
I (hall be hire to know her, and conuey her thence 
And bring her where the prieft abides our commit 
And by thy furtherance there be married. °* 

Hofi: Well, husband your deuicejle to the Vicar 
Bring you the maide,you toall not lacke a Prieft. ’ 

Fett'So (hall I euermore be bound vnto thee. 
Befides lie alwayes be thy faithfull friend. 

Exitomnes . 

Enter Sir John with a Bucks head-on him. 

F4/.This is the third time, well lie venter. 

They fay there is good Iucke in odde numbers, 

Joue transform’d himfclfeinto a Bull, 

And I am heere a Stag, and I thinke the fatteft 
In aWwindJor Forreft : Wcll,I ftand heere 
For Horne the Hunter ,waiting my Does comming. 

Enter Miftreffe Page and Miftreffe Foord. 

Mip Page. Sit John, where are you ? 

Fal. Art thou come my Doe ? what & thou too ? 
Welcome Ladies. 

Mif.Forl fir John, I fee you will not faile. 
Therefore you deferue far better then our loues, 

But it grieues me for your late crofifes. 



the merry Wiues of Windfor . 

Fal. This makes amends for all. 

Come diuide me betweene you, each a hanch. 

For my homes, He bequeath them to your husbands. 
Do I fpeake like Horne the hunter, ha ? 

MipPa. God forgiue me,what noife is this ? 



There is anoi/e op homes } the two women run away . 
Enter Sir Hugh like a S atyr , and boyes drefi like Fairies, 
Mifireflc Pduickljy like the Queene of Fairies : they 
png a pong about bm,and afterward fpeake. 

You Fayries that do haunt thefe toady groues 
Looke round about the wood if you can efpy 
A mortall that doth haunt our facred round : 

If fuch a one you can efpy.giue him his due. 

And leaue not till you pinch him blacke and blew : 
Giue them their charge Puck ere they part away. 

Sir Hugh. Come hither Peane, goe to the Country 
houfes, 1 



rviu aii uci uiujcs route , aim I wine vniwept 
With your long nailes pinch her till toe cry * 

And fweare to mend her fluctito hufwifery. 

Fail warrant you I will pcrfbrme your will. 
WkWher’s peadl go you and fee wher brokers deep. 
And Fox-eyed Seriants with their Mace, 

Goe lay the Proftors in the toeet. 

And pinch the lowfie Seriants face: 

Spare none of thefe when th’are a bed, 

But fuch whofc nofe lookes blew and red. 

Quic. Away be gone.his minde fulfill, 

And looke that none of you ftand ftill. 
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<tA pie a fan t fomedy , of 

Some do that thingdome do this, 

All do fomething,none amis. 

Sir Hugh A fmcll a man of middle earth. 

Fal.C od blefle me from that welch Fairy. 
5«/<r.Looke euery one about this round. 

And if that any here be found, 

For his preemption in this place, 

Sparc neither legge,arme,head, nor face. 

sir Hugh. Set, I haue fpied one by good lucke. 

His body man j his head a Buck. 

Fal. God fend me good fortune now, and Lcarc not. 
Jguick.Go ftrait,and do as I command, 

And take a Taper in your hand. 

And fet it to his fingers ends. 

And if you fee it him offends, 

And that he ftar teth at the flame. 

Then is he mortaH,knovv his name : 

If with an F.it doth begin. 

Why then be fure hee s full of finne. 

About it then, and know the truth, 

Of this fame metamorphofed youth. 

Sir Hugh. Giuc me the Tapers,I will try 
And if that he loue venery. 

./mh.-.To,:. •• . ' ‘ - ■' 

They putt be Torches to his fingers yin d he fidrts. 

Sir Hugh. Tit right indeed, he is full of lecheries, 
and iniquitie. 

Quick. A little diftant from him ftand. 

And euery onetakeband intiand, 

And compaffe him within a ring, 

Firft pinch him well, and after fing. ^ ^ 
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the merry JViues ofJVindfor. 

Here they pinch him ywd fing about him yin d the Doll our 
comes one way andfieales away a boy in red. And Slen- 
der another way fie takes a boy in greene : And Fenton 
Jleales Mifiris Anne , beeing in white. And a noife of 
bunting is made within ; and all the Fairies run away. 
Faljlaffepitls off his Bucks headland rifes vp.And en- 
ters M. Page y M.Foor d 3 and their wiues , M. shallow , 
Sir Hugh. 

Falx Horne the hunter quoth you : am I a ghoft ? 
Sblood the Fairies hath made a ghoft ofine : 

What, hunting at this time at night ? 

He lay my life the mad Prince of wales 
Is dealing his fathers Deare. 

How now who haue we here, what is all Windfor flir- 
ting ? Are you there ? 

Shal.G od faue you Cnlohn palfiaffe . 

Sir Hugh: God plefle you fir Iohnfi od plefle you. 

> Page. Why how now fir tohn 3 what a paire of horns . 
in your hand? 

F^.Thofe horns he meant to place vpon my head. 
And M .Brooke and he fhould be the men : 

Why how now fir Iobnjrihy are you thus amazed ? 
We know the Fairies mad that pinched you. 

Your throwing in the Thames,your beating well. 

And what’s to come fir Iahn 3 that can we tell. 

MifiPa. Sir John tis thus,your difhoneft meanes.. 

To call ciir credits into queftion. 

Did make vsVttdertake ro our beft. 

To turne your lewd luft to a merry ieft; 

F4/.Ieft,tis well, haue I liuedto thefe ycartes,; 

To be gulled now.now to be ridden f. 

G 1 Why- 










< 5 A pleafant Qomedy^of 

Why then thefe were not Fairies ? 

MtpPage. No fir 7tf/w,but boyes. 

Fal. By the Lord I was twice or thrice in the mindc 
They were not,and yet the grofenefie 
Of the foppery perfwaded me they were. 

Well,ifthe fine wits of the Court hearethis, 

They'l fo whip me with their keeneieafts, 

That they! melt me out like tallow. 

Drop by drop out of my greafe. Boyes ! 

Sir Hu. I truft me boyes Sir lobnjxA 
I was alfo a Fairy that did helpe to pinch you. 

F4/.I,tis well I am your May-pole, 

You haue the ftart of me. 

Am I written too with a welch goate? 

With a peece of toafted cheefe ? 

Sir H^.Buttcr is better then cheefe fir John , 

You are all butter, butter. 

fW.There is a further matter yet fir Iohn y 
Thefs 2 o.pound you borrowed of M.Brooke Sir imr t 
And it muft be paid to lA.Foord Sir John. 

MipFor. Nay husband let that go to make amends, 
Forgiue that fum, and fo wce’l all be friends. 

F*;- Well here's my hand,all is forgiuen at laft. 
Fal.lt hath coft me well, 

I hauebeene well pinched and wafhed. 

Enter the Hotter . 

MtfiPalNov) M.Do&or, fonne I hope you are. 
Z><?#.Sonne,be- gar you be de ville voman, 

Be-gar I tinckto marry metres Anne , and begar 
Tis a whorfon garfon lack boy. 

MipPage. How, a boy ? 




the merry Wines o/Windfor. 

Doof. 1 be-gar a boy. 

Page. Nay be not angry wifejlle tell thee true, 

It was my plot to deceiue thee fo : 

And by this time your daughter is married 
To tA.Slender, and fee where he comes. 

Enter Slender . 

How fonne Slender jnhex'ts your Bride ? 

Slen. Bride,by Gods 1yd I thinke there's neuer a man 
in the worell »hath that crofie fortune that I haue: by 
God I could cry for very anger. 

Page. Why what’s the matter Ibnne Slender ? 

Slen. Sonne, nay by God I am none ofyour fonne. 
F/£<?.No,why for* 

slen. Why fo God faue me, tis a boy that I haue 
married. 

Page. How.aboy / why did you miftake the word ? 

[ Slen. Noneyther, for T came to her in red as you 
bad me,and I cried mum,and he cried budget, fo well 
as euer you heard,and 1 haue married him. 

Sir Hugh. Iefhu M..S lender y cannot you lee but mar- 
ry boyes? 

PageM Lamvext at heart, what fhall l do ? ' 

Enter Fenton and Anne Page. 

Mif.Pa.Htxe, comes he that hath deceiu’d Vs all. 
How now daughter,where haue you bin ? 

Anne, At Church forfooth.: 

Page. At Church,whachauc you done there ? 
^•Married to me, nay fir neuer ftormc, 

Tis done fir now, and cannot be vndonc. 

F° or d.I faith M .page neuer chafe your lelfe. 

She hath made her choife wheras her hart wasfixt, 

Thsn. . 
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mJ pleafant Qmedy y of 

Then tis in vaine for you to ftorme or fret. 

Fall am glad yet that your arrow hath glanced. 
Mif:For. Co me miftris Page^it be bold with you, 

Tis pitty to pare loue that is fo true. 

Mifi Page . Althogh that I haue miffed in my intent 
Yet I am glad my husbands match was eroded. 

Here take her, and God giuethee ioy. 

Sir Hugh. Come M.P^,you muft needs agree. 
F^.Ifaith fir come, you fee your wife is pleafed. 

Pal cannot tell, and yet my hart’s well eafed, 

And yet it doth me good the Do&or miffed. 

Come hither Fenton,at\d come hither Daughter, 

Go too,you might haue ftaied for my good will, 

But fince your choifeis made of one you loue, 

Hete take her Fenton. ,and both happy proue. 

S.Hughl wil dance & eate plums at your wedding. 

For ; All parties pleafed, now let’s in to feaft, 

And laugh at SlwM 3 and theDo&orsicaft. 

He hath g~oMhe.maiden,each!of you a boy 

To waite vponyou,fo God giuc you ioy, j v|j 

And folohn Faljlaffe now you fhall keep your word^P 
For Brooke this night (hall ly c with Miftris F ord* 

Exit owner. f 
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M. William Shake-fpeare 

HIS 

Hiftofy, of King Lear. 

4 * 

Snter Kent } Glocefier 9 and Ballard. 

Kent . 

Thought the King had more affe&ed the Duke of 
tsdlbeney then Cornewad. 

Glofi.lt did alwaies feeme fo to vs, but now in 
the diuifion of the Kingdomes, it appeares not 
which of the Dukes he values moft, for equalities 
are fo weighed,that curiofity in neither, can make choife of ci- 
thers moytie. 

Kent. Is not this your fonne, my Lord ? 

Glofi. His breeding fir hath beene at my charge.I haue fo of- 
ten bluftit to acknowledge him, Chat now I am braz’d to it, 

Kent . I cannot concciueyou. 

Glofi. At, this young fellowes mother could, whereupon Hie 
grew round wombed, and had indeed Sir a fonne for her Cra- 
dle, ere {he had a husband for her bcd,do you fmcll a fault f 

Kent. I cannot wifli the fault vndone,the ilfuc of it being fo 
proper. 

Glo . But 1 haue fir a fonne by order of Law,fome yeare elder 
then this, who yet is no deerer in my account, thogh this knaue 
came fomething faw cely into the world before he was fent for, 
yet was his mother faire, there was good fport at his making, 8c 
the whorefon mud be acknowledged, do you know this noble 
gent! cm an, Edmund ? 

A % Safi. 
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TheHiJlory of Kin? Lear. 

Baft. No my Lord. 

nourable?riend! remcro ^ et ^ ecrea ft« ar my ho. 

BaftMy feruiccs to your Lordfhip, 

Kent. I mu ft loue you, and fue to know you better 
2L?i?.Sir,Iftiall ftudy deferuing, 

GloMc hath beene out nine yeares,and away l, c ftiall af?alr . 
the King is comtning f & n i 

Sound a Sennet , Enter one (tearing a Coronet, then Lear, thend 
Dukes of Albany and Cornwall, next Gonorill , Regan, Corded 
lia, with followers, 

Lear. Attend my Lords of France and Burqundy. Glofrer 
Gloft.l (hall my Liege. * ’ J ‘ 

Lear. Meane time we will expreffe our darker purpofes 
The Map there ; know we haue diuided 
In three our Kingdome ; and tis our firft intent, 

To (hake all cares and bufineffe ofour ftate* 

Confirming them on younger ycares. 

The two great Princes, France and Burgundy , 

Great Riuals in our youngeft daughters loue, 

Long in our Court haue made their amorous foiourne, 

And here are cq be anfwer’d ; tell me my daughters. 

Which of you fhall we fay doth loue vs moft. 

That we our Iargeft bounty may extend. 

Where merit doth moll challenge it : 

Gonorill our eldeftbome,fpeake firft, 

<7<w.Sir,I do loue you more then words can wield thematter, 
Dearer then eye-fight, fpace,or liberty. 

Beyond what can be valued rich or rare. 

No leffe then life ; with grace,health, beauty, honour, 

As much a childe ereloued,or father friend, 

A loue that makes breath poore,and fpeech vnablc, 

Beyond all manner of fo much I loue you. 

Or. What (hall Cordelia do, loue and be filent, 

Lear. Of all thefe bounds,euen from this line to this, 
Withlhady Forrefts.and wide skirted Meads, 

W e make thee Lady, to thine and Albanies iflue. 

Be 



The BiJlory of King Lear. 

Be this perpetualLWhat faies our fecond daughter ? 

Our deereft Regan , to Cornwall, fpeake. ^ ^ 

ReeSxt I am made of the felfc-famc mettall that my fitter is* 

And prize me at her worth in my true heart, 

I finde (he names my very deed of loue 5 onely fliee came (hort 
That I profeffe my lelfe an enemy to all other ioyes. 

Which the moll precious fquare of fence pofiefles. 

And finde I am alone felicitate in your deere highnefle loue. 

Cor .Then poore Cordelia, and yet not fo,fince I am fure 
My loue’s more richer then my tongue. 

Lear , To thee and thine hereditary euer 
Remaine this ample third ofour faire kingdome. 

No leffe in fpace, validity, and pleafure. 

Then that confirm’d on Gonorill ; but now our joy. 

Although the laft.not leaf! in our deere loue. 

What can you fay to win a third,more opulent 
Then your fitters. 

Cor .Nothing my Lord. 

Lear How, nothing can come of nothing, fpeake againe. 

Cor. Vnhappy that I am, 1 cannot heaue my heart into my 
mouth, I loue your Maiefty according to my bond, nor more 

nor leffe. , . 

Lear Go too, go too,mend your fpeech a little, 

.Leaft it may marre your fortunes. 

Cord.Good my Lord, 

You haue begot me, b red me,lciued me, 

I returnc thofe duties backe as are right fit. 

Obey you,loue you,and moll honour you. 

Why haue my fitters husbands, if they fay they loue you all. 

Haply when I fhall wed,that Lord whole hand 

Muft take my piight,ihall carry halfe my loue with him, 

Halfe my care and duty, lure I fhall neuer 
Marry like my fillers, to loue my father all. 

Lear . But goes this with thy heart i 
Cor. I good my Lord. 

Lear . So young and fo vntender ? 

Cor . So young my Lord, and true. 

A 5 Lear. 
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TheHiftoryof Kin g tear. 

Lear. Well let it be fo,thy truth then be thy dower 
For by the facred radicnce of the Sunne, 

The miftreffe of Heccat , and the might. 

By all the operation of the Orbes, 

From whom we do exfift and ceafe to be, 

Hcere I difclaime all my paternall care, 

Propinquity 3nd property of bloud. 

And as a ftranger to my heart and me. 

Hold thee from this for euer.thc barbarous Scythian, 

Or he that makes his generation 
Mefles to gorge his appetite. 

Shall be as well neighbour’d, pittied and relceued. 

As thou my fome-time daughter. 

Kent. Good my Liege. 

Lear . Peace Kent, come not betweene the Dragon and his 
I lou’d her moft,and thought to let my reft 
On her kinde nurfery,hence and auoid my fight : 

So be my grauc my peace as heere I giue. 

Her fathers heart from her ; call France, who ftirres ? 

Call 'Burgundy , Cornwall, and Albany, 

With my two daughters dower digeft this third. 

Let pride,which flic cals plainnefle,marry her : 

I do inueft you ioyntly in my power, 

Preheminence,and all the large effetfts 
Thattroope with Maiefty, our felfe by monthly courfe 
With referuation of an hundred Knights, 

By you to be fuftain’d,ftiall our abode 

Make with you by due turnes,phely we ftill rctaine 

The name and all the additions to a King, 

The fway.reuenue, execution ofthe reft, 

Beloned fonnes be yours,which to confirme. 

This Coronet part betwixt vou. 

/Cm. Roy all Lear, 

Whom Ihaue euer honor’d as my King, 

Loued as my Father,as my Maftcr followed. 

As my great Patron thought on in mypraiers. 
irn.The bow is bent and drawne,raake from the fliafr. 



TheHiftoryof King Lear. 

KentiLet it fall rather. 

Though the forke inuade the region of my heart. 

Be Kent vnmannerly,when Lear is mad. 

What wilt thou do old man,think’ft thou that duty 
Shall haue dread to fpcake,when power to flattery bowes. 

To plainneffe honours bound, when Maiefty ftoops to folly, 
Reuerfe thy doome.and in thy beft confederation 
Checke this hideous rafhnefle, anfwer my life. 

My iudgement,thy yongeft daughter does not lone thee leaft. 
Nor are thofe empty hearted, whofe low found 
Reuer'bs no hollowncfle. 

Lear. Kent, on thy life no more. 

Kent My life I neuer held but as a pawne 
To wage againft thy enemies, nor feare to lofe it. 

Thy fafety being themotiue. 

Lear. Out of my fight. 

Kent . See better Lear,znd let me ftill remaine 
The true blanke of thine eie. 

Lear Mow by Apollo 

JCm.Now by Apollo, King thou fwear ft thy Cods m vame 

Zhw.Vaffall, recreant. 

ZCm.Do,kill thy Phyfition, 

And the fee beftow vpon the toule difeafe, 

Reuoke thy doome,or whilft lean vent clamour 
From my throat,ile tell thee thou doft euill. 

Lear. Heare me, on thy alleigeance heare me ; 

Since thouhaft fought to make vs breake our vow. 

Which we durft neuer yet ; and with ftraied pride, 

To come betweene our fentence and our power, 

Which, nor our nature,nor our place can beare. 

Our potency make good, take thy reward, 

Fourc dayes we do allot thee for prouifion, 

To (hield thee from difeaies of the world. 

And on the fife to turne thy hated backe 
Vpon our kingdom* ; if on the tenth day following, 

Thy banUhttrunkebe found in our Dominions, 

The moment is thy death, away; 
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Tlx History of King Liar, 

By Iupiter , this fhall not be reuokt. 

fotff.Why fare thee well King,fincc thou wilt appcare 
Friendfhip hues hence, and bani foment is here; 

The Gods to their protedfton take the maid. 

That rightly thinkes,and hath raoft iuftly faid. 

And your large fpecches may your deeds approue. 

That good effe&s may fpring from words of loue : 

Thus Kent , O Princes,bids you all adew, 

Hee’l fhape his old courfe in a Country new. 

Enter France and Burgundy with Glocesler , 

Glo. Heer’s France and Burgundy, my noble Lord. 

Lear My Lord or Burgundy, -we. firft atidreffe towards you' 
Who with a King hath riuald for our daughter, 

What in the lead: will you require in prefent 
Dower with hcr,or ceafe your queft of loue > 

Kurg . Roiall Maiefty, I crauc no more then what 
Your Highneffe offered,nor will you tender lcfie ? 

Lear . Right noble Burgundy, whzn file was deare to vs, 
We did hold her fo.but now her price is fallen; 

Sir, there fhe Hands, if ought within that little 
Seeming fubftance,or all of it with our difpleafurepeee’ft, 
And nothing elfe may fitly like your Grace, 

Shee’s there, and flic is yours. 

Burg.\ know no anfwer. 

£*4r.Sir,will you with thofe infirmities file owes* 
Vnfriended,new adopted to our hate, 

Couered with our curfe,and ftranger’d with our oath, 

Take her or leaue her. 

ZJwg.Pardon me royall fir,ele6fcioii makes not vp 
On fuch conditions. 

.LearJThcn leaue her fir,for by the power that made me, 

I tell you all her wealth . For you great King, 

I would not from your loue make fuch a ftray. 

To match you where I hate,therefore befeech you, 

• To auert your liking a more worthier way, 

Then on a wretch whom Nature isafiiam’d 
Almoft to acknowledge hers. 

* T?w. 
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The JilBory of King Leaf. 

Fr^.This is moft ttrange, that five tharcucnbutnow 

Was your beft obie<ft,the argument ofyourpraife, 

Balme of your age,moft beft.mofi deereft. 

Should in this trice of time commit a thing 
So monftrous.to difinantle fo many foulds of fauour. 

Sure her offence muft beof fuch vnnaturall degree. 

That monftcrs it,or you for voucht affections 
Falne into taint,which to beleeuc of her 
Mufi be a faith that reafon without miracle 
Could neuer plaint in me. ' 

fird.l yet befeech your Maiefiy, • .i : ’ 

If for I wantthat glib and oily Aft; > : 

To fpeake and purpofe not,fince whatlwell intend, 
lie do’t before Ifpeake, that you may know 
It is no vicious blor,murder,or fouleneffe. 

No vncleane adion or difliononred ftep 
That hath depriu’d me of your grace and fauour. 

But euen for want of that,for which l am rich, 

A ftill foliciting eye, and fuch a tongue. 

As I am glad I haue not,though not to haue: it. 

Hath loft meinyour liking. 

Lear-Go to.goe to.better thou hadfi not bene b<?rne, f ; , 
Then not to haue pleas’d me better. 

Fran . Is it no more but this.a tardinefle in nature. 

That often leaues the hiftory vnfpokc that it intends to do. 

My Lord of Burgundy, vih&t fay you to the Lady ? r. 

Loue is not loue when it is mingled with refpeCts that fiands 
A loofe from the entire point, will you haue her ? 

She is her felfe and dower. 

^rg'.Royall L^r.giue but that portion 
Which your felfe propos’d, and here I take ; 

fordcha by the h.ind,Ducchefle of Burgundy. 

£>Mr.Nothing,I haue fworne. ... 

Burg.l am forry then you haue fo loft a father. 

That you muftlofe a husbanA _ . 

£W.Peace be with Burgundy , fince thatrefpe&s 
Of fortune are his louc,I fhall not be his wife. . , . 

B - Fran, 
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The Blttorj of King leaf. 

Fnm.Faireft firdelia.thit art moft rich being poore, 

Moft choife forfaken,tnd moft loued defpis’d. 

Thee and thy vertues hecre I feize vpon, 

Be it lawfull I take vp what’s caftaway. 

Gods, Gods ! tis ftrange, that from their coid’ft negle&. 

My loue fhould kindle to enflam’d refpeft, 

Thy dowrelefle daughter King.throwne to thy chance. 

Is Quecne of vs,of ours, and our faire France : 

Not all the Dukes in watrilh Burgundy, 

Shall buy this vnpriz’d precious maid of me. 

Bid them farwell Cordelia, though vnkinde 
Thou lofeft hcerc,a better where to finde. 

Lear .Thou haft her France , let her be thine. 

For wehaue no fitch daughter, nor fhalieuer fee 

That face of hers againe,thcrcfore be gone, (gundj. 

Without our grace, our loue,our benizon i come noble 'Bur* 

Exit hear and 'Burgundy. 

Fran . Bid farwell to your lifters. 
fird.The Iewels of our Father, 

With walht eyes fir delta leaues you, I know you what you 4tt, 
And like a lifter am moft loth to call your faults 
As they are named,vfe well our Father, 

To your profelfed bofomes I commit him. 

But yet alaffe,ftood I within his grace, 

I would preferre him to a better place ; 

So farwell to you both, . — ' n - 

Gonorill. Prefcribe not vs our duties. 

Began. Let your ftudybeto content your Lord, 

Who hath receiu’d you at Fortunes almes, 

You haue obedience fcanted. 

And well are worth the worth that you haue wanted. 

CW.Time lhali vnfold what pleated cunning hides. 

Who couers faults, at laft lhame them derides : 

*$rra&** 1 mu**** 

G«».Sifter,itis not alittlelhaueto fav, 

'Of what moft neerely appertaincs to v s both,- j 
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7he Hifiory of King Lear. 

1 thinke our father will hence to night, 

Feg.That’s moft certaine, and with you,next month with VJ, 

• Con. You fee how full of changes his age is, the obferuation 
we haue made of it hath not bcene little ; he alwaies loued our 
lifter moft, and with what poore iudgementhec hath now call 
her off,appeares too groffe. 

Reg. Tis the infirmity of his age, yet he hath eucr but den- 
derly knowne himfelfe, 

Gono. Thebeftandfoundcftof his time hath bin but ralh, 
then muft we looke to recciue fro his age,not alone the imper- 
fection of long ingrafted condition.but therwithal vnruly wai- 
wardnes,that inlirme and cholcricke ycares bring with them. 

&g.Suchvnconftantftarsarewe like to haue from him, as 
this of Kents bani/hment. 

gono . There is further complement of leaue taking between 
Trance and him, pray lets hit togcther,if our Father cary autho- 
rity withfuch difpofitionsas hebearcs, this laft furrender of 
his will but offend vs. 

Regan. We lhall further thinke on’t. 

< 7 <w.Wemuft do fomething,and it’h heate. Exeunt. 

Enter Baftard folus. 

.B<iy?.Thou Nature art my Goddelfe, to thy law my feruices 
are bound, wherefore fhould I ftand in the plague of cuftome, 
andpermit the curiofity of Nations to depriuemeifor that I ana 
fome i a.or 14. moone-fhines lag ofa brother.- why baftard ? 
wherefore bafe,when my dementions are as well compaCi, my 
minde as generous, & my fhape-astrue as honeft madams iffue, 
why brandthey vs with bafe, bafe baftardy ? who in the lufty 
Health of nature.take more compofition and fierce quality, then 
doth within a ftale dull lied bed, goe to the creating of a whole 
tribe of fops got tweene fleepe and wake ; well the legitimate 
Edgar, I muft haue your land, our Fathers loue is to the baftard 
Edmund, as to the legitimate : well my legitimate, if this letter 
fpeed,and my inuehtion ihnae,Edmund the bafe Avail tooth’le- 
gitimate : I grow,I profper.now Gods ftand vp for Baftards. 

Enter Glocefter, 

Gloji. Kent baniQu thus, and France in choller parted, and 
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the King gone to night,£ubferib’d his power, confined to ex. 
hibitibuj&ii'this done vpoh the gad j Edrnmd^o w n o w , vvh at 
newes?- • » 

'Baft. So plcafe your Lordfhip,none. 

Gloft. .Why fo earneftly feeke you to put vp that letter > 
S47?. I know no newes, my Lord,- 
- Clo. What. paper were you reading ? 

^.Nothing my Lord. 

Gloft i No; what needs then that terrible difpatch of it into 
your pocketjthe quality of nothing hath not i’uch need to hide 
itfelfejletsfeejcome if icbenothing 1 fhal not need fpe&ades. 

Baft. I ibefeech you fir pardon me,it ! is a Letter from my bro- 
ther,that I haue not all ore read, for fo much as I haue perufed, 
I finde it not fit for your liking. 
gieft.Giue me the letter fir. 

Baft. I fit all offend, either to detaine or giue it, the contents 
as in part I vnderftand them,are too blame. ■ :i: 

Glo.Lets fee. Lets fee. 

Baft. I hope for my brothers iuftification, he wrote this but 
asaneCfay,ortafteofmy vertue. A Letter. 

Gloft. This policy of age makes the world bitter to the beft 
©four times, keepes our fortunes from vs till our oldneffe can- 
not rellifh them, I begin to finde an idle and fond bondage in 
the oppreffion of aged tyranny, who fwaies not as it hath pow- 
er, but as it is fuffered, come to mee, that of this I may fpeake 
more ; if our Father would fleepe till I wakt him, you fhouid 
.enioyhalfe his reuenew for euerj andliuethe belouedof your 
bfoither Edgar. 

H um,confpiracy,flept till I wakt him, you. fhouid enioy halfc 
his reuenew : my fonne Edgar t had he a hand to write this, a hart 

and braineto breed it in ? when came this to you,who brought 

. - • \ - 

It ? •' , ' • 

Baft. It was not brought me.my Lord, there’s the cunmng 
of it,I foundit throwric in at the cafcment of my Clofet . :■> 
Gloft. You know the carratlcr to be your brothers ? 

Baft. If the matter were good, my Lord,Idurft fweareit 
were his, but in refpedt of that, I would faine think it were not. 
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Cleft. Is it his? ■ : 

Baft. It is his hand my Lord, but I hope his heart is not in 
the contents. 

Gloft. Hath he neuer hceretofore founded you in this bufi- 
neffe ? 

Baft. Neuer my Lord, but I haue often heard him maintaine 
it to be fir, that fomies atperfic ag i- and fathers declining, bis 
father flbould be as Ward to the fonne, and the fonne mannage 
the reuenew. 

g/oft.O villainc,villaine,his very opinion in the Letter, ab- 
horrid villaine;vnnaturall detefted bruitifh villaine, worfe then 
bruitifh go fir feeke him} I, apprehend- hitn, abbominable vil. 
lainejwhere is be? ■" '-dr ~ jjotfltn/h - • 

Baft. I do not well know my Lord, if it fh&ll pleafe you to 
fufpendyour indignation againftmy brother, till you eande* 
riue from him better teftimony of this intent, you fhal runnne a 
certain? courfe, where if you violently proceediagainft him,mi- 
ftaking hispurpofe, it would makea great gap in your owne 
honour,and /hake in pecces the heart of his obedience, I dare 
pawne downe my life for him, hee hath wrote this to feele my 
affedhon to your Honour, and to no further pretence of danger, 
t//0/?.Thinke you fo ? : - • l wrr,.; .• 

Baft. If your Honour iudge it meete, I will place you where 
you (hall heare vs conferre ofthis.and by an aurigular afiurance 
haue your fatisfadiion, and that without any further delay then 
this very eucning, i u • 

Gloft Mt cannot be fuch amonftcr.N.' afpi. !jr , v50 ;;, v , 

. 1 R*/?,Norisnotfiire. 

Gloft'. To his' father, that fo tenderly and entirety loueshim : 
heauen and earth! Edmund feeke hinvout,winde me into him, I 
pray you frame your bufines after your o.wne wifcdome,I wold 
vnftate my felfe ro be in a due refolution. . 

Baft.lOazW feeke him fir pr.efently,conuey the bufihefie as I 
fliall fee meanes.and acquaint you withali., J ? . , « 

G/e.Thefe late Eclipfes in the Sunne and Moone, portend no 
good to vs,though the wifedome of nature can reafon thus and 
thus, yet nature findes it felfe fcourg’d by the fequent effect $, 
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loue cooles,friendfhip fals off, brothers diuide, in Cities mutl. 
nies,in Countries difcqrds, Pallaces treafon, the bond cradtt 
betwcene fonne and father ; finde out this Yiilaine,, Edmunds 
{hall lofe thee nothing, do it carefully; and the noble and true 
hearted Kent bani(ht,his offence honeft ; ftrange,ftrange ! 

S*/?.This is the excellent foppery of the world, that when we 
are ficke in Fortune, often the futfet of our owne behauiour, 
we make guilty of our difafters,the Sunne,the Moone, and the 
ftars, as if we were villaincs by neceffity, fooles by heauenly 
compulfion,knaues,thecues,and trecherers by fpirituall predo. 
minance,drunkards.liars,and adulterers by an enforc’d obedi. 
ence ofplanicary influence,and all that we are euill in, byadi- 
uine thrufting on, an admirable euafion of whore-matter man, 
to lay his goatifh difpofition to the charge of ftars ; my Father 
compounded with my Mother vnder the Dragons taile, &my 
natiuity was vnder Krfa maiorfto that it followes I am rough & 
lecherous ; Fut,I fhould.hauc beene that Lam, had the maiden, 
left ftarre of the Fifnament twinckled on my baftardy ; Eigtr, 
Enter Edgar. 

Sc out he comes like the Cataftrophe of the old Comedy, mint 
isvillanous melancholy, with a figb like them of 'Bedlam ; 0 

thefe Ecdipfes do portend thefe diuifions. 

Edgar. How now brother Edtnmdj what ferious cofiteropk 

tion are you in? , , 

Baft. I am thinking brother of a predi&ion I read this other 

day, what ftiould follow thefe Ecdipfes. 

Edp.Doe you butte your felfc about that } 

•Baft. I promife you the effects he writ of,fucceed vnhappily, 
as ofvnnaturalneffe betweene the childe and the parent, deat , 
dearth,diffolutions of ancient armies, diuifions in 
ces and malediaions againft King and Nobles, nee dle ^^' 
dcnces, banifhment of friends,diffipationof Cohorts.n p 
breaches, and I know nottwhar. : . 

£*fr.How long haue you bin a fe&ary Afttonomicali t 
Taft . Come, come,when faw youmy fatherlaft ? 

Edg. Why the night gone by. 

Baft.Spzkc you with him ? ^, 0 

' 
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£^.Two houres together. 

Baft. Parted you in good tearmes ? found you no difpleafure 
in him by word or countenance ? 

Edg. None at all. 

! Baft . Bethinkeyourfelfe wherein you may haue offended 
him,and at my entreaty, forbeare his prefence, till fome little 
time hath qualified the heate of his difpleafure, which at this 
inftanr fo rageth in him,that with the mifchiefe of your petfon 
ft would fcarfe allay. 

Edg.Somt villaine hath done me wrong. 

Baft. That’s my fcare brother, I aduife you to the beft, goe 
arm’d, I am no honeft man if there be any good meaning to- 
wards you,I haue told you what Ihaue feen & heard,but faint- 
ly, nothing like the image and horror of it; pray you away. 
^r.Shall I heare from you anon ? Exit Edgar . 

Baft. I do fcrueyou in this bufineffe: 

A credulous Fathcr,and a brother noble, 

Whofe nature is fo farrc from doing harmes. 

That he fufpedfs none, on whofe foolifh honefty 
My pra&ifes ride eafie,I-fee the bufineffe. 

Let me if not by birth, haue lands by wit. 

All with me’s meere,that I can fafhion fit. Exit . 

Enter Gonortll and a gentleman. 

Gon. Did my Farher ftrikemy gentleman for chiding of his 
foole? 

Gent. Yes Madam. 

gon. By day and night he wrongs me, 

Euery houre he flafhes into one groffe crime or other. 

That fets vs all at od$,Ile not endure it ; 

His knights grow riotous, and himfelfc vpbraids vs 
On euery trifle when he returnes from hunting, 

I wiLLnot fpeake with him,fay I am ficke, 

Ifyou comb flacke of former feruices, 

Fou fhall do well, the fault of it lie anfwer. 

Gent.Hees comming Madam, I heare him. 

Gon, Put on what weary negligence you pleafe,you and your 
fellovv-feruants,Ide haue it come in queftion, ifhe diflike n,let 
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him to our fiftcr, whofc'mmde & mine I know in that are one, 
U.ot to be ouer-rulde; idle oldeman that ftill would manage 
ti\ofe authorities that he hath giuen away, now by my life olde 
fooles are babes againe, and muft be v fed with check es as flat, 
teries.whenthey are feene abus’d, remember what I tell you. 
Gent.Vciy well, Madam. 

Gon. And let his Knights haue colder lookes amongyoii, 
what growes of it no matter, aduife your fellowcs fo, 1 would 
breed from hence occafions,and I (hall, that I may fpeake, lie 
write ftraigheto my fifterto hold my very courle ; goeprepare 

for dinner. Exfti '■ 

o Enter Kent* 

£e»if but as well I other accents borrow, thatcan my fpeech 
defufe,my good intent may carry through it felfe to that fulif- 
fue for which I raizd my likeneffe; now banifht Ken f.iftbou 
canft ferue where thou doft ftand condcmn’d.thy uufter whom 

thou loueft, (hall finde the full of labour. 

Enter Lear* r i , ■ - • . ,* t . 

Lear. Let me not ftay a iot for dinner, goe get it ready : how 
now,what art thou { 

Kent.h. man fir, 

Lear. What doft thou profefle ? what wouldft thou with vs . 
Kent. I doe profeffe to bee no leffe then I feetpe to lerue bra 
ftruely that wil put me in truft,to loue him that is honeft, to con- 
uerfe with him that is wife and faies little, to feare ludgement, 
to fioht when I cannot chufe,and to eate no fifh. 

Lear. Wh^x art thou ? • ' 

Kent. A very honeft hearted fellow,and as poore as the King* 
Lear.Vc thou be as poore for a fubie&,as he is for aking,tnou 

art poore enough, what wouldft thou? 

KentStxmcc. Lear. Who wouldft thoufetu e? 

Kent. Yon. Lear. Dob thou know me fellow- 

.Krwr.No fir,but you haue that in your countenance, 

' I would faine cali Matter. 

Lear. What’s t hat ? Kent. Authority. 

Lear. Whzt feruices canft thou do ? , 

Kent. I can keepe honeft counfaile, ride, run,marre a 
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tale in telling it, and deliuer a plainemeflsge bluntly .that which 
ordinary men are fit for, I am qua - ' iic4*n^T»d the beft bf me, is 
diligence, " * 

Lear.Howv old art thou ? 

fowf.Not fo young to loue a vfibm m for finging, nor fo old to 
dote on her for any ching,I haue arc* on my backe forty eight, 

Lf<jr.Follow me,thou (halt ferue me, if I like thee no worfe 
after dinner, I will not part from thee yet; dinner hb, dinner, 
where’s my knaue.my foole, goe you and call my foole hether, 
you firra,where’s my daughter i 
Enter Steward. 

StereardSo pleafe you . 

Lear. W hat faies the fellow there ? call the clat -pole backe, 
where’s my foole ? ho, I thinke the world’s afleepe, ho\v now, 
where’s that mungrell ? 

Kent. He faies my Lord,your daughter is not well. 

Lear. Why came notthe flaue backe to me when I call’d him ? 

Semant . Sir, he anfwered me in the roundeft mannner , bee 
would nor. 

Lear. He would not ? 

SernantMy Lord,I know not what the matter is, but to my 
iudgement/your HighncfTc is not entertain’d with that ceremo- 
nious affe&ion as you were wont, there’s a great abatement ap- 
peals as well in the gencrall dependants.as in the Duke himfelfe 
alfo, and your daughter. 

Lear. H a,faift thou fo ? 

Seruant.l befeech you pardon me my Lord, if I be miftaken, 
for my duty cannot be filent, when 1 thinke your HigHneffe is 
wrong’d. 

Lear. Thon but remembreft me of mine tiwne conception, I 
haue perceiued a moft faint neglc& of late, which I haue rather 
blamed as mine owne iealous curiofity, then as a very pretence 
and purport of vnkindnes ; I will look further into it,but where 
this foole ? I haue not feene him this two daies. 

Semant. Since my young Ladies going into Trance fir, the 
foole hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that, I haue noted it, goe you and tell my 
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daughter,! would fpeake with her, go you call hither my fool* • 
O you fir, you fir,come you hither, who am I fir? 

StewMy Ladies Father. , 

Lear .My Ladies father, my Lords knaue,you whorefon doe 
you flaue,you currc. e ’ 

Stetv.1 am none of this my Lord,I bcfeech you pardon me. 
Lear Do you bandy Iookcs with me you rafcall ? 

Ste j*\Ile not be ftrueke my Lord. 
iCew/.Nor tript neither.you bale football plaier. 

' Lear. I thanke thee fellow, thou feru’ft me, and ile loue thee, 
Kent. Come fir,ile teach you differences,away, away,ify 0 u 
will meafure your lubbers length againe,tarry, but away, you 
baue wifedome. 1 

Lear. Now friendly knaue I thanke thee, there’s earned of 
thyferuice. 

Enter Foote. 

JWe.Letmehirehim too, here’s my coxcombe. • ;j 

LearMow now my pretty knaue,how doft thou? 
F<»e/e.Sirra,you were beft take my coxcombe. 

Kent. Why Foole ? 

Foote. Why for taking ones, part that’s out of fauour, nay and 
thoucanft not fmile as the winde fits, thou’t catch colde fhottly, 
there take my coxcombe; why this.fcllow hath baniibttwoof 
his daughters,, and done the third a blelfing againft his will, if 
thou follow him, thou muft needs wcare my coxcombe, how 
now nunckle,wouId I had tworcdxcombcs, and two daughters. 
X<<tfr.Why my bey?: . -d- v tW • • ■ • - ^ 

Foole.lf 1 gauc them any lining, idekeepemy coxcombe ffij 

felfe,thercs mine, beg another-.of thy daughters. 

JEwriTake heed, firra.the whip., 

FWe.Truthis,adogthatmufttokennell, hemuft bee whip! 
<out,when Lady oth’e brach may ftand by the fire and ftinke. 
Lear. A peftilentgull to me.,, 
F<M/<?,Sirra,ileteachtheeafpeech. Lear Do. 

FtWe.Marke it Vnckle ; haue more then thou fhcweft,fpe J h 
Mfe then thou kno weft, lend lelfe thenthouoweft, ride.more 

then 
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thou goeft, learne more then thou troweft, fet lefie then thou 
tbroweftjleaue thy drinkc and thy whore, and keepein adoore, 
and thou lhalt haue morc,then two tens to a fcore, 

Lwr.This is nothing foole. 

Foote Then like the breath of an vnfeed Lawyer,you gauc me 
nothing for it ; can you makenovfe ofnothing Vncle? 

Lear. Why no boy,nothing can be made out ofnothing* 

FWe.Prethec tell him,fo much the rent of his land comes to, 
he will not beleeue a foole. 

2>4r. Abitcer foole. 

FooleDoft thou know the difference my boy,betweenc a bit- 
ter foole, and a fwcete foole. 
v Lear. No lad 9 teach me. 

Foote. That Lord that counfaild thee to glue away tby Land. 
Come place him hecre by me, do thou for him ftand, 
Thefweeteand bitter foole will prefently appearc. 

The one in motley here, the other found out there. 

Ze<tr.Doft thou call me foole boy ? 

Foole. A1 thy other Titles thou haft giuen away jthat thou wall 
borne with. 

Kent .This is not altogether foole my Lord. 

Foole. No faith. Lords and great men will not let me, if I had 
a monopolie out,they would haue part on’t,and lodes too, they 
will not let me haue all foole to my felfe.thei’l be fnacching; giue 
me an egge Nuncklc.and ilc giue thee two crownes. 

Lear. What two crownes (hall they be r 

Foole.W hy after I haue cut the egge in the middle and cate vp 
the mcate.the two crownes of the egge : when thou cloueft thy 
crowne in the middle, and gaueft away both parts, thou boreft 
thy afle on thy back ore the dirt, thou hadft little wit in thy bald 
crowne, when thou gaueft thy golden one away ; if Ilpeak like 
my felfe in this, let him be whipt thatfirft findes it fo, 

Fooles had nere lelfe wit in a yeare. 

For wife men are growne foppilb. 

They know not howtheir wits do weare, 

Their manners are fo apilh. 

Lear. When were you wont to be fo full pf fongs firra ? 

C a Foote* 
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Foote. I haue vfed it Nuncle,cuer fince thou mad’ft thy daueh 
ters thy mother, for when thou gaueft them the rod, and pLj 
downe thine owne breeches.then they for fudden ioy did weep 
andlforforrowfung, that fuchaKing fliould play bo-peepe’ 
and goe the fooles among : prethee Nunckle keepe a fchoole’ 
matter that can teach thy foole to lie, I would faine learne to lie 

Lear. If you lie,wee’l haucyou whipt. 

Foote. I maruell what kin thou and thy daughters are, they’l 
haue me whipt for fpeaking true, thou wilt haue mee whipt for 
lying ,and fometime I am whipt for holding my peace,I had ra- 
ther be any kinde of thing then a foole, and yet I would not bee 
thee Nunckle, thou haft pared thy wit a both fidcs, and left no- 
thing in the middle j hecre comes one of the parings. 

Enter Gonoritl. 

Lear. How now daughter,what makes that Frontlet on 
M e-thinkes you are top much alate it’h frowne. 

Foole. Thou waft a pretty fellow when thou hadftnoneedeto 
care for her frowne, thou, thou art an O without a figure, lam 
better then thou art now,I am afoole,thou art nothing, yes for. 
footh I will hold my tongue, fo your face bids me, though you 
fay nothing. 1 

Mum,mum,he that keepes neither cruft nor crum. 

Weary of all,ftiall want fome.That’s a ftieald pefcod. 

Gok. Not oncly fir this, your all-licenc’d' foole, hut other of 
your infolent retinue do hourcly carpeandquarrell, breaking 
foorth in ranke and (not to be endured riots) Sir, I had thought 
by making this well knownevnto you, tohauefound afafere- 
drefle,but now grow fearefull by what your felfc roo late haue 
fpoke and done, that you proteft this courfe,and put on by youc 
allowance, which if you fhould,the fault would not fcape cen- 
fure,nor the redrelfe fleepe, which in the tender of a wholefome 
weal,might in their working do you that offence,that elfe wete 
fhame,thatthen neceflity mutt call difereete proceedings. 

Foole . For you trow Nuncle, the hedge-fparrow fed the Coo. 
kow fo long, that it had it head bit off beit young, fo out went 
the Candle,and wc were left darkling, 

Lear. Ate you our Daughter i 

Cait 
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Gonorill. Come fir, I would you would make vfe of that good 
wifedome whereof I know you are fraught, and put away thefe 
difpofitions, that of late transforme you from what you rightly 

arC# 

FooleMay not an Afie know when the Cart drawes the horfe, 

whoop lug I loue thee. _ . 

Lear. Doth any here know me i why this is not Lear ; doth 
Lear walke thus ? fpeake thus ? where arc his eics, cither his no- 
tion, weakneffe, or hisdifeernings are lethergy, deeping or wa- 
king’; ha'.fure tis not fo, who is it that can tell me who I am? 
Lears fhadow ? I would learne that, for by the markes of foue- 
raignty,knowledge,& reafon, I fliould be falfe perfwaded 1 had 
daughters. 

Foole. Which thcy,will make an obedient Father. 

Z-e.Your name faire gentlewoman ? 

Gon.C ome fir.this admiration is much of the lauour ofother 
your new ptankes ; I do befeech you vnderftand my purpofes a- 
right.asyou are old and reuerend,you fliould be wife,hccre doe 
you keepe one hundred Knights and Squkes,men fo difordered, 

deboy ft and bold, that this our Court infe&edwith their 
manners, ftiewes like a riotous Inne, epicurifme and luft make 
more like aTauerne or Brothell, then a great Pallace,the fbame 
it'felfe doth fpeake for inftant remedy, bee thou defired by her, 
that elfe will take the thing fhc begs, a little to difquantity your 
traine,and the remainder that fhall ftill depend, to be fuch men 
as may befort your age,and know themfelues and you, 

Le^r.Darkneffe andDiuelsj faddle my horfes, call my traine 
together, degenerate baftard,ile not troublethee; yet haue I left 
a daughter. 

Gonfi ou ftrike my people, and your difordered rabble, make 
feruants of their betters. 

Enter ‘Duke. 

Lear. Vie that too late repent’s vs ; O fir, are you come ? Is it 
your will that wc prepare any horfes,ingratitude ! thou marble- 
hearted fiend.more hideous when thou ftieweft thee in a childe, 
then the Sea-monfler, detefted kite, thou leffen my jtraine and 
men of chpife and rareft parts, that all particulars of duty know, 
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The History of King Lear. 

and in the moft exa& regard, fupportthe worfhippesof cheir 
name,0 moft ftnall fault, how vgly didft thou in Cordelia (hew 
that like an engine wrenchtmy frame of nature from the fixt 
place, drew from my heart all loue,& added to the gall ; 6 Ltar 
Lear ! beate at this gate that let thy folly in, and thy deareiud*’-' 
mentout.goe,goe, my people? ... 0 

Duke. My Lord,I am guilcleffc as I am ignorant, 

Lear. It may be fo my Lord, harkciV^re, heare deereGod- 
deffe.fufpend thy purpofe, if thou didft intend to make this cre- 
ture fruitefuli,into her wombe conuey fterility,dry vp in her the 
Organs ofencreafe, and from her derogate body neucrfpringa 
babe to honor her; if (he muft tecm.crcate herchildeoffpleen 
that it may Iiue and be a thourt difuetur’d torment to her, let it 
ftampe wrinckles in her brow ofyouth,with accent teares, fret 
channels in her cheekes, turne all her mothers paines and bene, 
fits to laughter and contempt, that fhee may feele,how (harper 
then a ferpencs tooth it is, to haue a thankleffe childe, goe,goe, 
my people ? 

Duke.Now Gods that we adore,whcreof comes this ! 

Goa.Neucr affli&your felfe to know the caufc,butlet hisdjf. 
pofition haue that fcope that dotage giues it. 

XfW'.What, fifty of my followers at a clap, within a fortnight? 

Dttkf. What is the matter fir i 

Lear. He tell thee, life and death ! I am afham’d that thou 
power to (bake my man-hood thus, that thefe hot teares that 
breaks from me pcrforce,fliould make the worft blafts and fogs 
vpon the vntender woundings of a fathers curfe, perufe euery* 
fence .about the oldefond eies,be-weepc this caufe/againf; fie 
pluckc you ouc, and you caft with the waters that you rnaketo 
temper clay, yea, is it come to this ? yet haue I left a daughter, 
whom I am fure is kindc and comfortable, when (he (hall heare 
this of thee, with her nailes fiiee’l fley thy woluilh vifage, thou 
(halt gride that ile refume the (hape, which thou doeft thinke I 
haue caft off for euer,thou (halt I warrant thee. Lxit, 

Gon.Do you marke that my Lord ? 

Dtiked cannot be fo partial! Gornill to the great louc I beare 
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The History of King Lear. 

Gw.Cotne lir,no more j you,more knaue then foole,after your 
mafter. 

Toole. Nuncle Lwr.Nuncle Lear , tarry and take the foole with 
a fox when one has caught her,and fuch a daughter, (hould furc 
to the (laughter, if my cap would buy a halter, fo the foole fol- 
lowcs after. 

Gw.What Ofrvald, ho, 

O/JtWd.Heere Madam. 

Go».What,haue you writ this letter to my filler ? 

Ofvr. Yes Madam. 

Gw.Take you fome company ,and away to horfe, informe her 
full of my particular fearcs,and thereto adde fuch reafons of your 
owne,as may compa& it more, get you gone, and afteryourre- 
turne ■ ■■ - -now my Lord, this mildie gentlenefle and courfe of 
yours though I diflike not,yet vndcr pardon y’are much more a-> 
lapt want of wifcdome,thcn praife for harmfull mildneffe. 

Duke. How farre your cies may pierce I cannot tell, 

Striuing to better ought, we marre what’s well, 

0».Nay then 

* D«^f.Well,well,the euent, Exit, 

i . ^ 

Enter Lean Kent , and Foole. 

•> Lear. Go yon before to Glocefier with thefe Letters,acquaint 
m^r daughter no further with any thing you know, then comes 
from her demand out ofthe Letter, ify our diligence be notfpee- 
dic,I (hall be there before you. 

• Kent. I will not fleepc my Lord, till 1 haue deliuered your let- 
ter. Exit . 

Foole IK a mans braines were in his h celes, wert not in danger 
ofkybesf Lear.lboy. 

Foole J hen I pretheebe mcrry,thy wit (hall nerc go (lip(hod, 

Lear. Ha,ha,ha. 

Foote. Shalt fee tby other daughter will vfe thee kindly, for 
though (he is as like this jas acrabbe is like an apple, yet 1 con, 
what I can tell. 

Lear. Why what canft thou tell my boy ? 

Foole. , Shce’l tafte as like this, as a crab doth to a crab ; thou 
' — - canft 
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The History of King Lear, 

canft not tell why ones nofc dands in the middle of his face ? 
Lear. No. 

Toole. Why to keep his eyes on either fide his nofe, that what 
a man cannot fmell out,he may fpy into. 

Lear. I did her wrong ! 

Foole. Canft tell how an Oyder makes his (hell. 

Lear. No. 

Foole. Nor I neyther ; but I can tell why a fnayle has ahoufc, 
Lear. Why ? 

Foole. Why to put his head in, not to giue it away vntohis 
daughccr,and leaue his homes without a cafe. 

Lear . I will forget my nature, fo kinde a father ; bee my horfes 
ready* 

Foole.Thy Affes are gone about them ; the rcafon why thefe- 
uen ftarres are no more then feuen,is a pretty rcafon. 
Lear.Bcczuit they are not eight. 

Foole, Yes, thou wouldft make a good foole. 

Lear. To tak’t againe perforce ; monfter,ingratitude ! 
To»le.\( thou wert my foole Nuncklc, Idc haue thee beatta 
for being olde before thy time. 

Lear. How’s that? 

FWc.Thou fhouldd not baue heene olde, before thou hadft 
beenewife. 

Lear . Oletme noebemadfweeteheauen! Iwouldnotb« 
mad.keepe me in temper, I would not bee mad j are the Hoifts 
ready? 

Servant .Ready my Lord. 

Lear. Come boy. * xit ‘ 

Foole . She that is maid now, and laughs at my departure, 

Shall not be a maid long, except things be cut (hotter. 

CtXit i 

Enter Ballard, and fitran meetes him. 

Baft. Saue thee Curan. 

Cur an. And you fir, I haue beene with your father, and g'“f" 
him notice, thattheDukeof Cornwall and his Dutchffie wil 
here with him tonight. 

Ball. How comes that ? 
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£>»vw.Nay I know not, you haue heard of the newes abroad, 
Imeane the whifperd ones, for there are yet but care-buffing ar- 
guments. 

Ay?.Not,T pray you what are they ? 

Cwv?«. You may then in time, fare you well fir. 

Exit. 

Baft. The Duke be here to night ! the better bed, this weaues 
it felfe perforce into my bufineffe, my father hath fet guard to 
take my brothcr,& Ibaue one thing of a quefie queftion, which 
Enter Edgar. 

muftaske breefeneffe and fortune help e ; brother a word, dif- 
cerid brorher I fay,my father watches, O die this place, intelli- 
gence is giuen where you are hid, you haue now thegoodad- 
uantage of the nighc, haue you not ipoken againft the Duke of 
Cornwall ought, hee’s coming hether now in the night,it’h hade, 
and Regan with him, . haue you nothing faide vpon his party a- 
gaind the Duke of Albaney, aduife your———. 

Edg. I am fure on’t not a word. 

Baftard. I hearc my father comming, pardon me in crauing,I 
mud draw my fword vpon you, feeme to defend your felfe, now 
quit you well, yeeld, come before my fatber.Iight heere. heere, 
die brother die,torches,torches,fo farwell ; fome-bloud drawne 
on me would beget opinion ofmy more fierce endeUor, Ihaue 
feene drunkards do more then this in fport { father, father, dop, 
dop,nohelpe? 

Enter Glocefter. 

G/p/.Now Edmund, wheitssxhz villaine? ; it • ! ■. 

Baft. Heere dood hc.in the darkejhis fharpe fworddut, warb- 
ling of wicked charmes,conhirihg the Moonc to dand his aufpi. 
ciousMidris. ..,j7j s0 

Gloft. But where is he? 

2<?/.tookefir,Ibleed; wotiwo'H.B^ 

gloft. Where is the v\\\imc,Edmtind? mid f .won jud i h> mo I 

£- 2 /?. Fled this way fir; when by no meanes hecouldU— 

G/<?y?.Purfuehim,goafcer,bynomeancs,what? 

'Baft. Perfwade me to the murder of your tordfliipV buVthac 
I toldc him the reuengide Gods, gainft Paraeicfes 'did-all thiir 
D _ thunders 
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thund ers bend* fpoke with how many fould and Strong a bond 
the child was hound to the father ; fir,in a fine, feeing how loth- 
ly oppofitc I flood to his vnnaturall purpofe, with fell motion 
with his prepared fword, he charges home my vnprouided bo- 
dy, launcht mine arme ; but when he faw my beft alarumd fpirits 
bold ia the quarrels right, rouzd to the encounter, or whether 
gafted by the noife I made,but fodaihly he fied. 

Cjlofi. Let him fliefarre,not in this Land (hall he remaine to . 
caught and found; difpatch, the Noble Duke my matter, my 
worthy Arch and Patron comes to night, by his authority I will 
prodaime it,that he which findes him (hall deferue our thankes, 
bringing the murderous cay tiffe to the (take, he that concedes 
hi'm,death. ... i • ' 

"Baft.W hen I diflwaded him from his intent, and found hint 
pight to do it,wtth curft fpecch I threatned to difeouer hin>; he 
replied,Thou vnpoflefting baftard, doft thou thinke,if Iwould 
ftand againft thee, could the repofure of any truft, vertue, or 
worth in thee make thy words faith’ d ? no; what Ilhould deny, 
as this I would, I, thogh thou didft produce my very chandler, 
ide turne it all to thy fuggeftion,plot,and damned pretence, and 
thou mutt make a dullard of the world, if they not thought the 
profits of my death were very pregnant and pocentialldpurresto 
make thee feeke it. 

Cjlofl . Strong and fattened villainc, 'would he deny his letter? 
I neuer got him: harke, the Dukes trumpets, I know not why he 
comes; all Ports ilebarre, the villaine (hal-l not fcape, the Duke 
mutt grant me that : bcfides,his pi<51ure I wli fend far andneere, 
that all the kingdome may Kaue note of him, andof tnyland, 
(loyall and naturall boy) ile worke the meanes to make thee ca- 
pable. 

Enter the 'Duke of fornwall. 

forn.Hov/ now my noble friend, fince I came hether, which 
I can call but now,l haue heard ftrange newes. 

Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too fliort which can 
purfue the offender; how doft my Lord ? 

G’/oy?.Madam,my old heart is crakt,is crakr. 

^e/.What,did my fathers godfon feeke your life ? he whom 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE King Lear (STC 22293) LONDON, 1608 



The History oftirtgledr, \ 

my father named your Edgdr ? 

Gltfi.l Lady,Lady,(hanne would haue it hid. 

Reg. Was he not companion with the r/otous Knights that 
tends vpon my father ? 

Gloft.\ know not Madam, tis too bad,too bad. 

Baft.Ycs madam, he was. 1' ' ' ’ 

2?(rg.No maruaile then though he were ill affe&ed, 

Tis they haue put him on the old mans death. 

To haue thefe and watte of this his reuenues : 

I haue this prefent euening from my fitter 

Beene well inform’d ofthfem^and With fuch cautions. 

That if they come to foiourne at my houfe.ilc not be there. 

D#%.N o r 1 ,a(fu re thce Regan ; Edmund , I heard that you haue 
fliewne your father a child-like office. 

Baft.Tvias my duty fir. 

GloftMt did betray his praftifejand receiued 
This hurt you fee,ftriuing to apprehend him. 

Duke. Is he purfued ? 

Gfafi.l my goodLord. 

Duke. If he be taken, he (hall neuer more be feard of doing 
harmc,makc your owne purpofe how ilvmy ftrength you pleafej 
for you Edmund, whofe vertue and obedience doth this inftant 
fo much commend it felfc,you (hall be ours, natures of fuch deep 
truft,we (hall much need,you we firft feize on. 

Baft. I (hall ferue you truely,how cuer elfe. 

Cjloft. For him I t hanke your Grace. 

2)»%.You know not why we came to vifite you ? 
^(gjw.Thus out of feafon.threatning darke eidc night, 
Occafions noble Gloctfter of fome prize. 

Wherein we mutt haue vfe of your aduice. 

Our father he hath wtk.fo hath our fitter, 

Ofdefences,which I beft thought it fit. 

To anfwcr from our hand, the feuerall meflerigers 
From hence attend difpatch, tour good old friend. 

Lay comforts to your bofome,j & beftow your needfull counfcll 
To our bufinefle, which craucs the inftant- vfe. J 

Exit. 
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The i H'fftotj oj King Ledr. 

Qlo.l ferue you Madam, your Graces arc right Welcome. 

Enter Kent, and Steward. 

Steward.G ood euen to thee friend, art of the houfe ? 

Kent.l. 

Steward . Where may we fet our horfes?. 

Kent . In the mire.' 

^mv.Prcthee if thou loue me,tell me. 

Kent.l louethee not. , 

Stew. Why then I care notfbr thee. 

Kent.lf I had thee in Lipsbtrry pinfold, I would make thee care 
for me. 

..Srcw.Why doft thou vfemethus? I know thee not. 

Kent . Fellow 1 know thee. 

Stew. What doft thou know me for e 

Kent. A knaue, a rafcall, an eater of broken meates, a hale, 
proud, fhallow,beggerly, three flrewted hundred pound, filthy 
worfted-ftocken knaue, a lilly liuer’d a&ion taking knaue, a 
whorefon glade-gazing fuperfinicall rogue, one trunke inheri- 
ting flaue.one that would’ft be a baud in way of good feruicc,& 
art nothingbut the compofition ofaknaue, begger, coward; 
pander, and the fonne and heire of a mungrell bitch,wbom I will 
beate into clamorous whining, if thou deny the leaft tillable of 
the addition. 

Stew. What a monftrous fellow art thon, thus to raile on one 
that’s neither knowne of thee.nor knowes thee. 

^Tewr.What a brazen fa'c’ft varlet art thou,to deny thou know- 
eft me, isittwodaies agoc finccl beate thee, and.tript vpthy 
heeles before the King ? draw you rogue, for though it benight 
the Moon fhines.ilc make a fop of the Moone-fliinc a’you,draw 

you whorefon cullyonly barber-munger, draw. 

Stew-.kvnyji haue nothing to do with thee.; !■. : , v 

Kent.Dnw you rafcall,you bring Letters againft the King, 8t 
take Vanity the puppets part, againfl the royalty of herfather-, 
draw you rogue, or ile fo carbonado your lhankes,draw you ta k 
call, come your wayes. v > . > .) 

Stew. Helpe, ho,murthcr, helpc. 

Kent 
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Kent, Strike you flaue, (land rogue, ftand you neate flaue, 
ftrike. 

5rw.Helpe,ho,murther, helpe. 



Enter Edmund with his Rapier drawne , Ghcefter, the 
‘Duke and Dutchejfe. 



Tafi. How now, what’s the matter ? 

Ken. With you goodman boy, and you pleafe come, ile flealh 
you, come on yong matter. 

giefi. Weapons, armcs,what*sthe matter Here ? 

Duke . Keepe peace vpon your liues,he dies that ftrikes againq, 
what’s thematter ? 

Reg.Tbe meflengers from our fifter,and the King. 

Duke . Whars your dtfferc , ncc;fpcake ? 

Stew, l am fcarfe in breath my Lord.; 

Kent.No maruaile you haue fo beftir’d your valour, you co- 
wardly rafcall, nature difclaimes in thee,aTaylor madethee. 

Duke Thou art aftrange fellow, a Tay lour make a man. 

Kent. I, a tsiyI6urfir, a S tone-cutter; or a Painter could net 
haue made him fo ill^thbugh he had bene 1 but two houres at the 
trade. 

Gloft . Speake yet,how grew your quarrell ? 

Srnv.This ancient ruffian fir, whofe life I haue /par’d at fute 
of his gray-beard. 

iTc»f.Thou whorefon Zed, thou vnhece/Tary letter, my Lord 
if you will giue h/CTeaueU will tread this vtibdtilted villaiiie in- 
to morter, and daubethe wals of a Iaqucs with him ; fpare my 
gray-beard you wagtaile? 

Duke . Peace fir, you bcaftiy knaue-you haue no reulrence. 

Kent. Yes fir.but anger hasapriuiledge; 

Dr Why art thou angry ? * 

Kent . That fuch a flaue as this flioutd weare a fword. 

That wearcs no honcfty,fuch finding rogues as thefe, 

LikeRats oft bite thofe cordes in twatne, 

Which are to intrench, to inloofe fmooth euery pa/fioa 
That in the natures of their Lords rebell, 
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Bring oile to ftir,fnow to their colder moods, 
Rctieag,affirme,and turne their halcion beakes 
With euery gale and vary of their matters* 

Knowing nought like daies but following, , 

A pbgue.-vpp» yoa« Epelipticke vifage, 

Smoilc you my fpeechcs,as I were a foole ? 

Goofejif Ihadyouvpon Sarum Plaine, 

Ide fend you cackling home to Camulet. .* 

. £>«%. What, art thou mad olde fellow ? 

Clofi. How fell you out,fay chat ? 

Kent . No contraries hold more antipathy, ■ ;r . ■ ' 

Then I and fuch a knauc, 

2>«%. Why doft thou call him knatfe, what’s his offence? 
fO?»r.His countenance likes menot, 

Duke. No more perchance doth mine, or his, or hers, . 
JCe«f.Sir,tis my occupation to beplainy, • Vato/mrlr. h 
I haue feene better faces in my time, 

Thanftanjds on any fhoulder thatllee • 

Beforeme at this inttant, > 

Z)»<e.This is a fellow, who h^uing be^n«|ifd 
For bluntneffe, doth affedl afaucie ruffines, 1 oi mill oucif 
And conftraines the garb quite from his nature. 

He cannot flatter he,he mutt be plaine, -^ vw : 

He mull fpeake truth,aqd they will take it fo. 

If not hee’s plaine,thefe kinde of knaues I knoW| s 

\yhich in this plainneffe harbour more craft,.. ^ T . - 

And more corrupter ends',then tvyenty filly ducltiflg- fib- at 
Obferuants,that ftretch their duties nicely. 

Kent .Sir in good footh,or in fincere verity, 

Vndcr the allowance of your grand afpeft. 

Whofe influence like radiaitfire 

In flitkering frotic. ^ 

Duke. W hat meanft thou by this ? ... 

Kent. To go out ofmy dialogue which you ddcommd^ 
much; I know fir, I am no flatterer, he that beguildyou^ P 
accent, wasa plaine knaue, which for my part I vyu not > 6 

I ftiould win your difpleafure to entreate me to it. 
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Duke . What s the offence you gaue him? 

Stew. I neuer gaue him any,it pleafd the King his matter 
Very late to ftrike at me vj>on his mifconftru £tion. 

When he coniunS and flattering his difpleafure 
Tript me behinde, being downe,irifurtea,raild, 

And put vpoh him fuch a de3le of man,ftiat 
That worthied him, got praifes of the King, 

For him attempting who Was fclfe fubduea. 

And in the flechuent of this dread exploit, : . 

Drew on me hecre againe. 

Aic»f.Noncof thefe roges & cowards but A’/ox is their foole. 

i>»%.8ring foorth the'ftockes ho ? 

You ttubborne mifereant knaue;you Vnreuerent bragart, 

Wce’i teach you. 

Kent. I am too olde to learne,call not your ftockes for me, 

I feruc the King, on whofe imploiments I Was fent to you. 

You ftiould do ftnall refpc<5t,fliew too bold malice 
Againft the grace and perfon of my matter. 

Stopping his Mcflenger. 

Duke.Vetch foorth the ftockes ; as I haue life and honour^ 
There {hall he fit till nOone. 

&g.Till noone, tillhi'ght iny Lord 
Kent.Why Madam,if I vV ere your 
vfemefo. * ‘ ,,r ‘ r 

j?eg-.$ir,being his knaue,I will. 

Duke . This is a fellow ofthe fame naturc, 

Oar fitter fpeakesoff.comc.bring aWay the ftockes, 

Glofi.Let me befeech your Giace not to do fo. 

His fault is much,and the good Kibg His Mafterw " : " ; 

Will checke him for’t ; your purpold low correlation 
Is fuch,as bafeft and temneft wretches for pilfriiigs 
And mod common trefpaffcs are,ptiniiht with, 

TheKingmuft take it ill,that hee’s fo {lightly valued 
In his Mcflengcr, ftiould hade him thus rettraincct 
Duke.lle anfwcr that. 

^• M y fiftcr may rcceiue it much more worfe, 

Tohaue her gentlemaii abufccl, attainted 



,and all night too. 
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For following her affaires, put in his legs, 

Come my Lord,away. Exit. 

qiofi. I am forty for thee frkrid,lfytji« Dukjt? pleafurc. 
Whole difpofitibn all the world well knowes 
Will not be mbd nor ftopt.llc intreatc for thee. 

/Cflit.Pray you do not (tf,|.haue watchtand trapaild hard, 

Some time lfhall aeepcout,the reft lie whiftle, 

A good mans fortune may growoutathcelcs, 

Giue you good morrow. 

Clofi . The Duke’s tob blame in this.twill be ill tooke. 

£c»J.Good King, that muft approuc.the common law, 

Thou outof heauens b.enedi< 3 ion comeil 

To the Warme Sunnc. , UO v r n . 

Approach thou Ijeaconjo this vndcr-globe, _ . 

Thac by thy comfortable bearhes I may 
Perufe this letter.nothing almoft fees my wracke 
But mifery,Ikho'w tis from Cordelia, 

Who hath mod fortunately bene informed 

Of tny obfcuredcourfe.and lhall findetime 

From this cnormious ftate.ireeking to giue , , , ,, 

Loffes their remedies, all weary and, ouer-watpht, , 

Take vantage beauy eies not to behp}d . 

This fhamefull lodging; Fortune goodnight. 

Smile, once more turne thy wheelc. ffejltepet* 

Enter Edgar* 

£djpfr,lhearemy felfe proclaim'd, 

And by the happy hollow of a Tree, 

Efcapt the hunt.no Port is Free.no ptac* 

That guard.and nioft vnufall vigilence 
Doft not attend my taking while I may fcape, 

I will preferue my felfe, and am bethought 
To take the bafeft and moftpooreft fhape,. 

That euer penury in contempt of man. 

Brought necre to beaft ; my face ilc grime yyith filth, 

Blanket my loines,elfe all my hairc with knots, : ^ 
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And with prefented nakednes out-face 
The winde,and perfecution of the skie, ■ 

ThcCountry giuesmeproofeandprefident , 

Of Bedlambeggets, who with roring voices. 

Strike in their numb’d and mortified bare Atm.es, 

Pins, wooden prickpSjnailes, fprigs. of rofemary^ i 

And with this horrible obi,e<ft from low feruice, ! 

poorepcltingvillages,lheep-coates,and tfiilles. 

Sometime with lunaticke bans.fometime with praiers 

Enforce their charity, poore Tftrfygod,poote Tom, 

That’s fomething yet y £dgar I nothing am. r, ir.tr.. . Exit. 

l *;,\ :: ; 1 * •_ ; **. Of! f; . VVT • .G ; " r S'J J v h Hi ' . .K -■ *. 1 

Enter King y and a Knight. ; ‘«m:V r ? 

Lear.Tis ftrange that they Ihould fo depart from hence. 

And not fend backc my meflenger. 

Knight. As I learn’d.thc night before there was 
Nopurpofeof hisrempue. vi; ; J 

Haile to thee noble Mafter. • ' : 

Awr.How.mak’ft thou this ftiame thy paftime ? » 
F<»/f.Ha,ha,looke, he weares crewell garters, 

Horfes are tide by the heeles,dogs and beares 
By the nccke.munkies bv the loines, and men 
By the legs,when a man s ouer-lufty at legs, 
hen he weares wooden neather-ftockes. 
hear. What’s he, that hath fo much thy place miftooke tp fet 
thee here? ; ..i 

Kent.lt is both he and the, your fonne and daughter. , ; 

Awr.No. 

Kent. Yes. ... . ;,r i : ':i.: ."-h: : . . .tUty* 

hear. No I fay. 

Kent. I fay yea, 

A<Mr.No,no,they would not. ' : 

. ATifwr.Ycsithey hane. 

Lw.By /#/>&»* I fweare no, they durft not do it, T ... 

They would not, could not do it,tis worfe then murder. 

To do vpon refpeift fuch violent out-rage, 

Refolue me with allmodeft hafte, which way 

E Thou 
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TbeMUdiqtf King Lear. 

Thoumaifl-deferue,ort^^u^6feih{stfage» ,» 

Comming from vs. - 

Kent My Lord,v*fctoaufolr bbtfie" ; 

I did commend 

. Erel wasrifenfr-0mthe'pla4fiM!feff|ifl) , €Vved' iir, ' J) '...r'i 

My duty kneeUflgys«^thtfgWj^«l{|^>Pe^”f| 

Stewd in his haft*»halfe bf^h^flc ; patitin^ forth < , 

From Genorill his Miftris/almatidWs'^ X «T. r ' : 

peliuered fetters fpite-ofinteriniffion, ? 

Which prefently they rqadxortwhoffc <content$ 

They fummond vp their fneu,ftraight tooke horfe, 
Commanded me to follow,and attend the leifure 
Of their anfwer,gaue metold iookes. 

And meeting heere the other Meffenger, ; • X 

Whofe welcome I perceiu’d had poifoned mine. 

Being the very fellow* that of la'tlfc ■ f' >* i-.; r A 

Difplaid fo faweily againft your Highneflei ? hl lc • : ■>' 
Hauing more man then wit about nfe,drewj ; • 

He raifed the houle with loud and coward cries. 

Your fonne and daughter found this ttefpafle wbrth 
This fhame which here it fuffers. :drs<-.ttl7 , ' 

Lear. O how this mother fwels vp 1 toward my heart, 
Hiftoricapaffio downe thou climing forrow. 

Thy element’s below, where is this daughter? 

Kent. With the Earle fit within. 

Lfrfr.Follow me not,ftay there. 

2C»^f. lvIade>yo’u'no more offence thenwhatyou fpeakeof? 
A'tf«t.No,how chance the King comes with fo fmall a traine ? 
Foole. If thou hadft beene fet in the ftockes for that queftion, 
thou hadft well deferued it. 

ivcwf.Why foole ? ? 

Foole.Weel fet thee to fchooletoan Antyto teach thee tners 
no labouring in the winter, all that foHowrtheir nbfes,'are led by 
their eyes, buebliride men, and there’s not a nofearrionga hun- 
dred, bin cart fmell him that’s flincking ; let goe thy hold w en 
a great wheele runs downe a hill, leaft it breake thy necke wt 
following it, but the great one that goes vp the hil,let him draw 



TkHiftttytf 'Kj»g 

thee after.when a 

mineagaine, I would haqeaonerbuti^c^Ws fouQvk ifi fiecc a 
foole giues it.-,- ; : brus rino'l pHioymarfi bi^ylsnoloiqwoM 

•fm Sir that femes fir gaine, . ) 

yindfollevees but for former . - sqr . ; 

Wittpacke.vebe* it begins to raine, bill©*, i ; 

jindleaue thee in the Jlorme. ;■ ...dyr. <. . 

But I will tarry ytbefeole Willfioy; ; pi r . 
jindlettbe wife ft** • v madi jr - •••»! n-. • 

Thekpuue tmqeffoolttbAtrumes uwtyy: . .. ;i?hv 
Thffoqk.no Itfapopertty. : 

Ke»t.’ Where learnt, yoy^his foole?,/., 

Foole. Not in the ftockes, 

= .. :-0 f: >C j V : ?:;• I iv'O 

Enter Lear and Glocqftcr; 1 ! ?->« 

Lear. Deny to fpeake.with me ? th’are ficke,th arc weary. 
They traueld hard to night,meare luftice, 

I the images of reudltaitdflying-off, 

Fetch me a better anfwer. , 

GloftMy deare Lord, you [know thef^yj quality of the Duke, 
how vnremoueable and fix'theis iq hisowqecourfe. 

Leary 

ty ; why Glocejferfiloceficr, ide fp.eake with theDqke of Conie- 
F<*//,and his wife. 4 

Glofl.lmy good Lord.^.^.j'. _. ?f . ; ... 

Ltvir.Thc King would fpeakc wi,th^I??;?r)v<r/4the deare father 
Would with his daughter fpeake,cotqmands her feruicc, . 

Fiery Duke,tell the hot Duke that Lear t , , •».. , . ■. 

No but not yet, may be he is not well, , 

Infirmity, doth ftillpeg}e<& 5 a ! 4 office, ^here^p^urHealth 
Is bound, we arcuot our.fclues,when nature being oppreft, 
Commands thc/piqde 

To take the indifpofed and fidkly fit jfor the found man. 

Death on my date, wherefore {houldhelfitfiere? 

This a£e perfvvad«s ; me,thatthis relation o.ftheDuke&her 

. ’’ E a" Is 
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The nisi dry of King Lar\ 

Is praftifc.ondy'giuc me my fcruant foorth j 
TcU thcPukcind’s wifcille fpeake v^ith them 4 
Now prefently,bid them come forth and heare met 
Or at their chamber doore lie beate the drum, 

Till it cry fleepe to death, < - - , 

Glefi . I would haue all well betwixt you* 

Lear.O my heart ! my heart, i. • - v*. -■ • ’ ' '• % 

Foole. Cry to it Nuh.cfcle, as the Cockney did to the Eeles, 
■when (he put them vp i’th pafle aliue,fhe rapt vm ath coxcombs 
with a fticke,andcfyed dowrie wantons, downe; twashcrbro- 
ther,that in pure kindneffe to his hbrfc,butterd his hay. \ 

Snter Dttke and Regan, 

Lear .Good morrow to you both, 

Duke Haile to your Grace. 

Reg.l am glad to fee your Highnefle. 

Lear. Regan, you are, I know what reafon 
I haue to thinks fo ; if thoii (houldft not be glad, 

I would diuorce me from thy mothers toombe. 

Sepulchring an adultcreffe,yea,are you free ? 

Some other time for that.Beloued Regan, 

Thy lifter is naught,6 Regan fhe hath tied 
Sharpe tootlvd'Vrikiridrieffe, like a vuittirc Keere. , 

I can fcarfefp^lke tb thee;thou’t notbelceue/ : : 

Of how depriued a quality,0 Regan. 

Reg. I pray fir take patience, I haue hope 
You leffc know how to value hefdcfert. 
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Then (lie to flacke her duty. <■ 5 V 
Lear My curfes on her. . . , 

Rfg.O fir,youare olde, 5 . V; ' ; . v 

Nature on you Hands on the very verge bf her Confine, 
You fhould be ruled and led by ldrne difcretion. 

That difcernes your ftate better’ then you your felfe. 
Therefore I pray, that to our M^y.ou do make return^? 
Say you Katie wrongd her fir, ■ 

■ Lear, Askp hjrf forgiucnefle; 

Do you maike how thi's becomes the houfe i ' 



Deare 



The 'Hi fiery of King Leer, 

Deare daughter,! confefle that I am old, 

Aee is vnneceffary,on my knees I beg. 

That you’l vouchfafe me rayment,bed and food. 

&g.Good fir no more,thefe are vnfightly tricks, 

Returne you to my fifter. 

Lear No Regan, 

She hath abated me of halfemy traine, 

Lookt backe vpon me,ftroke me with her tongue. 

Strike her young boncs.you taking aires with lamnefle. 
Z>#k.Fie,fiefir. 

Lear . You nimble lightnings dart your blinding flames 
Into her fcornfull cies,infea her beauty, 

You Fen fucktfogs,drawneby thepowerfullSunne 
To fall and blaft her pride. 

Reg.O the bleft Gods,fo will you with on me. 

When the ra(h mood— . 

Lear No Regan , thou (halt neuer haue my curie. 

The tender hefted nature (hall not giue th ee ore . 

To harftinesjher eies are fierce, but thine do comfort & “ m 
Tis not in thee to grudge my pleafures.to cut off my traine. 

To bandy hafty words.to leant my fizes, 

And in conclufion,to oppofe the bolt 
A^ainft my comming in,thou better knowelt 
The offices of nature,bond of child-hood, 

Effeas of curtefie.dues of gratitude. 

Thy halfe of the kingdomc,haft thou not forgot 
Wherein T thee endowed. 

Reg. Good fir to the purpofe. 

Lear. Who put my man i’th ftoekes l 
‘Dnkf.Vf hat trumpets that i 

Enter Steward. 

%eg.\ know’t my fiftm.this approues her letters. 

That fiie would foonc be here,is your Lady come ? 

Lear . This is aflauc,whofe eafie borrowed pride 

E 3 
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The moryof Ring Letf. 

Dwels in die fickle grace of her he follow es, 

Out varlct,from my fight. 

Duie . What meanes your Grace ? 

Enter qoHorill. 

(Jaw, Who ftruckc my feruant? Regm,l haue good hope 
Thou didft not know ant. 

Lwr.Who comes here ? O heauens ! 

If you do loue olde men,ifyou fweet fway alow 
Obedience, ifyour fclues are old, make it your caufe. 

Send downe and take my part ; 

Art not afliam’d to lookc vpon this beard? 

0 Regan,vt'\\i thou take her by the hand? 

GW.Why not by the hand fir, how haue I offended ? 

All’s not offence that indiferetion Andes, 

And dotage tearmes fo. 

Lear . O fides,you are too tough. 

Will you yet hold ? how came my man i’th ftockes? 

Duke . I fet him there, but his owne diforders 
Deferu’d muchleffeaduancement. •- 

Lear. You; did you? 

Reg . I pray you father being weake, feeme fo. 

If till the expiration of your moneth. 

You will returnc and foiourne with my fitter, 

Difiniffing balfe your traine,come then to me, 

1 am now from homc.and out ofthatprouifion 
Which fhall be needfull for your entertainment, 

Zfdr.Returne to her, and fifty men difmift? 

No, rather I abiureall roofes.atid chufe 
To wage againft the enmity of the ayre. 

To be a Comrade with the Wolfe and Owle, 

Neccffities fharpe pinch,returne with her : 

Why the hot blood in Trance , that dowerles 
Tooke our yongett borne, I could as well be brought 
To knee hisThrone.and Squiredikepenfionbeg, 

To keepe bafe life afoote ; returne with her i 
Perfwade me rather to be flaue and fumpter 
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The HiBery ef King Ledy. 

To this detetted groome. 

Go».Atyourchoifefir. 

Lear. No w I prethee daughter do not make me mad, 

I will not trouble thee my childe,farwell, 

Wee’l no more meete,no more fee one another. 

But yet thou art my fleft>,my bloud.my daughter, 

Or rather a difeafe that lies within my flefh. 

Which I mutt needs call mine,thou art a byle, 

A plague fore, an imboffed carbuncle in my 
Corrupted bloud,but lie not chide thee. 

Let fliame come when it will, I do not call it, 

I do not bid the thunder-bearer fhoote. 

Nor tell tales of thee to high Judging loue. 

Mend when thou canft.be better at thy leiiure, 

I can be patient, I can ftay with Regan , 

I and my hundred Knights. 

&£.Not altogether fo fir, I looke not for you yet, 

Nor am prouided for your fit welcome, ~ 

Giue eare to my fitter, for thofe 

That mingle reafon with your paflion, 

Mutt be content to thir.ke you are old,and fo. 

But (he knowes what (he does. 

Lear. Is this well fpoken now f 

Rer.l dare auouch it fir, what fifty followers. 

Is it not well? what flhould you need of more. 

Yea or fo many,fith that both charge and danger 
Spcakes gainft fo great a number, how in a houic 
Should many people vnder two commands 
Hold amity ,tis hard, almoftimpoffible. 

Gon.Why might not you my Lord. receiuc attendance 

From thofe that fbe cals feruants,or from mine? • id 

Reg. Why not my Lord? if then they chancft tollacKe you, 
We could controle them; if you will come to me, 

(For now I fpie a danger) I entreate you 

To bring but fiue and twenty k to noflaore 

Willi giue place or notice. > 

Lear. I gaue you all, - 

m _ 







The 0ft ery of King Lear. 

Reg. And in good time you gaue it. 

Lft*r.Made you my guardians, my depofitaries. 

But kept a referuation to be follow? d 
With fuch a number, what,muft I come to you 
* With fiue and twenty, £e£<r»,faid you fo ? 

Reg. And (peak’t againe my Lord,no more with me. 

Lear. Thofe wicked creatures yet do feeme wcll-fauour’d 
When others are more wicked,not being the woeft. 

Stands in fome ranke of praife.lle go with thee. 

Thy fifty yet doth double fiue and twenty. 

And thou art twice herloue. 

Con. Hcare me my Lord ; 

What need you fiue and twenty, ten, or fiue. 

To follow in a houfe, where twice fo many 
Haue a command to-tend you ? 

Regan. What needs one ? 

Lear. O reafon not the deed, our bafeftbeggers 
Arc in thepooreft thing fuperfluous, 

Allow not nature more then nature needs. 

Mans life’s as cheap as beafts; thou art a Lady, 

If onely to go warme were gorgious. 

Why nature needs not what thou gorgious weareft, 

Which fcarfely keepes thee warme, but for true need. 

You heauens giueme that patience,patience I need. 

You fee me heere (you Gods) a poore old fellow. 

As full of greefe as age, wretched in both. 

If it be you that ftirres thefe daughters hearts 
Againft their Father,foole me not too much. 

To beare it lamely ,touch me with noble anger, 

Olet not womens weapons, water drops 

Staine my mans cheekes,no you vnnaturall hags, 

1 will haue fuch reuenges on you botn. 

That all the world flaall —I will do fuch things. 

What they are,yet I know/ not, but they {hall be ft 

The terrors ofthe earth 5 you thinke ile weepe, ; i ytr n oT 

No.ile not weepe,I haue full caufe of weeping. 

But this heart fhall breake in a thoufand flowes 



The HiHory of King Lear . 

Ere ile weepe ; 6 foole,I (hall go mad, 
t Exeunt Lear filocefter.Kent^aniEoole 

‘Duke.Let vs withdraw, twill be a ftorme. 
iJeg.This houfe is little, the, old man and his people. 

Cannot be well bellowed. 

Gon.Tis his owne blame hath put himfelfe from tfeft. 

And mull needs tafte his folly. 

.fojr.For his particular,ile receiue him gladly. 

But not one follower. 

Duke. So am I purpofd,where is my Lord of Glocefter ? 

Enter Glocefter. 

^.Followed the old man forth.he is return’d. 

Glo. The King is in high rage,and willl know not whether. 
Reg.Tis good to giue him way, he leads himfelfe. 

<?<w,My Lord,entreate him by no meanes to ftay. 
C?/o.Alacke,the night comes on, and the bleake windes 
Do forely ruflell,for many miles about there’s not a bufh. 

Reg.O fir,to wilfull men. 

The iniuries that they themfelues procure, 

Muft be their fchoolc-mafters,lhut vp your doorcs. 

He is attended with a defperate tr aine. 

And what they may incenfe him too,being apt. 

To haue his eare abufed,wifedome bids feare. 

Duke. Shut vp your doOres my Lord, tis a wilderiighr. 

My I\egan counfels well,come out ath ftorme. 

Exeunt omnet« 

Enter Kent and a Gentleman at finer all do arts, 
X<?»t.What’shcerebefidefoule weather ? - 

Gent. One minded like the weather, moft vnquietly. 

Kent. I know you.where’s the King ? 

Ce»r, Contending with the fretfull Element, 

Bids the winde blow the earth into the fea. 

Or fwellthe’curlcd waters boue the maine, j. 

That things might change or ceafe.teares his white hake. 
Which the impetuous blafts with cieleffe rage 
Catch in theirfury,and make nothing of, 

Striues in his little world ofman to out-fcornc, 

F The 
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The HtStory of King Lear. 

The too and fro conflicting winde and raine. 

This night whereiifthe cub-drawneBcate would couch. 

The Lyon,and the belly pinched Wolfe 
Keepe their furre dry.vnbonnctedhc runncs, 

And bids what will take all. 

.fowf.But who is withhim ? 

Gcwr.Nonc but the foole,who labours to out-icft 
His heart ftrooke iniuries. 

KentS\t I do know you. 

And dare vpon the warrant of my Arte, 

Commend a deare thing to you, there is diuifion. 

Although as yet the face of it be couer’d 
Withmutuall cunning,twixt Albany and Cornwall. 

But true it is, from France there comes a power 

Into this fcatterd kingdom, who already wife in our negligence 

Haue fecret fee in fomc of our beft Ports, 

And are at point to (hew their open banner. 

Now to you, if on my credite ydu dare build fo farre, 

* To make your fpecd to Doner , you (hall finde 
Some that will thanke you, making iuft report 
Of how vnnaturall and bemadding forrow 
The King hath caufe to plaine ; 

I am a Gentleman of blood and breeding. 

And from fomc knowledge and affurance, 

Offer this Office to you. 

Gent. I will talke farther with you. 



Xff»f.Nodonor, 

For confirmation that I much more 
Then my outwall.open thispurfe and take 
What it containesjif you (hall fee fordeha, 

'As doubt not butyou fh all, (hew her this ring. 

And (he will tell you who your fellow is. 

That yet you do not know, fie on this ftorme, 

I will goe feeke the King. 

Gent.G'uic me your hand, haue you no more to lay? 
Kent. Tew words, but to effe# more then all yet, 
That when we haue found the King, 
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The History of King Lear, 
lie this way.yoi* that.he that firft lights 
On hiro,ho!low the other. 

Enter Lear and Poole. 

Lear . Blow winde and cracke your cheekes,rage,blow 
you carterickes, and Hircanios fpout till you haue drencht 
The fleeples,drownd the cockes,you fulpherous and 
Thought executing fires.vaunt- currers to 
Oke-cleauing thundcr-bolts,fingmy whitehead. 

And thou all (baking thund«r,fmite flat 
The thicke rotundity of the world, cracke natures 
Mold ,all Germains fpill at once that make 

Ingratefull man. , , , 

Poole . O Nunckle, Court holy water in a dry houie 
Is batter then this raine water out a doore. 

Good Nunckle in,and aske thy daughters blefling, 

Here’s a night pitcies neyther wife man nor foole. 

Z*ir .Rumble thy belly full,fpit fire,fpout raine. 

Nor raine, winde, thunder, fire,are my daughters, 

I taske not you,y ou Elements with vnkindnene, 

I neuer gaue you kingdomejeald you children. 

You owe me no fubfeription; why then let fall your horrible 
Pleafure.here I (land your flaue,a poore, iiifirme,weake,and 
Defpifed old man,but yet I call you feruile 
Minifters.that haue with two pernitious daughters ioyr. o 
Your high engendered battell gainft a head fo old and white 

As this.O tis foule. ■ , ... 

Foole . He that has a houfe to put hishead in, has a good neia* 
pcece,the codpcece that will houfe before the hcad,has any the 
head and he ftialllowfe,fobeggers marry many, the man that 
makes his toe,what hehis heart (hould make, (hall haue a come 
cry woe, andtumchisfleepeto wake, for there was neuer yc* 
faire woman,but (he made mouthes in a glaffc. 

Ae^r.No.l will be thepatterne of all patience, 

1 will fay nothing. 

Enter Kent. 

Kent. Who’s there? 

F Took, 
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The Hi# try of King Lear. 

Toole, Marry heere’s grace and a codpis, that’s a wifcraan and 
a foole. 

Kent . Alaflc fir,fit you heere ? 

Things that loue night,loue not fuch nights as thefe ; 

The wrathfull Skies gallow,the very wanderer of the 
Darke, and makes them keepe their caues. 

Since I was man, fuch fheetes of fire, 

Such burfts of horrid thunder,fuch grones of 
Roring windc and raine,I nere remember 
To haue hcard,mans nature cannot carry 
The affliction ,nor the force. 

Lear, Let the great Gods that keepe this dreadfuil 
Thundring ore our heads,finde out their enemies now. 

Tremble thou wretch that haft within thee 
Vndivulged crimes„vnwhipt of Iuftice, 

Hide thee thou bloudy hand,thouperiur’d,and 
Thou fimular man of vcrtue that artineeftious, 

Caytiffc in peeces fhake,that vnder couert 

And conuenient feeming,haft praCtifed on mans life, 

Clofe pent vp guilts, riue your concealed centers, 

And cry thefe dreadfuil fummoners grace, 
lama man more find againft their finning. 

Kent. Alacke bare hcaded,gracious my Lord, hard by here is 
a houell, fome friendfflip will it lend you gainft the tempeft, re- 
pofe you there, whilft I to this hard houfe, more hard then is the 
ftone whereof tis rais’d, which etien but now demanding after 
me,denide me to come in, returne and force their feanted curte- 
fie. 

Lear . My wit begins to tume. 

Come on my boy, how doft my boy.art cold ? 

I am cold my felfe, where is this ftraw my fellow. 

The art ofotirnecefTities is ftrange,that can 
Make vilde things prccious,comc you houell poore, 

Foole and knaue.Ihaue one part of my heart 

That forrowes yet for thee. , 

Foole. He that has a little tine wit,with hey ho the wmde and 

the raine,muft make content wish his fortunes fit, for the tame, 

it 




The tiifioryof King Lear • 

* U jSiy good boy, come bring vs to this houell. 

Enter Gtocefierjnd the Baftard mth lights. 

Glofi. Alacke, alacke,E^Ilikcnot.this 

Vnnaturall dealing, when I defired their leauc 
That I might piety him, they tooke from me 
The v fe of mine owne houfc.chargd me on paine 
Of their difpleafure, neither tofpeake of him, 

Entreate for him,nor any way fu aine him. - 

And a worfc matter then that,I haue receiued 

A letter this night,tis dangerous to be fpoken, 

lhaue loekt the letter in my Clofet,thcfemmrie 
The King now beares.will be reueaged home , 

There’s part of a power already landed. 

We mull incline to the King, l will feeke him, 

And priuily releeue lu m ; go you and raamtaine talkc 

With the Duke,that my charity be not of him 

Perceiued ; if he aske for mc.l amiH,and gone 
To bcd,though I die for it, as no lette rs threatnedme. 

The King my & aid Matter muft be releeued, there is 
Some ft range thing toward^W, pray you be careful!.^ 

Ta fi. This courtefie forbid thee^allthe Puke inftantly know. 
And of that letter to, this feemes a faire delei umg. 

And muft draw to me that which my father lofes,no leffe 
Then all,thcn yonger rifes whenthc old dotaH. 

Enter Leaf , Kent ,*nd Foole. 

KentMctc isthe place my Lord^oodmy Lord enter ,thc ti - 
tany ofthe open night’stoo ruffe for nature to endure. 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Kwr Good my Lord enter. 

iotr.Wilt breake my heart ? - 

^,lhadratherbrcakem.neowne,g 00 dmyLordente^ 
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The Hitt or y 0} King Lear. 

Lear. Thou thinkft tis much, that this crulenttous ftorme 
Inuadci vs to the skin,fo tis to thee. 

But where the greater malady is fixt, 

The leflcr is fcarle felt, thou wouldft fhun a Beare 
But if thy flight lay toward the raging fea, * 

Thoud’ft meetc the beare it’h mouth,whcn the mind** free. 

The bodies delicate, the tempeft in my minde 
Doth from my fences take all feeling clfe, * 

S3ue what beares their filial! ingratitude. 

Is it not as this mouth fhould teare this hand 

For lifting food to it ? but I will punifli fure ; 

No I will weepc no more ; in fuch a night as this ! 

O Regan, (jonor ill f y out old kinde father 

Whole franke heart gaue you all,Q that way madneffe lies. 

Let me fhunne that, no more of that, 

Ketit.Good my Lord enter. 

Lwr-Prethee go in thy felfc/eeke thy owne cafe. 

This tempeft will not giue roe leaue to ponder 
On things would hurt me more,but He go in, 

Poore naked wretches, where fo ere you are 
That bide the pelting of this pittilefle night. 

How fhall your houfe-lcflc heads,and vnfedfides. 

Your loopt and windowed raggtdncffe defend you 
Fromfeafons fuch as thefe.O I hauetanc 
Too little care of this, take pbyficke pompe, 

Expofe thy felfe to feele what wretches fcele. 

That thou maift (hake the fuperflux to them. 

And Ihew theheauens more iuft. 

Foek. Coxae not in here Nunckle,here’s afpirit,hclpetne,help 
me. 

Kent.G iue me thy hand.who’s there ? 

Foote. K fpirit,he fayes his name is poore To»». 

Kent. What art thou that doft grumble there in theftraw ? 
comefoorth. 

Edg.Kvny, the foulefiend followes me, through the (harpe 
hathorne bloyves the cold winde, goe to thy eold bed Sc vvarme 

thee. 

Lear. 



The Hifiory of King Lear. 

Lear. Haft thou giuen all to thy two daughters, and art thoii 
C °r^. Who giues any thing to poore 7 'em, whom the foule 

fiendhathled through fire, and throghfoord, and whirli-poole, 

ore boa and quagmire, that has laide kmues vnder his pillow. Sc 
halters in his pue.fet ratsbane by his pottage, made himproud 
of heart, to ride on a bay trotting horfe ouer foure mcht bridg- 
es to courfe his owne ftvadow for a traitor, blcffe thy fiue wits. 
Terns a cold,blefle thee from whirle-windes,ftarre-bluftmg, & 
taking do poore Tom fome charity, whom the foule fiend vexes, 
there could I haue him now, and there,and there agame. 

Z>4r. What, his daughters brought him to this pafle, 

Couldft thou faue nothing ? didft thou giue them all? 

Feele. Nay he referued a blanket, elfe wee had beene all iha- 

01 £Mr.Now all the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated ore mens faults,fall on thy daughters. 

Kent Me hath no daughters fir. 

£ft*r. Death traitor, nothing could haue fubdued nature 
To fuch a lownefle,buthis vnkinde daughters. 

Is it the fa ftii on that difearded fathers, 

Should haue thus little mercy on their flefe. 

Judicious puni{hment,twas this flefh 
Begot thofePelicane daughters. 

£4r.Pdi coc kf<iteonpelicockshill,alo 

Foote. This cold night will turne vs all to fooles Sc madmen. 
Edg.T *kc heed ofthe foule fiend,obey thy parents,kecpe thy 
words iuftly.fweare not, commit not with mans fworne fpoufe, 
fet not thy fweet heart on proud array 5 Toms a cold. 

Z^r.What haft thou beene ? 

Edg. A feruingman, proud in heart and minde, that cuilde my 
hajre.wore gloues in my cap,ferued the luft of my miftris heart, 
arid did the afte ofdarknefle with her, fworc as many oaths as I 
fpake words, and broke them in the fweete face ot hcauen,one 
that flept in the contriuing of luft, and wak’t to do it, wine lo- 
uedldeepely, dice dcarely, and in woman, outparamord the 
Turke,falfe of heart, light of eare,bloudy of hand, hog in doth. 
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The Hitt ory of King Lear. 

Fox in Health, Wolfe in greed ineffe, Dog in madneffir, Lyon in 
prey, let not the crecking of ihooes, nor the ruflings of filkes 
betray thy poore heart to women, keepe thy foote out of bro- 
thell,thy hand out of placket,thy pen from lenders booke, and 
defie the fouie fiend ,ftill through the hathorne blowes the colde 
winde,hay no on ny, Dolphin my boy, my boy,ceafe let him trot 
by. 

Lear. Why thou wert better in thy graue,then to anfwer with 
thy vncoucred body this extremity of the skies ; is man no more 
but this ? confider him well,thou oweft the Worme no filke, the 
beaft no hide,the fheep no wooll,the cat no perfume,he’rs three 
ones are fophifticated, thou art the thing it fclfe, vnaccomoda* 
ted man is no more but fuch a pobre bate forked Animal as thou 
art, off.off you leadings, come on be true. 

Faole. Prithee Nunckle be content, this is a naughty night to 
fwim in, now a little fire in a wildc field, vVere like an old lechers 
heart,a fmall fparke,all the reft in body colde, looke here comes 
a walking fire. 

Enter Glocefler. 

E^.This is the fouie fiend Sirberdegibit , he begins at curfuc, 
and walks till the firft cocke,he gins the web, the pinqueuer the 
eye, and makes the hart lip,mildewes the white wheate, & hurts 
the poore creature of earth,fwithald footed thrice the olde anel- 
thu night Moore and her ninefold bid her, O light and her troth 
plight and arint thee,with arint thee. 

How 1 fares your Grace ? 

Lear. What’s he r 

Kent . Whole there ? what ift you feeke ? 

G/<?7?.What arc you there ? your names* 

<?^.Poore T om , that cates the fwimming frog, the toade, the 
toade pold.the wall-wort,and the \vater,that in the fruite of his 
heart, when the fouie fiend rages, 

Bates cowdung for £allets,fwallowes the old rat, and the ditch- 
dog, drinkesthc greenemantlc of the Handing poole, . who is 
whipt from tything to tything, and ftock-punifht and irOprifo- 
ned,who hath had three futes to his backe, fixe {birrs to His bo- 
dy,horfc to vide, and weapon to weare. 

But 




The Htjlory of King Lear. 

But Mice and Rats, and fuch fmall Deere, 

Hath beene Toms food for feuen long yearc. 

Beware my follower,pcace fnulbug, peace thou fiend. 

Clott, What, hath your Grace no better company ? 

fWj.The Prince of darknes is a Gentleman, modo hee’s called, 
and ma hu- — 

Gloft.O ur flefh and bloud is growne fo vilde my Lord, that it 
doth hate what gets it. 

Edg . Poore Toms a colde. 

Cloft Go in with me, my duty cannot fuffer to obey in al your 
daughters hard commands, though their iniun&ion be to barre 
my doore$,and let this tyranous night take hold vpon you, yet 
haue I venter* d to come feeke you out, and bring you where 
both food and fire is ready. 

Lear. Firft let me talke with this Philofopher ; 

What is the caufe of thunder ? 

Kent My good Lord take his offer,go into the houff. 

Lear, lie talke a word with this moft learned Theban ; what 
isyourftudy ? 

Sdg . How to preuent the fiend,and to kill vermine. 

Lear . Let me aske you one word in priuate. 

Kent, Importune him to goe my Lord, his wits begin to vn- 
fctle. 

G/»/?.Canft thou blame him ? 

His daughters feeke his death. O that good Kent , 

He faid it would be thu$,poore banifh t man. 

Thou faift the King growes mad,ile tell thee friend, 

J am almoft mad my felfe ; I had a fonne 

Now out-lawed from my bloud.hc fought my life 

But lately, very latc,I lou’d him friend. 

No father his fonne dearer,muh to tell thee. 

The greefehas craz’d my wits. 

What a night’s this ? I do befecch your Grace. 

Lear.O cry you mercy noble Philofopher, your company. 

Sdg.Toms a cold. 

Qlofi In fellow there,into th’houell, keepe thee warme. 

JCcw.Come, let’s in all. 

— -G Kent. 
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Kent .This way my Lord. 

Z-Mr.With him I wilikeepe ftiU.with my Philofopher. 

Kent. Good my Lord footh him.lct him take the fellow. 

Cleft. Take him you on. 

Kent.S\xra come on, go along with vs. 
hear. Come good Athenian. 

Gloft.No words, no words,hu(h. 

Erfr.Childe Rowland, to the darkc towne come. 

His word was flill fye,fo,and fum, 

1 fmell the bloud of a Britifh man. 

. 7 "7 Enter Cornwall and Ba/lard. 

Corn t will haue my reuenge ere I depart the houfe. 

Baft. Wow my Lord I may be cenfured.that nature thus giues 
way to loyalty, fomc-thing fearcs me to thinke of. 

Corn I now perceiue it was not altogether your brothers curt 
difpofition made him feekehis death.but a prouoking merit, fet 
a work e by areproueablebadneflcjn himfelrc. 

'Baft Mow malicious is my fortune, that I muft repent to bee 
iuft f this is .h. Letter be (poke off, which approues him an m. 
telligent partic to the aduantages of France t O hcauens,that his 
treafon were, or not I the deteflcr. 

Corn.Go with me to the Dutches. 

Baft.tfthe matter of this paper be certaine, you haue mighty 

bU ^r^Truc or falfc.it hath made thee Earle of Glecefier, feeke 
out where thy father is, that he may be ready for our appiehen- 

1 finde him comforting rhe King, it will ftuffc bisfek 
pition more felly ,1 will perfeoerc in my coutfc of lnyalty.thog 
the conflia be fore betweene that and my bloud. 

for». I will lay truft vpon thcc,and thou (halt finde a ocar ^ 

father in my koue. 

Enter J 

nloli Here is better then the open ayrc,taKe k thanktully, 

will pfece out the comfort with what addition can, wi ^ 




Tbe HiJlory of King Udr. 

be long from you. , 

Kent.hW the power of his wits h^ue giuen way to impatience, 
the Gods deferue your kindnefie. 

Edg.Fretereto cals me,and tels me Nero is an angler in the lake 
of darkne(Te,pray innocent beware the foule fiend. 

fW#.PretheeNunckle tell me,whether a mad man may bee a 
Gentleman or a Yeoman. 

tear. A King, a King, to haue a thoufand with red burning 
(pits come hiding in vpon them. 

Edg.Thc foule fiend bites my backe. 
facie. Hec’s mad that trufts in the tamenefle of a Wolfe, a 
horfes health, a boyes loue,or a whores oath. 

Lear.lt fnall be done,I will arraigne them ftraight. 

Come fie thou hecre moft learned Iuftice, 

Thou fapient fir, fit heere,now you fliec Foxes — » 

Edg. Looke where he ftands and glars, wantft thou cies at tri- 
allmadam, come ore th* broome Befty to me. 

FooleMtt boat hath a lcake,and (he muft not fpeak. 

Why fire dares not come ouer to thee. . 

Edg. The foule fiend haunts poore Tom in the voyce of a night- 
ingale, Hoppedance cries in Toms belly for two white herring, 

Croke not blackc Angel! , I haue no food for thee. 

Kent. How do you fir ? (land you not fo amaz d, will you lie 

downe and reft vpon the Cufhions ? 

Lear.We fee their triall firft,bring in their euidence,thou rob- 
bed man of iuftice take thy place, & thou his yoke-fellow ofe- 
quity,bench by his fide,you are o’th commi(fion ? fit you too, 

£4. Let vs deale U»ftly,fleepeft or wakeft thou iolly (hepheard. 
Thy fhcepe bee inthccorne, and for one blaftofthy iminikin 
mouth, thy fheepe fliall take no harme,Pur the cat is gray. 

Lear. Arraigne her firft,tis G on or ill, 1 here take my oath before 
this honourable aflembly (he kickt the poore King her father. 
Foo/f. Come hither Mtftreffe.is yourname GonortH. 

Lear .She cannot deny it. 

' Foote , Cry you mercy ,1 tooke you for a ioynt ftoolc. 

Lfttr.And heres another whole warpt lookes proclaim® 

What ftore herheari is iftad<jan,ft6p her there, 1 ■ 

G t Acmes, 
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The Hi ft ory of King Leif, 

Armes,arme$,fword, fire, corruption in the place, 

IFalfe lufticer,why haft thou let her fcape ? 

Edg. Bleffe thy fiue wits. 

Kent . O pitty fir,where is the patience now. 

That you fo oft haue boafted to retainc. 

Edg My teares begin to take his part fo much, 

They’l marre my counterfeting. 

L*<w.The little dogs and all, 

Trey, Tlanch, and Sweet-hart ,fec they barke at me. 

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them,auant you curs. 

Be thy mouth.or blacke or white, tooth that poifons if it bite, 
Maftiue,Gray-hound,Mungrel,Grim-hound,or Spanicll,Brach 
or Him, Bobtailetike, orTrundlc-taile, Tern will make them 
weepe and waile. For with throwing thus my head, dogs leape 
the hatch, and all are flcd,loudla doodla, come march to wakes, 
and faires.and market townes,poorc Tom thy home is dry, 
Zxwr.Then let them anotomize Regan Jitt what breeds about 
her. 

Hart is there any caufe in nature that makes this hardneflc ; 

You fir, I entertaine you for one of my hundred, 

Onely I do not like the falhion of your garment ; you! fay 
They are Perfian atcire,but let them be changed. 

Xcwf .Now good my Lord lie here a while. 

Lear . Make no noife.make no noife, draw the Curtaines, fo, 
fo,fo,wce’l go to fupper in the morning, fo,fo,fo. 

Enter Glocefler. 

Glofi . Come hither friend, where is the King my matter ? 

Kent . Here fir.but trouble him not,his wits are gone, 

Glofl . Good friend, I prethee take him in thy armes, 

I haue ore-heard a plot of death vpon him. 

There is a Litter ready,lay him in it, and driue towards Doner, 
friend, , . . « : • rt , 

Where thou fhah meete both welcome and protection ; taKe vp 
thy matter, f 

Ifthoufhouldft dally halfe anhoure^is life with thine. 

And all that offer to defend him, ftand in affured Ioffe, 



The Hi fiery of King Lear . 

Take vp to keepe,and follow me that will to fome prouifion, 
Giue thee quicke conduit. 

*>»f.Oppreffed nature fleepes. 

This reft might yet haue balmed thy broken finewes, 

Which if conuenience will not allow, ftand in hard cure, 
Comehclpe to beare thy Mafter.thou mutt not ftay behindc. 
Glofl. Come,come,away . &***• 

Edg. When we our betters fee bearing our woes. 

We fcarfely thinke our miferies our foes. 

Who alone fuffers.moft i’th mindc, 

Leauing free things and happy fhowes behinde, 

But then the minde much fufferance doth ore-skip, 

When griefc hath mates, and bearing fellowfhip • 

How light and portable my paine feemes now , 

When that which makes roe bend,makes the King bow ; 

He childcd as I fatherd.Tew* away, 

Marke the high noifes,and thy lelfe bewray, 

When falfe opinion, whofe wrong thoughts defile thee. 

In thy iuft proofe repeals and reconciles thee, 

What will hap more to night,fafe fcape the King, 

Lurke,lurke. — 

Enter (flornwall ) 'Rygan fionortU y and IBafiard . 

Cvw.Pofte fpeedily to my Lord your husband,(hcw him this 
Letter, 

The army of France s landed,feeke out the villaine Glocefler . 
Regan, Hang him inftantly. 

Cww.Plucke out his eyes. 

Corn. Leaue him to my difpleafure, Edmund keepe you our li- 
fter company .The reuenge we are bound to take vpon your trai» 
terous father, are not fit for your beholding, aduife the Duke 
where you are going to amoft fcftuant preparation, wee are 
bound to the like. 

Out pofte fh^Ube fwift and intelligence betwixt vs ; 

Farwell deare "fitter, farw ell my Lord of Glocefler, 

How now,where$ the King ? 

• " — — — G 3 Enter 



—J 
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The History of King Lear. 

inter Steward. 

Stew My Lord of Glocefter hath conueyed him hence, 

Some fiueor fixe and thirty of his Knights hotqucftrits after 
him,methim at gate, who with fome other of the Lords depen- 
dants are gone with him towards T)ouer t where they boaft to 
haue well armed friends, 

Corn.Gg t horfes for your miftris. 

Gw.Farwell fweet Lord and fitter. 

£ xit G on, and Haft , 

Corn. Edmund farwell : go feefce the traitor Glocefter, 

Pinion him like a theefe,bring him before vs. 

Though we may not pafle vpon his life 
Without the forme of iuftice.yet our power 
Shall do a curtefie to our wrath, which men may blame 
But not concrole ; who’s there, the traitor? 

Enter Glocefter ftr ought in hj two or three. 
&g.Ingratefull Fox tis he. 

C<?r».Bindefafthiscorky armes. . 

Gloft. What meanes your Graces,good my friends confide?. 
You are my guefts,do me no foule play friends. 

Cum.Bindehim I fay. 
tfe£.Hard,hard,0 filthy traitor ! 

<?/<?y?.VnmercifullLadyasyouare,Iamtrue. 

Corn. To this chairebinde him,villaine thou (halt find • 

Gloft. By the kinde Gods tis moft ignobly done, toplucke me 
by the beard. 

Re? So white,and fuch a Traitor, (ray chin, 

(?/«J?.Naughty Lady,thcfc haires which thou doftrauilh no 
Will quicken and accufe thee,I am your hoft : 

With robbers hands *my hofpitable fauours 
You (hould not ruffell thus,what will you do-? 

Corn . Come fir,what letters had you late ftom Francc ? 

^e£.Befimpleanfwerer,forweknow the truth, ■ 

G>r». And what confederacy haue you with thetraitorslate y 
footed in the kin gdomc? r 

fyg.To whole hands haue you fenttbc lunatickcking, p_ 



The History of King Lear. 

Gloft. I haue a letter gucflingly fet downe, 

Which came from one that’s of a neutrall heart. 

And not from one oppofed. 

Corw.Cunning. 

Reg.SxiA falfe. 

Cow.Where haft thou fetu the King ? 

Gloft. ToDotter. 

Wherefore toDoiter} watt thou not charg d at perm— 

Corn. Wherefore to Hotter ? let him firft anfwcr that. 

Gloft. I am tidetot’h ftakc.and I muft ftand the courfc. 

Reg. Wherefbreto Doner Sir ? 

gieft.Bcczutc I would not fee thy cruell nayies 
Plucke out his poore oldc eyes.nor thy fierce fitter 
In his aurynted flefli rafli borifh phangs. 

The fea with fuch aftormeof hislou’d head 
In hell blacke night endur’d, would haue laid vp 
And qucncht the Reeled fires, yet pootc old heart. 

He holpt the heauens to rage, 

If Wolues had at thy gate heard that dcarne time. 

Thou fhouldft haue laid.good Porter turnc the key, 

AH cruels elfe fubfcrib’d.but I fhall fee 
The winged vengeance ouertakefuch children. 

Corn. See’t fhalt thou neuer,fellowcs hold the chairc, 

Vpon thofc eies of thine,!le fet my foote. 

Gloft. He that will thinkc to liue till he be old' - — 

Giue me fome helpe,o cruell,o ye Gods ! 

.Rfg.One fide will mocke another, tother to. 

forn.'if you fee vengeance— 

Seruant. Hold your hand my Lord, 

1 haue feru’d you cucr fincel was a childe, (hold. 

But better fet uice haue I neuer done you, then now to bid you 

tog.Bow now you dog. 

Ser, If you did wcare a beard vpon your chin,ide fliakc it on 
this quarrell,what do you mcatie? 

(V«.My villaine. Draw and fight. 

Ser. Why then come on, and take the chance of anger. 

Reg, Giue me thy fword,a pefant ftand vp thus, 

~ — ' She 
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She takes a ftvord^ndruns at him hehinde. 

Serum. Oh I am tlaine my Lord, ycchaucyou one eye left to 
fee fome mifchiefc on him, oh l He diet. 

Corn. Leaft it fee more.preuent it,out vilde Icily, 

Where is thy lufter now? 

Ghft.KW darke and comfortles.wheres my fonne Edmund} 
Edmund vnbridle all the fparkes of nature,to quit this horrid 

Reg. Out villaine,thou calftonhim that hates thee, it washee 
that made the ouerture of thy treafons to vs,who is too good to 

piety thee. • 

Cjloft.O my follies,then Edgar was abufed, - 
Kinde Gods forgiue me that, and proiper him. 

Reg.Got thruft him out at gates, and let him fmell his way to 
Douer,how ift my Lord ? how looke you ? 

Corn. I hauc receiued a hurt,follow me Lady, 

Turne out that eyelefle villaine, throw this flaue vpon 
The dunghill, Regan I bleed apace/ vntimely 

Comes this hurt,giue me your arme. Lx,t ‘ 

Sermnt. lie neuer care what wickedneffe I do, 

If this man come to good. 

*. Servant. If Ihe liuelong, and in the end meet the old courlc 
of death, women will all turne monfters. 

i Ser. Let’s follow the old Earle, and get the bedlam 
To lead him where he would, his rogifh madnefle 

Allowcs it felfe to any thing. ’i e^„L. ta 

z Ser Goe thou,ilc fetch fome flaxe and,w, bites o egg 

apply to his bleeding facc,now heauen helpe him. ^ 

Enter Edgar. 

Ede.Ttt, better thus,and knowne to be contemn d. 

Then ftill contemn’d and flattered t£..»e vvorft. 

The lowed and mod deic&ed thing of Fortune 
Stands dill in experience, liues not in fcarc. 

The lamentable change is from the bed, 

The word returns* to laughter, Who’s 








■ 



The History of King Lear. 

WhoYhere, my father poorely led,world,world,6 world! 

But that thy ftrange mutations make vs hate thee. 

Life would not yeeld to age. 

/Enter Glofter led by an aide man. 

Old man. O my good Lord, I hauebeneyour tenant, ficyour 
fathers tenant this fourefcore*— 

£/o/?.Away,get thee away,good friend be gone. 

Thy comforts can do me no good at all. 

Thee they may hurt. 

Old man A. lacke fir,you cannot fee your way. 
g loft. I haue no way,and therefore want no eics, 

I dumbled when I faw,full oft tis feene 
Our meanes fecure vs, and our meere defers 
Prooue our commodities ; ah deare fonne Edgar 9 
The food of thy abufed fathers wrath. 

Might I but liue to fee thee in my tucb, 
lde fay I had eyes againe. 

Old »m».How now, who’s there ? 

Sdg.O Gods,who ift can fay I am at the word, 

I am worfethen rr e Lw as. 

Oldman .Tis poore mad Tom. • 

Edg. And worfe I may be yet, the worft is not. 

As long as we can fay,this is the worft. 

OldmanJeWovi where goeft? 

Glott.ls it a begger man ? 

OldmanMtd man, and begger too. 

GlsftMc has fome reafon,elfc he could not beg. 

In the laft nights ftorme I fuch a fellow faw, 

Which made me thinke a man a worme,my fonne 

Came then into my minde,and yet my minde 

Was then fcarfe friends with him,I haue heard more ftnee. 

As flyes are to’th wanton boyes,are we to’th G^ds, 

They bi t vs for their fport, 

i<^.How fliould this be ? bad is the trade that muft play the 
foole to forrow,angring it felfe and others ; bleffe thee matter. 
giott.ls that the naked fellowV • . "*•'! v: ::: i ~tn f 
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lfa Hi 8 cry of RtyLedr, 

Old man.l my Lord. 

G loft. Then prethce get thee gone,if for my fake ■ 

Thou wilt ore-take vs here a mile or twaine 
Ith’way to Douer,do it for ancient loue. 

And bring feme couering for this naked foule, 

Vvho ile entreate to lead me. 

Old man. Alackc fir he is mad* 

G loft. Tis the times plague, when- madmen lead* theblinde, 
Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleafure, 

Aboue the reft,be gone. 

Old man. lie bring him the beft parrell that I haue, 

Come on’t what will. 

Glo. Sirra,nakcd fellow. 

A^.Poore Toms- a cold,I cannot dance it farther,' 

Glo, Come hither fellow. 

Adfg.Blcffe thy fweete eyes,they bleed. 

{//o.Knowft thou the way to Doner l 

Edg.fSoth fiile and gate,horfe-vvay, and foot-path, 

Poore Tom hath beene fcard out of his good wits, > 

Blefie the good man from the foule fiend, 

Fiue fiends haue beene in poore Tom at once* 

Of luft,as Obidicut, HobbididenceVnnce of dumbnefle, 

Mahft of dealing, Modomim\ixdtx. i Suberdtgebit of Mobing, 
And 'Mokingwho fincepoflefies chambermaids 
And waiting women, fo/bleffc thee matter. 

Glo. Here take this purfe,thou whom the heauens plagues 
Haue humbled to all ftiokes,that I am wretchcd,roakes thee 
The happicr,heauens deale fo ftill. 

Let the fuperfluous and luft-dieted man 
That Hands your ordinance.that will not fee 
Bccaufe he doth not feele,fcele your power quickly. 

So diftribution fhould voder cxccfle. 

And each man haue enough .• doft thon know Douer ? 
matter. 

6/^. There is a cliffe,whofehigh and bending head 
Lookesfirmely in the confined deepe. 

Bring me but to the very brim of it. 




The tiitiW (ft Kbg tun 
And ile repair* the mifery thou doft bears. 

With fomething rkh about me. 

From thatplace (hall I no leading need. - 

£%.G iue trie thy arme,poorc TomihalHead thee* 

Enter Gonmlland Baft or d* 

Gox.Wekome my Lord,I maruaile our mildcBusband 
Not met vs on the way : now, where s your Matter ? 

Enter Steward. 

Smv, Madame within,but neuer man fo chang d ; I tolde him 
®f the Army that was landed,he fmiled at it,I told him you were 

coming,his anfwer was,the worfe ; of G^rrtreacheryandof 

the loy all ieruice of his fonne,when I enformd him.then he cald 
me for, and told me lhad turnd the wrong fide out, what hee 
fiiould mod defire, feemes pkafant to him, what like oftenhue. 

gon. Then (hall you go nofutther. 

It is the cowilh curre of his fpirit 
That dares not vndertake,heel not ftele wrongs 
Which tye him to an anf wer, our wifhes on the way 
May proue efFe<Ss,backe Edmund to my brother, 

Haftenhis mutters, and conduft his powers, 

1 mutt change armes at homeland giuc the diftaffc 
Into my husbands hands ; this trufty feruanc 
Shall paffe betyveene vs,ere long you are like to hearc 
If you dare venter in yourownebehalfe 
Amiftreffcs coward, weare this fparcfpeecb. 

Decline your head : this kiffe if it dutft fpeake. 

Would ftretch thy fpirit s vp into the ay re ; 

Concciue,and faryewcil. 

Baft. Yours in the rankes of death. 

Coff.My mod deareGlofter.to thee womans feruices aredue, 
My foote vfurpes my head. 

5fejv,Madame,hcete comes my Lord, 

Exit Steward. 

H a Con , 




IX 



cy 



rtf- 






.. 

L 








The History oj King Lean 
Gen. 1 haue bene worth the whiftle. 



Enter the Duke of tsilbenty. 

Alb. O Gonorill, you are not worth the duft which the winde 
Bio wes in your face,I feare your difpoficion. 

That nature which contemnes it origin. 

Cannot be bordered certaine in it felfe. 

She that her felfe will fliuer and disbranch 
From her materiall fap.pcrforce mud wither. 

And come to deadly vfe. 

Gon. No more, the text is foolifti. 

Alb . Wifedome and goodnefle to the vilde feeme vilde. 
Filths fauour but themfelues, what haue you done? 

Tygers,not daughters,what haue you perform’d ? 

A father, and a gracious aged man, 

Whofe reuercnce the head-lugd Beare would Iicke ; 

Moft barbarous,moft degenerate haue you madded j 
Could my good brother fuffer you to do it ? 

A man,a Prince, by him fo benefli&ed. 

If that the heauens do not their vifible fpirits 
Send quickly downc to tame the vilde offences, it will come 
Humanly mud perforce prey on it felfe,like mongers of the 
deepe. 

G«*.Milkc liuer’d man, 

That beareft a cheeke for bIowes,a head for wrongs. 

Who haft not in thy browes an eie deferuing thine honour. 
From thy fuffering,that not know’ft fooles.do thefe villains pity 
Who are punifht ere they haue done their mifehiefe. 

Where’s thy drum ? France fpreds his banners in our noifelelfe 
Land, with plumed helme thy flaier begins threats. 

Whiles thou a morall foole, fits ftill and cries 
Alacke.why does he fo ? 

Alb. See thy felfe diuell, proper deformity feetnes not in the 
fiend, fo horrid as in woman. 

Gon.O vaine foole. 

^/^.Thouchang’d and felfe-couerd thing,for ffiame 
Be-monfter not thy feature, wer’t my fitneffe 



The Hiftory of SSing Lear « 

To let thefe hands obey my bloud. 

They are apt enough to diflccate and teare 
Thy flelh and bones, how ere thou art a fiend, 

A, womans fhape doth fhield thee. 

Cw.Marry your man-hood now 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gel't^O my good Lord,the Duke of Cornwall! dead, ^flame by 
hisleruant,going to put out the other eie of Glofler. 

Alb.Glofters eyes ? , r 

Cen.h feruant that he bred,thrald with remorle, 

Oppos’d againft the aae,bending his fword 
To his great matter ,who thereat enraged. 

Flew on him,and amongft them feld him dead. 

But not without that harmfull ftrokc. 

Which fince hath pluckt him after. 

Alb. This fhewes you areabotic your luftices, 

That thefe our neather crimes fo fpeedily can venge. 

But oh poote GloceJhr, loft he his other eye i r nee dv 

Gc»r.Both,both^ mv Lord,this letter Madam craues a .peedy 
Anfwer.tis from your fitter. 

Gon. One way 1 like this well. 

But being widow, and my Cjlocejler with her. 

May all the building on my fancy plucke, t , 

Vpon my hatefull life, another way the newes is not fo tooke. 

He readcand anfwer. , . ,. . , * 

Alb l Where was his lonne when they dm take nis eics . 

Gent: Come with my Lady hither. 

«/?/£. He is not here. ... 

6e»r.No my good Lord, I met him backe againe. 

Alb. Knovtcs he the wickedneffe? 

Gent. I my good Lord.twas he inform d againft him. 

And quit the houfe on purpofe,that their punilhment 
Might haue the freer courfe. 

Alb.Glocefler, I Hue to thanke thee for the loue 
Thou lhewcdft the King, and to reuenge thy eyes s 

~ H 3 
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The Hi Uory o) King tidy. 

Come hether friended! me what more thou knoweft. 

Enter Kent And a Gentleman, 



Exit. 




Kent. Why the King of FrancehCo fuddenly gone backe. 
Know you the reafon? f 

Gent . Something he left imperfea in the Gate, which fince his 
commingfoorth is thought of, which imports to the Kingdom, 
fo much fcare and danger that his perfonall rcturne was moft re- 
quired and ncceflary. 

Kent . Who hath helefc behinde him,Generall ? 

Gent. The Marfhall of iT<j/«y,Mounfieur la Fat. 

Kent .Did your letters pierce the Queene to any demonftrati- 

on of griefe? 

Cjent.l fay (he tooke them,read them in my prefence, 

And now and then an ample tearc trild downc 

Her delicate cheeke,it feernd fhc was a Queene ore her paflidn. 

Who moft rebell-like/ought to be King ore her. 

Kent . O then it moued her. 

Gewf.Not to a rage, patience and forrow ftreme. 

Who fhould exprefle her goodlieft,youhaue feene 
Sun-fhineand.raine at once,her fmilcs and tearcs. 

Were like a better way,thofe happy fmilets 
That plaid on her ripe lip,feeme not to know 
What guefts were inher eyes, which parted thenct 
As pearles from Diamonds dropt $ in briefc. 

Sorrow would be a rarity moft beloued, 

Jf all could fo become it. 

Ke«f.Mad‘e fhe no verbal! queftion? 

Ce»f,Faith once or twice fhe hcau’d the name of father 
Pantingly foorth,as if it preft her heart. 

Cried fifters,firters, fbame of Ladies fitters ; 
K«7f.Father,fitters, whatith ftotme ith night 1 ? 

Let pitty not be beleeu’d.there fhc fhooke 
The holy water from her hcauenly eyes, 

And clamour moiftened her, then away (he ftarted. 

To deale with griefe alone. 

Kent^t is the ftar$,the ftars aboue vs gouern our conditions, 
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The Hffory tf King tidy, 

Elfe one fclfe mate and mate could not beget 
Such different iffucs ; you fpoke not with her fince ? 

Kent. Was this before the King returnd ? 

Cwrf.No, fince. 

Kewf.Well fir, the poore diftrefled Lear's ith Towne, 

Who fometime in his better tune remembers 

What we arc come about,and by no meanes will yeeld to fee his 

daughter. 

Gent. Why good fir ? 

Kent.K foueraigne fiiame fo elbowes him,his own vnkindnea 
That ftript her from his benedi&ion,tutnd her 
To forraine cafualties.gaue her deare rights 
To his dog-hearted daughters ; thefe things fling his minde 
So venomoufly,that burning fhame detaines him from C°^‘lia, 

(Jcwf.Alacke poore Gentleman. 

Kent : Of Albanies and Cmraw/.r powers you heard not? 

Cwf.Tis fo they are afoote. 

jfo»f.Well‘fir,ile bring you to our matter Lear, 

And leaue you to attend him,fome deare caufe 
Will in concealci»eM-vwap roevpa while, 

VVhen I am knowne aright you ttiall not greeue, 

Lending me this acquaintance,! pray you go along with me. 

Exit, 

Enter Cor deli a , T> otter } and ethers. 

Csr.Alacke tis he, why he was met euen now. 

As mad as the vent fea, finging aloud, 

Crownd with ranke femiter and furrow weeds , 

With hor-docksjhemlocke, nettles, coockow-ftdwers, 

Darnell and all the idle weeds that grow 
In ourfuftaining,Corne,a century is fent foortb, 

Search euery acre in the high grownc field, 

And bring him to our eye, what can mans wifedome do 
In the.reftoring his bercaued fencePhe that can helpe him- 
Take all my ourward worth. 

Doff.There is meanes Madame, 

Ourfoftcrnurfe of nature is repofe. 






T ‘he Hittory oj King Lear, 

The which he lackes, chat toprouoke in him 
Are many fimples operatiue.whofe power 
WH1 dofe the eye c>f anguifli. 

CW.All bleft iecrets,allyou vnpublUht vertues of the earth, 
Spring with my tearcs.be aidant and remediac 
In the good mans diftrelTc,feeke,feekefor him, 

Lcaft his vngouernd rage diflolue the life. 

That wants the meancs to leade it. 

Inter a UWeJfenger. 

Ttiejfen. Nc wes Madam,the British powers are inarching he- 
therward. 

Cord. Tis knowne before.our preparation (lands 
In expectation of them, 6 deare Father, 

It is thy bufineffc that I go about,therefore great France , 

My mourning and important teares hath pittied. 

No blowne ambition doth our armes infite, 

But loue, deare loue.and our aged fathers right, 

Soone may I hears and fee him. Sxitl 

Enter Regan and Steward. 

But are my brothers powers fet foorth ? 

Stew . I Madam. 

jffaf.Himfelfe in perfon ? 

Stew.Madam with much ado,your fitter' s the better Soldier, 

Reg . Lord Edmund fpake not with your Lady at home ? 

Sf«y.No Madam, 

R^g . What might import my fitters letter to him ? 

Crew.! know not Lady. 

■Keg.Faith heis potted hence on a ferious matter. 

It was great \gnoxancc,(j locefiers eies being out, 

To let him line, where he arriues he moues 
All hearts againtt vs,and now I thinke is gone. 

In pitty of his mifery to difpatch his nighted life, 

Moreouer to deferie the ftrength of the Army. 

Stew.l mutt needs after him with my Letters. 

if e^.Our troope fets foorth to morrow, ttay with vs, 



TheHiJtory oj King tar. 

The wayes are dangerous. 

Stew. I may not Madam, my Lady charg d my dutie in this 

bufinefle. ■ 

Reg. Why fhould (he write to Edmund} Might not you 

Tranfport her purpofes by word, belike 
Something, I know not what, He loue thee much. 

Let me vnfeale the Letter. 

Stew. Madam Ide rather • 

Reg. I know your Lady does not loue her husband, 

I am fure of that : and at her late being heerc 
She gaue ftrange ahads,and moft fpeaking lookes 
To Noble Edmund, I know you are of her bofome. 

Stew, l Madam. 

Reg. I fpcake in vnderftanding, for I know’t , 

Therefore I do aduife you take this note : 

My Lord is dead, Edmund and I haue talkc. 

And more conuenient is he for my hand. 

Then for your Ladies : you may gather more. 

If you do findc him, pray you giue him this. 

And when your miftns hearcs thus much from you, 

Jipray defire her call herwifedometoher ,fo farewell, 

Ifyou do chance tcTbeare of that blinde traitor. 

Preferment fals on him that cuts him off. 

Stew. Would I could meet him Madam,I would fliew 
What Lady I do follow. 

ifcf.Fare thee well. Exit, 

** . TfX: > >. c : ; .j. 1.- K 



Enter Cjlofier and Edmund. 

Glo . When (hall we come to’th top of that fame hill ? 
Edg. You do climbc it vp now, looke how we labour ? 
Clo. Me thinkes the ground is eucn. 

Ed?. Horrible fteeperh'earkc, do. you heare the feat" 
Git. No truly. 

£%. Why then your other fenfes grow imperfeil 
By your eies anguifh. 

Glo . So may it be indeed, 

Methinkes thy voice is altered, arid thou fpeakft 
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The Hitter) of King Lear. 

With better phrafe and matter then thou didft. 

Edg. Y’are much deceiucd, in nothing am I changd, 

Butin my garments. 

Glo Me thinkesy are better fpoken. 

Edg . Come on fir, here’s the place, ftand ftill,how fearful! 

And dizy tis to caft ones ey es fo low .* 

The Crowes and Choughcs that wing the midway ayre 
Shew fcarfe fo grofle as beetles.halfe way downc 
Hangs one that gathers Sampire, dreadfull trade. 

Me thinkes he feemes no bigger then his head.* 

The fiftiermen that walke vpon the bcake 
Appeare like Mice; and yon tall Anchoring barkc 
Dimimfht to her cockc ; her cocke aboue 
Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring furge. 

That on the vnnumbred idle peeblcs chafe. 

Cannot be heard : it is fo hie lie looke no more 
Leaft my braine turne, and the deficient fight 
Topple downe headlong. 

Glo. Set me where you ftand. 

Edg. Giue me your hand : you are now within a foot 
Of the extreme verge ; for all beneath the Moone 
Would I not ieape vpright. 

Glo. Let go my hand : 

Heerc friend’s another purle, in it a Iewell 
Well worth a poore mans taking. Fairies andGods 
Profpcr it with thee.- go thou farther off. 

Bid me farewell, and let me hcare thee going. 

Edg. Now fare yoitwcll good-fir. 

Glo. With all my heart. 

*■ Edg. Why I do trifle thus with bis. difpaire, tis done to cure it. 

Glo. O you mighty Gods, Htkgeels 

This world I do renouncc,and in your fights? 

Shake patiently my great affli&ion off. 

If I could beare it longer, aud not fall 

To quarrcll with your great oppofcleffe wils,. / 

My fnuffe and loathed part ofnature fliould 

Burac it felfe oau \(Edg*r liy&P.Wcffe* ^ 
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TheHijlory of King tear . 

Now fellow fare thee well. He falles 

Edo G on fir, farewell, and yet I know not how conceite may 
rob the treafury of life, when life it felfc ycelds to the theft : had 
he bene where he thought,by this thought had bene paft: Aliue 
or dead? Ho you fir, hcare you fir, fpeake,thus might heepaffc 
indeed, yet he reuiues.what are you fir ? 

Glo. Away, and let me dye. 

Edg. Hadft thou bene oughebut gofmore feathers ayre, 
Sotnany fadome downe precipitating, 

Thou hadft (laiuerd like an Egge,but thou dolt breath, 

Hafthcauy fubftance, bleedft not.fpeakft,art found .* 

Ten Mafts at each make not the altitude. 

Which thou haft perpendicularly fell. 

Thy lifes amiraclcifpeake yet againc. 

Glo. Buthaue I fallen or no? 

Edo. From the dread fummons of this chalkie borne, 

Looke v P a hight; the (brill gorg’d Larke fo ferre 
Cannot be feene or heard, d» but looke vp. 

Glo. Alacke, I haue no eyes : 

Is wretchedneffc depriu d that benefite 

To end it felfc by death ? Twas yet fome comfort, 

When mifcryieoWUegune the Tyrants lage. 

And fruftrate hisproua will. 

Edg. Giue me your arme.* 

Vp, io,how feele you your legges ? you ftand. 

Glo. Too well, too well. 

Ido. This is aboue all.ftrangenefTe: 

Vpon the crowne of the cliffc,what thing was that 

Which parted from you? 

Glo.h poore vnfortunate begger. 

Edg. As I ftood heere below,mcthought his eyes 
Were two full Moones; ahadathoufand nofes. 

Homes, welkt and-waued like the entidged fea. 

It was fome fietid.therefore thou happy Father . 

Thinke that the deereft Gods.who made their honots 
Of mens impoflibilities,haue prc?erucd thee. 

Glo. I do remember now,hencefoith lie beare 

i % Ar~ 
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Affli&ion till it do cry out it felfe 

Enough, enough, and dye: that thing you fpeakc of, 

I tooke it for a man: often would he fay 
The fiend, the fiend, he led me to that place. 

Edg. Bare, free, and patient thoughts ; but who comes hcere, 
The iafer fenfe will nere accommodate his maiftcr thus. 

Enter Lear mad. 

Lwr. No. they cannot touch me for coyning, I am the King 
himfclfe. 

Edg. O thou fide piercing fight. 

Lear .Nature is aboue Art in that refpe&, titer's your prefle- 

money. That fellow handles his bow like a Crow-keeper, draw 

me a clothiers yard. Looke,looke,a Moufc ; peace, peace, this 
tofted cheefe will do it. Ther’s my gantlet, lie proue it on a Gy- 
ant, bring vp the browns bit*. O well flowne birde in the ayre . 
Hagh,giue the word. 

Edg. Sweet Margerum. 

Lear. Paflc, 

Clo. I know that voice. ' i 

Lear. Ha Gonorft, ha Regan , they flatter’d me like adogge,and 
told me I had white haircs in my beard, ere the black ones were 
there ; to fay I and no to all I faide : I and no too was no good 
Diuinity. When the raine came to wet me once, and the windto 
make me chatter, when the thunder would-not peace at my bid- 
ding, there I found them, there I fmelt them out : goc too, they 
are not men of their words, they told mee I was cucry thing, tis 
a lye, I am not argue-proofe. , i ; 

Gloft. The tricke of that voyce I doe well remember, ift not 
the King/ ,r 

Lear I, cuery inch a King: when I do flare fee how the fubieft 
quakes : I pardon that mans life, what was thy caufe, Adulteries 
thou (halt not dye for adultery: no r the wren goes toot, and the 
fmall guilded flye do letcher in my fight; lct copulation •thriue. 
For C} Ufters baftard fon was kinder to his fathercheh my daugh- 
ters got tweenc the lawfull fhe£t$, toot Luxury, pell mell, for J 
want fouldiers. Behold yon fimpring dame, whole face between 

i her 
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• forlces prefageth fnow, that minces vertue, and do {hake the 

S heareofpleafuresnameto fichew, nor the foyled Horffe 

b es toot with a more riotous appetite : do wne from the wafle 
goes toot wit. abouc, but w t h c girdle 

th T tC S beneath is all the fiends, there* Heft, there* 

J° t® fre thcres the fulphury pit, burning, lcalding,ftench,con- 
darkne , b p^.Giiiemeean ounce of Ciuet, 

th V/o.O let me kiflc that hand. 

great world (hold fo weare 
out to naught.do you eno0 ph dofl thou fquiny on 

R«d t Uh„ 

Edg. I would not takethis from report, it is,& my hart breaks 
at it, 

Lear. Read. 

money in your purfe? your eyes arc in a heauy cafe, yourpuiff 

in a light; yet you fee how this world goes ? 

f«.Wbai S r A man may fee how the world goes with 
no eyes. Looke with thy cares, fee how yon Jufhce rai es '' ?J 
von Ample theefe : heavkc in thy care, handy dandy .which is tU 
Lefe, which is the luftice. Thou haft feenc a farmers dog bark* 
atabegger, 

ft! td .be cm** ran Rom At cf Th« 

beho'd the Great image of Authofitie, a dogge fo bad in office. 
ThouRafcall Beadle hold thy bloody hand ; 
that whore? ftrip thineowne backe,thy blood hmly^vfftsto^c 
her in that kind for which thou whipft her. T he vfuret » . 
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The History of King Lear. 

and furd-gownes hides all. Get thee glaflceyes, and likea/iur 
uy politician, fecmc to fee the things thou docft not ; No 
pulloffmy boots, harder,harder,fo. 1 

Edg. O matter and impcrtinency, mixt reafon in madncffe 

Lear. If thou wilt weepe my fortune, take my eyes; I know 
thee well chough, thy name is Glofter, thou mull be pacienc we 
came crying hither: thou knowft the firft time that we fmel’the 

airc, we waile and cry. Iwill preach to thce,markc me. 

(j/^.Alack^lackjthcday. 

Lear. When we arc borne, we crie that wee are come to this 
great ftage of fooles: this a good blocke.lt were a delicate ftra- 
tagemto friootatroopeofhorfe with fell, and whcnl haucftole 
vpon thefe fonnes in law^then kill, kill,kill,kill,Tkill,ki|l. 

\ * 

Enter three gentlemen. 

Gent . O here he is, lay hand* vpon him firs, 

Lmi-.No refcuc.whata prifoner? I ameene the naturall foote 
of Fortune : vfe me well, you (hall haue aranfom. Let mehaue 
a Chirurgcon, I am cut to’th braines. 

Gent. You fhall haue any thing. 

Lear. No feconds, all my felfc : why this would make a man 
of fait to vfe his eyes for garden water-pottes, land laying Au- 
tumnesduft. gent. Good Sir. 

Lear- Iwilldyebrauely likeaBridegroome. What, I will bee 
io.uiall : Come,come,I am a King my matters, know you that ? 

Gent. You are aroyall one,and weobeyyou. 

Lear. Then thcres life hit, nay if you get it you fhall petit 
with running. Exit King running. 

GMt.Afightmoftpittifullinthemeaneft wretch, paftfpea- 
king of in a king : thou haft one daughter who redeemes nature 
from the generall curfc which twaine hath brought her to. 

Edg. Haile gentle fir. 

Gent. Sir fpeed you, what’s your will ? 

L^.Do you heare ought ofabattell toward ? 

- ^MtjMoftfure and vulgar,euery ones hcares 
That can diftinguifh fenfe. 

Edg. But by your fauour,how neeres the other army ? 

gent. 
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Gent. Neere and on fpeed for’t, the maine delcries. 

Stands on the bourely thoughts. 

G^t! Thoug^that the Queene on fpeci all caufe is hectc, 

His army is mou’d on. Exit 

S Ch 1 Yo^ue5'g«l= godstakemybreathftommc, 

Let not my wotfet fpirit tempt me sgame. 

To dye before you plcafe. 

Edg . Well pray you father. 

S?mT P tmS:»Xmeb,fortune s bloyv= S ,, , 
W ho by the ofknowne and feeling f “ r »" cs 

Z ptcW 6»» d e,ut me y 0 "' 1 ”' ,di 

“'SJf.ElSdS 

to boot, to boot. 

Enter Steward. 

dC G/?Now let thy friendly hand put ftrength enough to’t. 

StJ Whereforebolde pezantdarft thoufupport a pubhlht 
tray tots hence leaft the infection of his fortune take like hold on 

thee, let go his a*mc« 

Edg. Chill not let go fir without cagion. 

c tr£V Leteot\aue,orthoudieft. ^ 

Ur GoodGentleman goe yourgate, letpoore volkepaffe . 
and thud haue beenezwaggar’d out of my life, ^woldnothaue 

benerolon°by a vortnight: nay-come not neere the o.dc man, 

keepe out cheuore ye,or ile try whether your coftard or my oat 
fee the harder, chill.be plaine with you. They fight. 

%Gter P Syout tt«h zir, cometio matter for your tomes. 





The History of King Lur . 

Stew . Slant thou haft flaine me, Villaine take my purfc : 

If cuer thou wilt thriue,bury tny body. 

And giue the Letters which thou findft about me 
To 'Edmund Earle of Glofter,feeke him out,vpon 
The Bricifh party : 6 vntimely death! death. 

He dyes* 

Fdg. I know thee well, a feruiceablc villainy. 

As dutious to the vices of thy Miftris, 

As badnefle would defirc. 

Clo. What is he dead i 

Edg, Sit you downe father, reft you, lets fee his pockets, 
Thefe Letters that he fpeakes of may be my friends, 

Wee's de3d,I am onely forry he had no other deathfman. 

Let vs fee, leaue gentle wax,and manners blame vs not. 

To know our enemies minds wee’d rip their hearts. 

Their papers is more lawfully 

Letter . 

Let jour reciprocal l vowes be remembred % 

Tou bane many opportunities to cut him-> of. 

If your wtd want not , time and place wtH be fruitfully ofrered , 

There is nothing done : If he returne the Conqueror > 

Then am I the prifrner y and his bed my Iajle, 

From the loath'd warmth whereof deliuer me* 

And fupply the place for your labour . 

Y our wife (fo I would fay) & your affe&ionate feruant, 

Conor ill* 



Sdg.O vndiftinguifht fpace of womans wit, 

A plot vpon her vertuous husbands life. 

And the exchange my Brother: neerc in the fands 
Thee He rake vp, the poft vnfan&ified 
Of murtherous lctchers,and in the mature time 
With this vngracious paper ftrike the light 
Of the death pra&ifd Duke, for him tis well; 

That of his death and bufinefle I can tell. 

G/<?.The King is mad, how ftiffc is my vildc fenfe, 
That I ftand vp,and haue ingenious feeling 



The Hitt wyoj King text. 

Of my huge forrowes, better I were diftraff. 

So fliould my thoughts be fenced from my greefes. 

And woes by wrong imaginations, Iofe 
The knowledge of thcmfclocs. 

A ‘Drumnee afarre off. 

£^.Giue me your hand : 

Farrc off methinkes I heare the beaten drum* 

Come Father lie beftow you with a friend* Exit 

Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Defter. 

Ctfn*0 4 thou good Kent, 

How (hall I liue and worke to match thy goodnetie. 

My life Will be too fhort,and euery meafure faile me* 

Ke*t,To be acknowledg'd Madam is ore-paid. 

All tny reports go with the modeft truth, 

;Nor more, nor clipt.but fo. 

Cor .Be better fuked, 

Thefe weeds are memories of thofe worfer houres, 

Tprecheeput them off. 

&rt.Pardon me deere Madam, 

Yet to be knowne Shortens my made intent, 

My boone I make it that you know me not. 

Till time and I thinkemeet. 

for. Then be it fo: my Lord how does the king. 

Do ft. Madam ileepes ftill* 

Cor. O you kinde Gods, 

Cure this great breach in his abufed nature. 

The vntun’d and hurrying fcnfcs,0 winde vp. 

Of this childe-changcd Father. 

Do ft. So pleafe your Maicftywe may wake the King 
He hath flept long. 

Cor. Be gouern’d by your knowledge, and proceede 
Ith fway ofyour owne will: is he array’d ? 

Dift. I Madam,in theheauineffe of hisfleepe. 

We put ffcfh garments on him. 

Kent . Good Madam be by when wc do awake him, 

I doubt not of his temperance. 

K Cor „ 





The Hi ft ory of King Lear. 

Cor.Very well. 

Doft.Pleafe you draw neere : louder the muhcKe there. 
Cor.O my decre father, 

Rcftoration hang thy medicine on my lippes, 

And let this kiffe repairc thofe violent harmes 

That my two fillers haue in thy reucrence made, 

Kent. Kinde and decre Princefffc. 

Cer. Had you not bin their father, thefe white flakes 
Had challeng’d pitty of them. Was this a face 
To be expofd againtl the warring windes. 

To Hand againllthe deepe dread bolted thunder, 

In the moll" terrible and nimble ftroke 

Of quickc erode lightning, to watch poore Ter du t 

With this thin belmePMine iniurious dogge. 

Though he had bit me, fhould haue flood that night 
A gain’ll my fire, and waft thou faine (poore father) 

To houill thee with fwme and rogues forlorne. 

In fhort and roufty flraw ? Alack, alacke, 

Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once. 

Had not concluded all. He wakes, fpeake to him* 

Dott, Madam do you, tis fitted. . 

C.How does my royal lordfhow farts your maiefty 
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out a’th grauc. 
Thou art a foule in bliffc, but I am bound 
Vpon a wheelc of fire, that mine owne tcares 
Do feald like molten Lead, 

Cor.Sir, know ye me ? 

Lear. Y’are a fpir.it I know, when did you dye? 

Cor.Still,ftill,farre wide. 

TJbtt. He’s fcarfe awake, let him arnne awhile. 

Lea. Where haue l bin? where aml?fairc day light, 
lam mightily abu fd ; I fhould ene dye with pity 
To fee another thus. I know not what to fay : 

1 will not fweare thefe are my hands, kts fee, _ , 

1 feele this pin pricke, would I were affur d o X. . 

Cor.O looke vpon me fir j ( 

And hold your hands in benedidlvon oreme. 





The Hiftoryoj King Lear* 

No fir, you muft not knecle« 

Lear .Pray do not mocke me : 

I am a very foolilh fond oldt man, 

Fourefcore and vpward, and to deale plainly, 

I feare I am not perfedl in my minde. 

Me thinkes I Ihould know you, and know this man, 

Yet I am doubtfull : for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is, and all the skill I haue 
Remembers not thefe garments: nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laft night. Do no laugh at me. 

For (as I am a man ) I thinke this Lady 
To be my childe Cordelia , 

Cor, And fo I am, 

Lear. Be your teares wet ? Yes faith :T pray weepenot. 

If you haue poifon for me I will drinke it : 

I know you do not loue me, for your fillers 
Haue fas I do remembcr)donc me wrong, 
you haue fome caufe,they haue not. 

Cor. No caufe.no caufc, 
b* Lear. Km I in France * 

Kent. In your owne kingdome fir. 

Lear. Do not abufe me. 

Loci. Be comforted good Madame, the great rage you fee is 
cured in him, and yet it is danger to make him euen ore the time 
hee has loft ; defirc him to goc in, trouble him no more till fur- 
ther fetling. 

Cor. Wilt pleafe your Highnefle walke ? 

Lear. You muft beare with me : 

Pray now forget and forgiue, 

1 am oldc and foolifh. Exeunt* 

Manet Kent and (Jentteman. 

Gcw.Holds it true fir that the Duke of Cornwall was fo (bine? 
Kmt.Moft certaine fir. 

Gear. Who is condudtor of his people? 
foaf.As tis faid.the baftard fonne of Glofter, 
G«s,Theyfay£^(irhis banifht fonne, is with the Earle of 

K* Kent 
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The History of King Lear. 

Kent in Germany. 

Kent. Report is changeable, tis time to looke about. 

The powers of the kingdome approch apace. 

C*»r.The arbitrement is like to be bloody, fare you well fir, . 

Kent .My point and period will be throughly wrought, 

' Or well, or ill, as this daye* battels fought. 

Enter Edmund, Regan, and tbeir powers. 

Haft . Know of theDukeifhislaftpurpofeholdc, 

Or whether fince he is aduifd by ought t 
To change the courfe,hc is full of alteration 
And fclfe-reprouing, bring his conftant pleafurc, 

Reg. Our lifters man is certainly mifearried. 

Haft.Tis to be doubted Madam, . 

Reg.Novt fweet Lord y , 

You know the goodnefle I intend vponyou-t 
Tell me truly,bu»then fpcake the truth, 

Do you not louc my lifter ? 

Baft. I honor’d loue. 

Reg.But haue you aeuer found my brothers way. 

To the forefended place ? 

Haft, Th &t thought abufes you. 

Reg, I am doubtfull that you haue beene coniunS 
And bofom’d with her^as farre as we call hers. 

Baft . No by mine honor Madam. 

Teg. I neuer fhall endure her, 

Deere my Lord be not familiar with hen 

Haft. Feare me not,(he and the Duke her husbands’. 

Enter Albany and Conor ill with trooper .. 

Gon. I had rather loofe the battell 
Then that lifter (hould Ioofen him and me. 

Our very louing lifter well bc-met. 

For this I hearc the King is come to his daughter 
Wi th others, whom the rigour of our State 
Forc’d t© cry out. Where I could not be honeft 
I neuer yet was.Yaliant; for thisbufineffe 
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It toucheth vs, as France inuades our land 
Not bolds the king, with others whom I fearc, 

Moft iuft and heauy caufes make oppofe. 

Taft.S'u you fpcake nobly, 

Regan. Why is this rcafon’d ? 

<7*».Combine together gainft the enemy. 

For thefe domefticke doore particulars. 

Are not to queftion heere. 

t Alb. Let vs then determine 
With the Ancient of warre on our proceedings. 

Baft. I (hall attend you prcfently at your T ent. 

J&g.Sifter youle go with vs ? 

Gon, No. 

Reg. Trs moft conuenient,pray you go with vs, 

Gon, O ho, I know the Riddle,! will go. Exit 

Enter Edgar, 

Edg, If ere your Grace had fpeech with one fo poore, 

Heart me one word. 

Alb.We. ouertake you,fpeake. 

Edg. Before you fight the battell,dpe this Letter, 

If you hauevi&ory let the trumpet founde 

For him that broughtit, wretched though I feeme, 

I can produce a Champion,that v^ill proque 
What is auouched there, Ifyoumifcarry, 

Y our bufinefle of the world hath fo an end. 

Fortune loue you. 

Alb.Stzy till I haue read the letter*- 
Edg. I was forbid it. 

When time (hall ferue let but the Herald cry, 

And lie appeare againe. Exit * 

Alb. Why fare thee well ,1 will looke ore the paper. 

Enter Edmund. 

Haft. 7 hc enemy’s in view,draw vp your powers, , 

H ard is the guefle of their great ftrength and forces * 

By diliget difcouerVjbut your haft is now vrgd on you 

K.3 ’ Alb. 
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The Hiftory of King Lear. 

Alb, We will greet the time. 

Baft. To both thefe Afters haue I fworne my louc, 

Each lealous of the other, as the fling are of the Adder, 

Which of them iKall I take, both one 
Or neither ; neither can be enioy’d 
Ifboth remaine aliuc : to takethe Widdow, 

Exafperates, makes mad her After (jonorill. 

And hardly (hall I carry out my Ade 
Her husband being aliue. Now then wee’l vfe 
His countenance for the battell, which bein g done 
Let her that would be rid of him deuifle 
His fpecdy taking off: as for his mcrcie 
Which he extends to Lear and to Cordelia t 
The battell done.and they within our power, 

Shall neuer fee his pardon ;for my ftate 
Stands on me to dcfend,not to debate. 

tyflarnm, Enter the powers of France oner the ft age, fir delta 
with her Father in her hand. 

Enter Edgar and Clofter . 

£</<r.Heerc Father, take the ftiadow ofthisbuSv 
For your goodhoaft: pray that the right may thriue. 

If eucr I rcturne to you againc, 
lie bring you comfort# 

Glo. Grace go with you At. 

Alxntm and retreat. Enter Edgar, 

Edo. Away olde man, giue me % hand, away, 

King Lear hath loft, he and his daughter tanc: 

Giue me thy hand, come on. , 

Glo. No farther Ar,a man may rot euen beere. 

Edcr. What in ill thoughts agen ? Men muft endure, 
Their going hence,euen as their c oro mi ng hither, 

Ripencffers^ Lear and Cordelia prifoners. 

Baft. Some officers take them away, good guard, 

Vntill their greater pleafurcs beft be kno wnc 
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That are to cenfure them. 

Cor. We are not the fir ft, 

Who with beft meaning haue incurr’d the worft : 

For thee oppreffed King am I caft downe, 

M" felfe coul^d elfe out-frowne falfc fortunes frowne. 

Shall we not fee thefe daughters.and thefe Afters? 

Lear. No, no, come let’s away to prifon, 

We two alone will Ang like birds i’th cage : 

When thou doft aske me bleffing.Ile knccle downe 
And aske of thee forgiueneffe : fo weell liuc, 

And pray, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies, and heare poore Rogues 
Talks of Court newes, and weel talke with them too, 

Who loofes, and who wins ; wbofe in, whofe out} 

And take vpon’s the.myftcry of things. 

As if we were Gods fpies : and weel weare out 
In a walld prifon, packes and fc£ls of great ones. 

That ebbeand-ftow by the Moone. 

Bu(t . Take them away. 

Lear, Vpon fuch facrifices my Cordelia 
The gods themfelues throw incenfe. Haue I caught thee ? 

He that parts V« {lialLbring a brand from heauen. 

And Arc vs hence like Foxes, wipe'thine eyes, ■> 

The good fhall deuoure em.fleach and fell. 

Ere they fhall nuke vs wcepe ? Wcele fee cm ftarue firft. Exit 
Baft. Come hither Captaine, hearke. 

Take thou this note, go follow them to prifon. 

One ftep I haue aduaneft thee; if thou doft as this inftru&s thee, 
Thou doft make thy way to Noble fortunes ; 

Know thou this, that men areas the time is; 

To be tender minded docs not become a fword. 

Thy great employment will not beare queftion. 

Either faythoutdo’t, or thriue by other meanes. 
fip.We doot my Lord. 

Baft , About it, and write happy when thou haft done, 

M arke 1 fay inftantly,and carry it fo 
As I haue fet it downe. 



Cap 







The History of King Leer. 

Cap. I cannot draw a Cart.nor cate drycd oatcs/ 

If it be mans wotke, lie doo’c. 

Enter the Duke, the two Ladies find others* 
jitb. Sir you hauc (hewne to day your valianc ftraine. 

And Fortune led you well : you haue the Captiues 
That were the oppofites of this dayes fttife: 

We do require then of you fo to vfe them. 

As we (hall finde their merits, and our fafety 
May equally determine. 

Baft .' Sir I thought it fit. 

To fend the olde and mifcrable King 

To fome retention, and appointed guard, ' 

Whofeagehas charmes in it.whofe Title more. 

To plucke the common blolfomes of his fide. 

And turne our impreft Launces in our eyes 

Which do command them. With him I fenttheQueenc: 

My rcafon all the fame, and they are ready to morrow. 

Or at a further fpace, to appeare where you (hall hold 
Your Scflion at this time : we fweate and bleed. 

The friend hath loft his friend.and the beft quarrels 
In the heate are curft by thofe that feele their ftiarpenelTc e ■ 

The queftion of Cordelia and her father 
Requires a fitter place, 
alb. Sir by your patience, 

I hold you but a fubiedt of this warre, not as a brother. 

Reg . That’s as we lift to grace him. 

Methinkes our pleafure (houldhaue becnc demanded 
Ere you had fpoke fo farre. He led our powers. 

Bore the Commiffion of my place and perfon, 

The which immediate may well ftand vp. 

And call it felfe your brother. ‘ ... r 

Goh. Not fo hot : in his owne grace he doth exalt himielfe. 

More then in your aduancemcnt. , a 

Reg. In my right by me inuefted,he compeers the belt. 

Con. That were the moft.if he Qiould husband you. 

.Tellers do oft proue Prophets. ^ 



. .. 

fauM ola;hol‘a,tftat eyeith‘ae told yon fo jlotokt 'liut a fq[ui«o 
Reg Lady I am not well.elfe I Ihould anfWer 
From a full flowing llomacke, Generali, ' 

Take thou my foldicrs, prifoners, patrimony, 

Witneffe the world, ftsat;t ct«^e'Ebee ; beerc 

My Lord and matter. ^ - ' v' - 

GjH.Meane you to enioy hifiS then ? 

alb. The let alone lies not in your gotod Will. 

34/Nor in thine Lord, 

^.Halfe blooded fellow,yes. 

BaftXtt the drUth ftrike,and proue my titlegood. 

Alb. Stay yet,hekre reafdn': ! £<fowft^fl arreft thee 
On capitall treafon ; arid in thine attaint, ■ ^ ' 

This gilded Serpent : for your claimefaire filter, 

Ibare it in the 




[1619] THE BODLEIAN LIBRARY (Arch. G d.42[5]) OctaYO 









B/BJEJSfEJlSiarSISJ^IEIEJ^ r 2/2Tc 1 J , 





“The 0f?oty of KinglM* 

Come hUbcr jH erald,,lcc the gji rumpet found, and read but thii, 
Cap. Sound Trumper, i . J; i {fe-* j 0 o rr, ] v ! 1 -.va 
Her, If any man of qnalityor degree,; -in- the hoaft ofthe At- 
my, will maintaine vpon Edmund, fuppofed Earle of Glocefter, 
thathe’s a manifold traitor i: tet him jppeare at the tbirdc found 
of the Trumpet: he is bold in his defence, -fh.n ns. ,n ... v],j 
Bafti Sound. umAgaipe. ica . . .. ,jc / • 

Enter Edgar at.tjee. thtrdfeund,witk a trupipet before him. 
Alb. Aske him his purpofes, why he appeases ;i . K . 

Vpon this call o’th trumpet? 

Her. Whataretynu? jfmuwqi ah nJS:.\ . 
And why you.aniwer thisp*.efem ; fummons.2 ;; -i rl oY v . 

Sdg. O know my namsiifoft byjTreafbns tooth s' '; c •••; , 
Bare-gnawne and canker-bit, 

VVhe re is the aduerfary I come to cope with aU i 

Jib. What is that aduerfary ? n . - - A . ;o:.. ' .. e , ; ; ' 

Edg. What’s he that lpeakesfor £(/»w»«^Earle ofGlofter ? 
"Baft. H imfelfe,what : fay.ft thou to him ? 

Edg. Draw thy fword,. ''tnc . . - ,r , .. . i 

That if my fpeech offend a noble heart, thy arme 
May dotheeiuftice,hcerc is ipinet 
Behold it is the priuiledge of tny-eoHguc* 

Myoath and profeffiorw Tproteft, , ,iiji 

Maugre thy ftrength, youth, place and eminence, 

Defpight thy viiffor, fword, and fire new fortun’d* 
Thyvalor,andthyheart,thouartatraitor~:,“ 

Falfe to the godsithy bri>tbpr,and thy fatheti. 

Confpicuate gaiuft this high illuftrious Prince, 

And from th’extremeft vpward of thy head. 

To the defeent and duft beneath thy feet, 

A mofttoad-fpotted traitor: fay thou no irj; . 

This fword, this arme,and my beft fpirits, • 

Is bent to proue vpon thy heart, whereto I fpeake thpu lyeir, 
Baft. In wifedoUie I fhould askc thy name, \ 

But fince thy outfidc lookesfo faire and, warlike. 

And that thy being fome.fay.ofbreed.ingbreathes. 

By right oJf 
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With thebellhatedly ©return'd thy heart , 1; c ? r - ! : ;; ' 

Which for they yet glance by, and fcaJrfely bruife, 1 T 

This fword bfmineThall glue them infant way. 

Whercthey ftiali reft for ^cuer. Trumpets fpeake. 

Alb Sauc him.fauc him. 

Con This ismeere praaifcGlbfter,by the law of Amies 
Thou art hotbound to offer an vrtknowne oppofne, 

Thou art not vanquifht,buc coufned and begmld. 

jib. Stop your mouth Dame, or with this paper (hall I ftop 
it- thou worfe then any thing, reade thine owne euill. Nay, no 

me for k. ... • 

y*/6.Monfter,knowft thou this paper ? . - 

Gwlftskc me not what 1 know. 

AUG. after her.fhei defper.ce.ge.uerneher. ^ 

•Sdff.What you haue charg d me with, that hau^ I done. 

And more, much mbte, the time wilt bring it out. 

Tis paft,and fo ami: but what art thou that haft this fortune o 
me? lfthoubceftnoble,ldb forgiuethee. 

Ed*. Let’s -exchange charity, 

I am no leffc in blood then thdu art Edmund, o . .a rr; : 

If more, the more- tb'ouhaftwrongd me. ! - 

My name is Edgar, and thy fathers foniie, ' [ } ° f '/ 

The Gods arciuft,andofourpleafantvertues 

Make inftruments to feourge vs : the dark e and vinous place 
Where he thee got,ebft him his eyes, < 

Baft. Thou haft fpoken truths - iViwo , . ,:o 
The wheele is come full citckled,! aoihedre. i sen ; • ' ; 

Jib. Me thou ght thy very gate did prophefic 
A royall nobleneffe, Irnuft Sinbracethfee," h! — 

Let forow fplit my heart if I did eoer hate thccor thy father. 
Ed*. Worthy PHnwWnWV»^t« w.beumyt nao twi :■ 1 
Alb. Where haue yblfhUl^odr fctfelntiicq wji| ^ '-r 
How haue you knbwnC thetrUfofies ofy.our father . 

£^.By mirfmgthcm my L°rd, 

Lift a hreefc talc, and when tis told, >< > 

La v 














The jitnoxyof KingteM', 

O that my heart would bqfft, The bloody proclamation 
To efcape that follosyed.me fpneeredsonelg n y y.’tij id 
(O our liuesfweetncfTe, that, with thppain;eof death 
VVould hourcly dye, rather then dyq.at once) 

Taught me to fhifc into a mad-mans tags. 

To afl'umea femblaaeie tb&t very dog#es difdain’d .• 

And in this habit met I my father with hisbleeding rings. 

The precious ftpn.es new loft* Became his'guidc, >n sir ■ - 
Led him, begd for him, fau’d him from difpaire. 

Neuer (O Father) reueald my fclfe v n to him, 

Vntill fome halfe houre paft when I was arm’d-. 

Not fure,though bopin g ofthis good fuc.ceffej :, 1 •. > 

I askt his bleffing , and from firft to laft 
Told him my pilgrimage: but his flawd heart-: 
Alacketooweaketheconflitftto fupport, 

Twixt two extremes of palfipn/ioy and greefe. 

Bur ft.fmilingly. :«!; i-. w:. ■ :J :> srsri 

Baft.This fpecoh of ypursbathmc^cdm®, i A 

And fhall per.chantedo gopdjbut fpc.ake you on> 

You lookc as you had fomething more to fay. 

Alb. Vi there be any more more wofull } hold it in. 

For Iamalmoft readied© diffolue* ;i 'o.i: ; ; ■ o { rj ... 

Edg . This would haue fecm’d a* period to fuch . 

As loue not forrow jb^nothet M amplifie too nwcb* 
VVould make much mpre.and top extremity. 

VVhilft 1 wasbigin clampr,can»c there in a man. 

Who hauing fecneme in my worft eftate, 

Shund my abhord fociety: bup, then finding 

Who twas that fo indm!dv.v^iife,biS;ftrong arme# . i ofcsdv :* ■ >' 
He faftened on my neck e, and bellowd out 
As hee’d burft heauen,thfew me on my father. 

And told the pitteoustafoofi-B^ iMi-hiPtyrn silqi • ; -i - 
That euer eare rcceiued,whi<;himfriCi^b«Wg I vnr - * ■ • 

His greefe grew puifantjattd tbcftti.hgJpfhfe, 

Began to era ckc twicpjthen thetetsmpets founded y 
And there I left him traunfL . 

,^/^.Butwho was this . 
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vie Kent fir .the banifetK<#r, who in difgmw, 
?0 Sts=n.mykmg,.nd l iiihtato.«, 

gSoot Udyb, yo»t Lady ;»nd htt GBet 
ThifiuWct of the heauens that makes vs trembl , M 

Touches not with pity. 

aya good night, 

Ishc nothecre> . «, t Edmund, where’ s the 

k D> d The bodies ofCwonli & Regain are brought w. ^ 

tifeoncfheot^poifondfbr 

my fake, and after flew her felfc. 

Mb. Encn fo, couer their faces. todo d«foightofmy 

«|.To who my Lotdfvvho hath the office > 

S t^e Wt'! Stake my fwotd.giue it the Gaptaine. 

.d^.Haft thee for thy life. rnhaneCor- 

BdftMt hath commifiion tom t JJ. , own defpaire. 



the Hittoty oj KmgLedf. 

**/£.TheGods defend her,beare him hence a while. 

Enter ',ear mth Cordelia in bis armes. 

L»4r.Howlc,howle,howIe,howle : O you art men of ftonts, 
Had 1 your tongues and eyes,I would vfe them fo. 

That heauens vault (hould cracke : O, (lie is gone for eucr. 

I know when one is dead, and when one Hues, 

Shees dead as earth: Lend me a looking-glade. 

If that her breath will mitt and ftaine the ftonc,ftie then Hues, 

Kent . Is this theprotnitt end ? 

Edg.Qx image of that horror? Alb. Fall and ceafe, 

Lear. This feather ftirs,flie liues,if it be fo.it is a chance that 
do’s redeeme all forrowes that euer I haue felt. 

Kent A my good matter. 

Lear. Prethee away. 

Edg . Tts Noble Kent your friend. 

Lear. A plague vpon you murdrous traitors all, I might haue 
faued her, now fliees gone for euer : Cordelia , Cordelia , flay a li- 
tle. What ift thou faytt ?her voice was euerfoft, gentle & low, 
an excellent thing in women.I kild the flaue that was a hanging 
thee. Cap.Tis true my Lords hec did. 

Lear. Did I not fellow i I ha feene the day, that with my bi- 
ting Fauchion I would haue madethem skip : I am old now,and 
thefc fame croffes fpoile me. Who areyou i Mine eyes are none 
o*th beft, lie tell you ttraighc. 

Kent. IfFortune bragd of two Ihc loued or hated. 

One ofthem we behold. 

Lear. An not you Kent i 

Kent. The fame your feruant Ke»f,wher is your feruat Cam { 

LearMccs a good fellow, I can tell that. 

Heel ftrike and quickly too,hee$ dead and rotten. 

JCewf.No my good Lord,Iam the very man. 

Lear.Wc fee that ftraight. 

Kent. Thzx. from your life of difference and decay, 

Haue followed your fad fteps. 

Lear. Tovt are welcome hethcr. 

Kent .Nor no man elfc : All’s cheerelefle, darkc, and deadly, 
Your eldeft daughters haue forc-doom’d thcmfclucs, - 

And 



The Hlfior) of King Lcau 

And defperately are dead. Lear. So I thinke too. 

Alb. He knowes not what he fees, and vaine it is 
That we prefent vs to him, 

Edgar Very bootleffc. Enter C apt amt 

Cap: Edmund it dzzdm yLord. JVT , , . 

A b' That* but a trifle heere s you Lords and Noble friends, 
know our intent, what comfort to this decay may come, fhalbe 
applied : for vs we will refigne during the life ofthisoldmaiefty 
to him our abfolutc power , you to your rights with boote,and 
fuch addition as your honors haue more then merited, al friends 
Iball cafte the wages of their vcrtue,and allfoes the cup of tneir 

dC Lr 8 And my poore foole is hangd : no,no life, why foould 
a dog a horfe,a rat haue life, and thou no breath at all f O thou 
wilt come no morc,neuer,neuer.neuer: pray vndo this button j 

thankc you fit, 0,o, 0 , 0 , 0 . 

Edg, He faints, my Lord,my Lord. 

Lean Breakc heart,! prethc breake. 

£df:Lookcvpmy Lord. 

Kent: Vex not his ghoft.O let him ? pafle, 
he hates him much,that would vpon thdwracke 
Ofthis tough world ftretch him out longer. 

Edg:Ohz is gone indeed. 

Kent: The wonder is,hc hath endured fo long, 

tit but vfurpt his life. - - 

Duke: Beare them ftom hence,our prefent bufinefle 
Is to eenerall woe : friends of my foulc,you twaine 
Rule in this kingdome, and the good ftate fiifUiue. 

Kent: I haue a iourney fir, Ihortly to go, 

Mv matter cals,and I mutt not fay no. 

Duke The waight of this fad time we nauft obay, 

Speake what we feele.not what we ought to fay s 
The oldeft haue borne moft,we that are yon g. 

Shall neucr fee fo much, nor liue fo long, 
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M; W llliam Shak*lpeare 

HIS 

Hiftorie, of King Lear. 

Enttr Kent, giofter, amKBaftarA, 




Kent, 



Thought the King had more afFe&ed the Dftke of Al- 
bany then Cornwell. 

Gloft. It did allwaies feeme fo to vs, hut now in the 
diuifion of the kingdomes, itappearesnot which of 
the Dukes he values moft,for equalities arefo weighed, that cu- 
fiofitie in neither, can make choife of eithers moy tie. 

Kent. Is not this your Ibnne my Lord? 

His breeding fir hath beene at my charge, I hau e fo of~ 
ecnblufht to acknowledge him, that now I am braz’d to it. 

Kent . I cannot conceiue you. 

Qloft. Sir, this young fellowes mother Could, wherupon Ihee 
grew round wombed, and had indeed Sir a fenne fo r her cradl e, 
ere (lie had a hufband for her bed, doe you fmell afault i 

Kent. X cannot wifh the iaultvndone, the iflueof it beino-fo 
proper. ‘ ° 

Ql°ft. Butlhauefirafonne by order of Law, fomeyeare el- 
der then this, who yetis no deerer in my account , though this 
knaue came fomethingfawcely into the world before hee Was 
tent for, yet was his mother faire, there was good iport at his 
uiakeing.&the whorefonmuft be acknowledged, do you know 
this noble gentleman Sdmttndi 

6 Baft. 
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The Hijtorie of King Lear. 

gtji. My' Lord°of Kent, remember him hereafter as my ho- 

Mvfei'ices to your LoriShip- 
KM. nUloceyoo andfetoknowyoubwto.. , ^ 

againe, the Kingis c°^ming^ ^ ^ greKet} Lear, then the 

*r r i r » G.M«,R' l «.,C'r. 

% ' JelUyVith followers. 

Lear . Attend my Lords of France and Burgundy, 

The map there t know we haue diuided 

In diree^our ' ^^ec'of ouHUK Knt * 

To {hake all cares and bufines of our ltate. 

Which Of you toll * fay doth loue vsmoK, 

Sweoivla,geftbou n uc>mye» m d, 



fearer then ey c-fight, fpace or libertie, { 






The Htlhrie of King Lear. 

Ourdecreft Regan >W\k to (orrmel y,fpeakc? 

Reg. Sir I am made of the felfe fame mettall that my fitter is. 
And prize me at her worth in my true heart, 

I find £he names my very deed of loue, onely {he came Ihort, 
That I profeffe my felfe an enemie to all other ioy es, 

Which themoft precious fquare offence poflettes, 

And find I am alone felicitate, in your deere highnes loue. 

Cord. Then poore Cord. & yet not fo,fiuce I am fure 
My loucs more richer then my tongue. 

Lear. To thee and thine hereditarie euer 
Remaine this ample third of our faire kingdome* 

No lefle in fpace, validity, and pi eafure, 

Then that confirm’d on ^w®r»//,butnow our ioy. 

Although the laft,not leaft in our deereloue. 

What can you fay to win a third, more opulent 
Then your fitters. 

Cord. Nothing my Lord. (againe. 

Lear, How, nothing can come of nothing, fpeake 
Cord. Vnhappie that I am, I cannot heaue my heart into my 
mouth, I loue your Maieftie according to my bond, nor more nor 

leffe. ■ 

Lear. Goe to, goe to. mend your fpe cch a little, 

Leaft it may mar your fortunes, 
i £ord. Good my Lord, 

You haue begot me,bred me,loued me, 

I returne thofe duties backe as are right fit, 

Obey you, loue you, and moft honour you. 

Why haue my fitters hufbands ifthey fay they loue you aH, 
Happely when I fhall wed, that Lord whofe hand 
Muft take my plight, {hall cary halfe my loue with him, 

Halfe my care and duty, fure I {hall ncuer 
Mary like my fitters, to loue my father all. 

Lear. B u t goes this with thy heart ? 

Cord. I good my Lord. 

Lear. So yong and fo vntcndcr, 

. Cord. So yong my Lord and true. 

Lear. Well let it be fo, thy troth thenbe thy dower, 
Forbythefacredradience oftheSunne, 









The tfiflorieof King Lear . 

The miftreffe of fi«cc<*f,and the might, 

By all the operation of the orbs. 

From whovne we doe exfift and ceafe to be 
Heere I difclaune all my paternall care, 

Propinquitfe and property of blood, 

A nrl q<s i ftrano'er to ray heart and me 

Hould thee from this for cuer, the barbarous Scjthyan, 

Or he that makes his generation 

Me [Fes to o-or^e his appetite 

Shall bee as well neighbour d.pxttyed and reheued 

As thou my fometime daughter. 

. Kent. Good my Liege. (h: iswrai :h, 

Lear Peace Kent, come not between the Dragon cc 
I loud her motfand thought to fet my reft 
On her kind nurcery, hence and auoide my light. 

Sobemygrauemypeaceasherelgiue, 

Her fathers heartfrom her, call France, who ftirres ? 

Call Bureunfa, Cornwell find Albany, 

With my two daughters dower digeft this third, 

Let pride, which (he cals plainnes, marnc her « 

I doeinueftyou iointly inmypowre, 

Preheminence,aifd all the large effects 

That troope with Maieftie, our felfe by monthly courfe 
With referuation of an hundred knights. 

By you to be fuftayn’d, ftiall our abode 

Make with you by dueturnes, onely we ftill retame 

The name and all the additions to a Kin», 

The fvvay, reuenue, execution of the relt, 

Bcloued fonnes be yours, which to continue, 

This Coronet part betwixt you. 

Kent. Royal 1 Lear, 

Whom I haue euer honor'd as my Fung, 

Loued as my Father, as,my maifter followed. 

As patron thought on in my pi ay * - ^ 

Lear. The bow is bet & drawen make from the lhates 

Kent. Let it fall rather, _ 

Though thsfotke inuade the region of my heart. 

Be Kent vnmannerly when Lear is man, 
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What wilt thou doe ouldman, thinlc ft thou that dutie 
Shall haue dread to fpeake,when power to flatterie bowes, 
Toplainnes honours bound when Maiefty ftoops to folly, 
Reuerfe thy doome, and in thy beft confideration 
Checke this hideous rafhncs,anfwere my life 
My iudgement,thy yongeft daughter does not lone thee leaf!, 
Nor are thofe empty harted whofe low, found 
Reuerbs no hollownes, 

Lear. Kent on thy lifeno more. 

Kent . My life I neuer held but as a pawne 
To wage againft thy enemies,norfeareto lofeic 
Thy fafty being the motiue. 

Lear. Outofmy fight. 

Kent, See better Lear and let me ftill remaine. 

The true blanke of thine eye* 

Lear. Now by /Ip petto, 

Kent. Now r by Jppollo King thou fweareft thy Gods 
Lear. Vaflall, recreant, (invaine. 

Kent, Doc, kill thy Phy ficion. 

And the fee beftow vpon the foule difeafe, 

Reuoke thy doome, or whilft I can vent clamour 
From my throat, ile tell thee thou doft euilL 
Lear. Heare me,on thy allegeancc heare me? 

Sincethou haft foughtto make vs breakeourvow. 

Which we durft neuer yet •, and with ftraied pride , 

To come betweene our fentence and our powre, 

Which nor our nature nor our place can beare. 

Our potency made good, take thy reward, 

Foure dayes we doe allot thee for prouifion, 

To fhield thee from difeafesofthe world, 

And on thefiftto turne thy hated backe 

Vpon our kingdome, if on the tenth day following, 

Thy banifht truncke be found in our dominions. 

The moment is thy death, away , by Iupiter 

This ihall not be reuokt. (appeare, 

Kent. Why fare thee wel 1 king,fince thus thou wilt 
Friendfhip liues hence, and banilhmentis here, 

The Gods to their protection take the maide, 

B 3 That 
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That rightly thinks,and haft moft iuftly faid, 

And your large fpeeches may your deedes appi oue. 

That good effefts may fpring from wordcs of lone : 
Thus/<h«f O Princes, bids you all adcw, 

Heele fhape his old courfe in a countne new . ! ' 

Enter France and Bttrgundte with glower. 

Glfifl Heers France and Burgundte my noble Lord. 

Lear My L, of£*rg«^,wefirftaddres towards you. 
Who with a King hath riuald for our daughter. 

What in the leaft will you require in prefent 
Power with her, or ceafe your queft of loue ? 

Burg. Royall maiefty , I craue no more that what 
Your hi°hnes offeredjnor will you tender leue? (vs 

Lear Right noble Burgundte, when (he was deere to 
We did hofcl her fo,but now her pnfe is fallen, 

Sir there Ihe ftands, if ought within that little 
Seeming fubftace,or al ofit with our difpleafure pcec it. 
And nothing elfe may fitly like your grace, 

Shees there, and fhe is yours. 

'Bnrg. I knownoanfwer, /. 

Lear. Sir will you with thofe infirmities fhe owes, 

Vnfriended,new adopted to our hate, 

Coucred with our curfe, andftranger’d with our oth, 
Takeherorleaueher. ' 

Barg . Pardonmc royall fir, eleftion makes not vp ^ 

On fuch conditions. JP? 

Lear. Then leaueher fir, for by the powre that made 
I tell you all her wealth, for you great King, 

I would not from your loue make fuch a ltray , 

To match you where I hate, therefore befeech you, 

To auert your liking a more worthier way , 

Then on a wretch whome nature is aihame 

A Tte Sffft^e^ teath# cuen bl ! t novv 

Was your beft obieft, the argument ofyour praife, 
Balme ofyour age, moft beft, moft deeieft. 

Should in this trice of time commit a thing. 

So monftrous to difmantellfomanyfouldsoffauour, 
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Sure her offence muff be of fuch vnnaturall degree, 
Thatmonfters it, or you for voucht affections 
Paine into taint, which to beleeue ofher 
Muft be a faith that reafon without miracle 
Could ncuer plant in me. 

Cord, I yet befeech your Maieftie, 

If for I want that glib and oyly Art, 

To fpeake and purpofe not,fince whatl well entend 
lie do’t before I fpeake, that you may know 
Itis no vicious blot, murder orfoulnes. 

No vucleane aCtion or difhonord ftep 

That hath depriu’d me ofyour grace and fauour. 

But euen forwant of that, for which I am rich, 

A ftill foliciting eye, and fuch a tongue , 

As I am glad I haue not,though not to haue it,. 

Hath loft me in your liking. 

Leir. Goe to, goe to, better thou hadft not bin borne. 
Then not to haue pleas’d me better. 

Fran. Is itno more but this, a tardines in nature. 
That often leaues the hiftorie vnfpoke that it intends to 
My Lord of R«rg##d<>,what fay you to the Lady? (do, 
Loue is not loue when it is mingled with refpeffs that 
Aloofe from the intire point wil you haue her ?. (ftads 
She is her felfe and dowre, 

"Burg. Royall Leir, giue but that portion 
Which your felfe propofd,and here I take (for delta 
By the hand, Dutches of Burgundte, 

Leir. Nothing, I haue fworne. 

Burg. I am fory then you haue fo loft a father, , 
Thatyoumuft loofeahufband. 

Cord. Peace be with Burgundte ,F\nct that refpefls 
Offortune arc his loue, I frhall not be his wife. 

Fran. Faireft Cordelia that art moft rich being poore, 
Moft choife forfaf ,and moft loued defpifd, 

Thee and thy vertues - ere I ceaze vpon, 
fie it lawfull I take vp v hats call away, 

GodSjGods/ds ftrhge, thatfrom their couldft negleft. 
My louefhouldkindle to inflam’d refpeft, 
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Thy dowreles daughter King throwne to thy chance, 

Is Queene of vs ,of ours, and ourfaire France : 

Not all the Dukes in watrifh Burgundie, 

Shall buy this vnpfizd precious maide ot me. 

Bid them farewell C orddia , though vnkma . 

Thou loofefthcre, abetter whereto find. 

Lear. Thouhafther France^ therbe thine. 

For we haue no fuch daughter, nor fhall euer fee 
Thatfece ofhers againe,therforebe gone, (Burgufy 
Without our grace, our loue, our bernzon? come noble 
v ° Exit Lear and Burgundte. 

Fran, Bid farewell to your lifters? . 

Cord. The iewels of our father, (y » 

With walht eyes Qordelia leaues you, I know y ou what 
And like a filler am moft loath to call your faults 
As they are named, vfe well our Father , 

To your profelTed bofoms I commit him. 

But yet alas flood I within his grace, 

I would preferrehim to abetter place : 

So farewell to you both? . 

Gonorill. Prefcribe not vs our duties . 

Regan. Let your ftudy be to content your Lord, 

Who hath receaued you at Fortunes almes, 

jwue wanted. 

Ctrd. TitnelhalvnfouMwhatpkatcdcumng i es. 

Who conera fiults. at laft lhame them deride, . 

W lr<S£ P Ce M, ■ ****** C* 

Goner. Sifter, itis not alittle l haue to fa) , 

Of whatmoft neerely appertains to vs both, 

I thinke our father WiU ’ >ence to nig t. \ w ith vs. 

Reg. Thats moft certaine.and wit v X ou ’”-^v” 1 °| :) f eruat i on w e 
• qon. You fee how full of changes louec j om - ftfier 

haue made of it hath not bin little-, * h ft her 

moft, and with whatpoore wdgement hee hath n 

off, appeares too groffe. V et hee hath euer but flen- 

Reg. Tis the infirmitie of his age, ) et j er }y. 
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derly Icnowne himfelfc. 

q<mo. The beft and foundeft of his time hath bin butralh, 
then muft vve looke to receiue from his age not alone the imper- 
fection of long ingrafted condition, but therwithal vnruly way- 
wardnes, thatinfirmeand cholericke yeares bring with them. 

Rag. Such vnconftantftarts are we like to haue from him, as 
this of Kentt banifhmcnt. 

Gena. There is further complement of leaue taking betweene 
France and him, pray lets hit together, if our Father cary autho- 
rity with fuch difpofitions as he beares,this laft furrender ofhis, 
will but offend vs, 

Ragan. We fhall further thinke on’t. 

qon. We muft doefomething,and it hheate. Exeunt , 

Enter Baftard Solar. 

Bafi. Thou Nature art my Goddeffe,to thy law my feruices 
arebound, wherefore fhould I ftand in the plague of cuftome, 
and permit the curiofitie of nations to depriue me, for that I am 
fomc twelue or 1 4,mooneftunes lag of a brother ,why baftard ? 
wherfbre bafe, when my dementions are as well compaft , my 
mind as generous,and my drape as true as honeft madams ifliie, 
why brand they vs with bafe, bafe baftardie l who in the lufty 
ftealth ofnature, take more compofitionand feirce quality, then 
doth within a ftale dull lyed bed , goe to the creating of a vvhoie 
tribe: of fops got tweene a fleepe and wake vvell the legitimate 
£dgar, I muft haue your land, our Fathers loue is to the baftard 
Edmund, as to the legitimate, well my legitimate , if this letter 
fpeede,andmy inuention thriue, the bafe (hall tooth le- 

gitimate : I grow, I profper, now Gods ftand vp for Baftards . 

Enter Cjtoflcr. 

gioji, /ccwbanifht thus, and France in choller parted , and 
the King gone to night, fubferibd his power, confined to exhi- 
bition , all this donne vpon the gadde Edmund how now 
whatnewes ? 

Basl. So pleafe your Lordlhip, none: 

Gtifi. Why fo earneftly feeke you to put vp that letter ? 

Baft. Iknownonewes my Lord. 

qloft. What paper Were you reading ? 

Baft. Nothing my Lord, , „ 

Ac 
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Cl off. 'No, what needes "then that tcrribe difpatch of it into 

your pocket, the cpialicie of nothing hath not fuch need collide 
itfelfe,lets feej come if it bee nothing 1 fhali not need e fpefta- 

° j 3a. I befcech you Sir pardon me,it is a letter from my brother, 
that I haue not ali ore read, for fo much as I haue perufed, 1 hnd it 
not fit for your liking. 

Gloff. Giue me the letter fir, . 

'Baff, I ihall offend either to detaine or gnie it, the contents 
as in part I vnderftand them, are too blame. 

Gbit Lets fee, lets fee ? . , . , 

Baft ' I hope for my brothers iuftificauon, he vvret this but 

ofour times, keepes our fortunes from vs nll our , oldn f \ C ,“^ 
relifh them, I begin to find an idle and fond bondage in the op- 
preffion of aged tyranny, who fwaies not as it hath power, but as 
it is fufferecijCome to me, that of this X may tpeake more ifour 

father would fleepe till I wake him you fliould inioy halfehis 

reuenew for euer , and hue thebeloued of your brother Ed- 



"Hum, confpiracie. flept till I wakt him, you fliould emoyhajfo 
his reuenew, my fonne Edgar , had hee a hand to write this, a 
hart and braine to breed it m, when came this to you, who 



narc anu uiajiiv uw — — - 

h 7t It was not brought me my Lord, ther’s the cunning of 
it I found it throwne in a t the cafement of my clofet. 

3 Gloff- You know the Caraftar to be your brothers? 

B iff. If the matter were good my Lord I durft fweare it weie 
his but in refpe&jofthat Iwouldfaine thinke it were not, 

Ghti. ItishisJ . , . „ . 

Baff. It i s his hand my Lord, but Ihopehis heart is not in 

^ Gloff. Hath he neuer heretofore fouded you in this bufines? 

Euff. Neuer my Lord, but I haue often heard him mamcame 
it to be fit. that fons at perfit age,& fathers declining, his i 1 
fliould be as ward to the fonne, and the fonne mannage 
uenevv. c u 
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Gloff. OvillaxnCivil!aine,his very opinion in the letter, ab- 
horred villaine,vnnaturall detefled brucifli villaine,worfe then 
hrutifli,go firfeekehim,! apprehend him,abhominable villaine 

vvhereishe? r 

Ba(t. I doe not well know my Lord, if icihall plealc you to 
fufpend your indignation againft my brother, ti 1 you can deriue 

from him better tefiimonycf this intent: you fliould runacer- 

taine courfe, where if you violently proceed againft him, nii- 
flakino his purpofe, it would make a great gap in your owne 
honour, & fliake in peeces the heart ofhis obediece,! dare pawn 
downe my liie for him, he hath wrote this to feele my affection 
to your honour, and to no further pretence of danger. 

Gloff. Thinke you fo? , 

Baff. Ifyour honour iudge itmeete, I will place you where 
youfhall heare vs conferre of this, and by an auricular afturance 
haue your fatiffattion, and that without any further delay then 

this very euening. 

GloH. He cannot be fuch a monltcr. 

Baff. Norisnotfure. 

Gloff. To his father ,thatfo tenderly and intirely loues him, 
heauen and earth ! Edmund feeke him out, wind rnee into him, I 
pray you frame your bufines after your own wifedome, I would 
vnftate my felfe to be in a due refolution. . . _ 

Baff I ihall feeke him fir preftntly, conuey the bufineffe as I 
(hall fee meanes, and acquaint vou withall. 

Gloff. Thefelate eclipfes in the Sunne and Moone portend 
no good to vs, though the wifedome ofnacurecan 
and thus yet nature Sndsit felfe fcourgd by thefequent effeds, 
louc cooks, friendlhip fals off, brothers diuidc, in Citties mu- 
tinies in Countries difeords, Pallaces treafon, the bond ciackt 
betweene fonne and father •, find out this 
loofe thee nothing, doe it carefully, and the nobleand 
ted Kent baniftit,his offence ho neft,ftian^eftian • 

Baff. This is the excellent foppery of the world >,^^ 
we are ficke in Fortune,often the furfeit ofour owne behauio , 
we n akesu.ld=ofourd, fader, Sunne, the Mowe.a^Ae 

Scarres.asifwe were ViHamesbyncceffitic, <0 ° . v - . ji 

ljrcompulfion, Knaues,Tbe«, and Trechcrer. by ^.unrall 









The tustorie of King Lear. 

predominance, Drunkards, Lyars,and Adulterers by an enfbrft 
obedience of planitary influence, and all that 'wee are euill in, 
by a diuirie thruftingon, an admirable euafion of whoremaftcr 
man, to lay his gotilh difpofition to the charge of Starres : my 
Father compounded with my Mother vnder the Dragons taile, 
and my natiuitie wa.s vnder Vrfa mater, fo that it followes.I am 
rou.o-h and 1 echerous,Fut,I fhould haue beene that I am, had the 
maidenlefl: ftarreof the Firmament twinckled on my baftardy 
■titer Edgar Edgar ; and outhee comes like the Cataftrophe of tjic old Co- 
* ' niedy, mine is villanous melancholy , with a fith like them of 
Bedlam •, O thefe eclipfes doe portend thefe diuiflons. 

Edgar. How now brother Edmund , what ferious contempla- 
tion are you in? 

‘Baft, I am thinking brother of a prediction I read this other 
day,what fhould follow thefe Eclipfes. 

Edg. Doe you bufie your felfe about that? 

Baft, I promife you the effects he writ of,fucceed vnhappily, 
asofvnnaturalneffebetweenethe child and the parent, death, 
dearth, diffolutions of ancient amities, diuiflons in ftate, mena- 
ces and malcdiftions againft King ,1nd nobles, needles diffiden- 
ces, banifhmentoffneds.diffipation of Cohorts, nuptial breach- 
es, and I know not what. 

Edg. How long haue you beene a fettary Aftronomicall? 

Baft. Come, come, when faw you my father laft ? 

Edg. Why, the night gon by. 

Baft. Spake you with him? 

Edg. Two houres together. 

Baft, Parted you in good tearmes ? found you no difpleafuie 
in him by word or countenance? 

Edg. None at all. 

Baft, Bethinice your felfe wherein you may haue offended 
him, anefatmy intreatie,forbeare his prefence , till fome little 
time hath qualified the heat of his difpleafure, which atthis in- 
ftantforageth in him, that with the mifchiefe,of yourparfon it 
would fcarce allay. 

Edg. Some villaine hath done me wrong. 

Ban. Thats my feare brother, I aduife you to the bell, goe 
■arm'd, I am no honeft man if there bee any good meaning to- 
wards 
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wards you, I haue told you what I haue fecne & heard, but faint- 
ly, nothing like the image and horror of ir, pray you away S 

Edg. Shall I heare from you anonS 

Baft. I doe ferue you in this bufines : Exit Edgar 

A credulous Father, and a brother noble, 

Whofe nature is fo farre from doing harmes. 

That he fufpefts none, on whofe foolifh honefty 
My praftifes ride eafie, I fee the bufines. 

Let me if not by birth, haue lands by wit, 

All wichnie’s meete, that I can fafhion fit. Exit. 

Enter GonoriU and gentleman. 

Gon. Didmy Father ftrike my gentleman for chiding ;of his 
foole? 

Gent. Yes Madam. 

gon. By day and night he wrongs me, 

Euery houre he flafhes into one °;rolTe crime or other 
That fets vs all at ods,tle not injure it. 

His Knights grow ryotous,and him felfe obrayds vs, 

On euery trifell when he rcturnes from hunting, 

I will not fpeake with him, fay I am ficke, 

If you come flacke of former feruice s. 

You fhall doe well, the fault of it ile anfwere, 

Gent. Hee’s coming Madamjheare him. 

Gon. Put on what wearie negligence you pleafe,you and your 
fellow feruants, i’de haue it come in queftion, if he diflike it,let 
him to our filler, whofe mind and mine I know in that are one, 
nottobeouerruld; idle old man that Hill would manage thofe 
authorities that hee hath giuen away, now by my life old foolcs 
are babes again, & mull be vs’d with checkesas flattenes,when 
they arefeene abufd,remember whatl tell you. 

Gent. Very well Madam. 

Gon. And let his Knights haue colder looks among you what 
orowes of it no matter, aduife your fellowes fo , I would breed 
from hence occafions, and I fhall, that I may fpeake, ile write 
ftraioht to my filler to hould my very couife, goe prepare for 

dinner. Ex,t ' 

TZtitct, 

Kent, If but as well I other accents borrow, that can my fpeech 
q 2 deruiej 
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tlcfufe, my good inte nt may carry through it felfe to that full if. 
fue for w nth I raz’d rny !ikenes,nowbani(ht .KV»/,if thou canft 
ferue vyherg thou doft (land condon’d, thy maifter whonnhou 
loueftihuii find the full of labour. 

Enter Lear * 

Lear. I et me not flay aiot for dinner, goegetitreadie, how 
now, what art thou ? 

Kent. A man Sir. 

Lear. What doft thou profefle ? what would’ ft thou with vs# 
Kent. I doe profefle to be no lefle then I feeme, to ferue him 
truly that will put me in truft, to loue him that is honeft, to con- 
uerfe with him that is wife, and fayes little, to feare iudgement, 
to fi^ht when I cannot chufe, and to eate no fiflae, 

Lear. What art thou? 

Kent. A very honeft harted fellow, and as poore as the king. 
Lear. If thou be as poore for a fubieft,as he is for a Kiijg,thar t 
poore enough, what would’ ft thou ? 

Kent. Seruice. Lear. Who would’ft thou ferue? 

Kent. You. Lear. Do’ftthou know me fellow? 

Kent. No fir, but you haue that in your countenance,which 
I would faine call Maifter, 

Lear. Whatsthat? Kent. Authoritic. 

L<ar. What feruices canft doe? 

Kent. Icankeepehoneftcounfaile,ride,run, mar a curious 
tale in telling it, and deliuer a plaine meffage bluntly, that 

which ordinarie men are fit for, I am qualified in, and the belt 
ofme, is diligence. 

Lear y How old art thou? . ,, 

Kent. Not fo yongto loue a woman for fingmg,nor lo old to 
doteon her for any thing, I haue yeares on my backe fome 

C1 £r. Follow mee, thou (halt ferae mee, if I like thee no. 
worfe after dinner, I will not part from thee yet, dinner, ho din- 
ner, wher’s my knaue, my foolc, goe you and call my foole he- 

ther,youfirra,whers my daughter? , 

Enter Steward. 

Steward. Sopleafeyou, . . . 

Lear. What fay’s the fellow there, call the clat-pole backe. 
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whers my foole, holthinke the world’s afleepe, how now. 
wher’s thatmiragrel? 

Kent. He fay’s my Lord, your daughter is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the flaue backe to mee when I cal’d 
him; 

(erteant. Sir, hee anfwered mee in the roundeft maner, hee 
would not. Lear. A would not? 

■ /truant. My Lord ,1 know not what the matter is, but to my 
iudgemet,your highnes is not ctertained with that ceremonious 
affeftionas you were wont, ther’s a great abatement, apeer’s as 
weliinthe generall dependants, as intheDukehimfelfe alfo, 
and your daughter. Lear. Ha,fay’ftthoufo# 
feruant. I befeech you pardon mee-my Lord, if I bemiftaken, 
for my dutie cannot bee filenc, when I thinke your highnefle 
wrong’d. 

Lear. Thou but remember’ft me ofmine owne conception, I 
haueperceiuedamoftfaintnegleftof late, which I haue rather 
blamed as mine owne ielous curiofitie,then as a very pretenceSc 
purport of vnkindnefle, I wilfiooke further into’t, but whers 
this foole ? I haue not feene him this two dayes. 
feruant. Since my yong Ladies going intoFtttwre fir, the foole 

hath much pined away/ ■ 

Lear. Nomoreofthat, Ihauenotedit, goeyou and tell my 
daughter, I would fpeake wi ch hergoe you cal hither my foole, 
0 you fir , you fir, come you hither, who am I fir ? 

Steward. My Ladies Father. 

Lear* My Ladies father, my Lords knaue, you horefon dog, 
you flaue, you cur. 

Stew. IamnoneofthismyLord, Ibefecchyoupardonme. 
Lear. Doe you handle lookes with me you rafcall ? 

Stew, lie not be ftruck my Lord, 

Kent. Nor tript neither, you bafe football player. 

Lear. Ithankethee fellow, thou feru’ft me.and lie loue thee. 
Kent. Come fir ile teach you differences, away, away, if 
you will meafure your lubbers, length againe tarry, butaway, 

you haue wifedome. , an 

Lear. Now friendly knaue I thanke thee , their s earneit of 

thyferuice. . emr Foole ' Took 
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Foote . L et me hire him too, hecr’s my coxcombe. 

Lear. How now my prety knaue, how do’ll thou ? 

Foote. Sirra,you were belt take my coxcombe, 

Kent, Why Foole? 

Foote. Why for taking on’s part, that’s out offauour,nay and 
thou can’ll not fmile as the wind fits., thou’t catch cold fhortly, 
there take my coxcombe (why this fellow hath banilht two 
on’s daughters, and done the third a blefling againft his will, if 
thou follow him, thou mull needs weare my coxcombe, how 
now nuncle, would I had two coxcombes, and two daughters. 

Lear, Why my boy ? 

Foole. If I gauethem any liuing, id’e keepe my coxcombs 
my felfe, thcr s mine, beg another of thy daughters. 

Lear. Take hcedefirra, the whip. 

Foole. T ruth is a do» that mull to kenell, hee mull bee whipt 
out, when Ladie oth’elbrach may Hand by the fire and ftincke. 

Lear, Apellilentgulltomee. 

Foole. Sirraileteachtheeafpeech. Lear. Doc. 

Foole. Markeit vncle,hauemore then thou fhewell, fpeake 
leffethcn thou knowell, lend leffe then thou owell, ride more 
then thou goell, learne more then thou trowell, fet leffe then 
thou throwell, leaue thy drinke and thy whore , and keepe in a 
door e, and thou lhalt haue more, then two tens to a fcore. 

Lear. This is nothing foole. 

Foole. Then like thebreath of an vnfeed Lawyer, yougaue 
me nothing fork, can you make no vfe ofnothing vncle ? ° 

Lear. Why no boy, nothing can be madeout of nothing. 

F oole. Preethetell him fo much the rent of his land comes to, 
he will not beleeuea foole. 

Lear. A bitter foole. 

Foole. Doo’ll know the difference my boy,betweene a bitter 
foole, andafweetefoole. 

Lear . No lad, teach mee. 

Foole. That Lord that counfail’d thee to giue away thy land, 
Come place him heere by mee, doe thou for him ftand. 

The fwcet and bitterfbole will prefently appearc, 

The one in motley here, the other found out there. 

Lear. Do’ll thou call mee foole boy ? 

' • , Foote. 
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Foole. All thy other Titles thou hall giuenavvay ,tha .thou 
wall borne with. 

Kent. This is notaltogether foole my Lord. 

Foole. No faith, Lords and great men will not let me. iff had 
amonopolie out, they would haue part an’t,and Ladies too, they 
will not let me haue all thefoole to my felfe, they’l be fnatching*, 
giue me an egge Nuncle, and ile giue thee two crown e s. 

Lear. What two crownes lhall they be ? 

Foole. Why, after I haue cut the egge intue middle and eate 
vp the meate, the two crownes of the egge 5 when thou clouell 
thy crowne it h middle, and gauefl away both parts, thouborell 
thy affe at’h backe or’e the dure, thou had’ll little wit in thy bald 
crowne, when thou gaufcll thy golden one away, if I fpeake like 
my felfe in this, lei him be whipt that firfl finds it fo. 

Fooles had nere leffe wit in a yeare. 

For wife men are growne foppjfla. 

They know not how their wits doe weare, 

Their manners are fo api ill. 

Lear. When were you wont to be fo full of fongs firra? 

Foole. I haue vs d it nuncle, euerlince thou mad’ ft thy daugh- 
ters thy mother, for when thou gauell them the rod, andput’ll 
downe thine own breeches, then they for fudden ioy did weep, 
and I for for row fung, thatfucha King Ihould play bo-peepe, 
and goc the fooles among* prethc Nunckle keepe a fchoolema# 
Her that can teach thy foole to lye, I would faine learneco lye. 

Lear. And you lye, wcele haue you whipt. 

Foole. I manieU what kin tkou and thy daughters are, they 1 
haue me whipt for fpeaking true, thou wilt hauemee whipt for 
lying, and fometimel am whipt for holding mv peace, I had 
rather be any kind of thing then a foole, and yet I would not bee 
thee Nuncle, thou hall paved thy wit a both fidcs, & left nothing 
in the middlejiere comes one of the parings. 

Surer Goitortll. 

Lear. How now daughter, whatmakes that Frontlet oh. 

Me diinks you are too much alatei t’ h frowne. 

Foole. Thou wall a p recti e fellow when thou had 11 no need, 
to care for her frowne, now thou art an O without a figure, I $n 
better then thou art now', I am a foole, thou art nothing., yes for- 

D ' foodl 
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/oorli I will hould my tongue, fo your face bids race , though 
* you fay nothing. 

Mum, mum, he that keepes neither cruft nor crum, 

Waavieofall, ihall want feme. Thatsa&ealdpefcod. 

Gon. Not onely fir this, your all-hcenc d toole, but oihei of 
your infolent retinue do hourelycarpe and qu^rell breaking 
forth in ranke & (not to be indured riots,) Sir I had thought } 
making this well knowne yntoyou, to haue found alafe redres, 
but now o-vow fearefull by what your felfe too late haue fpoke 
and done^ that you proteft this courfe, and put on by ) oui a • 
lovvance, which lfyou fhould, the fault wouldnot fcapecenfute 
nor 'the redreffe,fleepe, which in the tender of a wholfmne 
weale, mi»ht in their working doc you that oftence, that e e 
were ftrame, that thennecefliuemuft call difereet proceedings. 

Poole. For you trow nuncle, the hedge fparrow fed the Coo 
kowfolong, that it had it head bit off teit young, fo out went 
the candle , and we were left darkling. 

C.T ctmi fo °1 wou“f you would tnake vf< : of to : good 
wfedomewhcreofl km. you are fraught, and P“ “ f 
difpofinons, that of late feanlibrme you from what you rightly 

%„U. Maynotati AfTeltnow when the caitdrawesthehorfe, 

gssrissaffiaasnS 

±reigr-a‘S^uld y bee C X petfwAd Ihad 

<!a pi a Which they , will make an obedient father. 

Lear. Your name'faire gentlewoman ? 
gon. Come fir, this admiration is much 
your new prankes,! doebefeech you vnderftand WV? 

ari?ht 3 asyouarc-oldancircucrcnd,(hoii \ 

keepea lOO.Kriights and Squires, men fo * fo 5 dre ^»- r ° d ^ 

android, that this our court mfefted with their mann ,lh ^ 
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like a riotous Innc,epicurifme,and lull make more like a tauerne 
or biothell, then a great pallace, the lliame it felfe doth fpeake 
for inftant remedied be thou defired by her, that elfe will take the 
thino-fheebegs, a little codifcpiancitie your traine, and the re- 
mainder that lhallftill depend, to bee fiich men as may befort 

your age, that know themfelues and you . 

Lear. Darkenes,and Deuils/faddlemy horfes, callmy traine 
together, degenerate baftard , ile not trouble thee, yet haue I left 

a laughter. , ( 

gen. You'ftrike my people, and your difordred rabble, make 
feruants of their betters. enter Duke. 

Lear. We that too late repent’s, O fir, are you corners it four 
will that wee prepare any horfes 3 ingracitude/thou marble har- 
ted fiend, more hideous when thou (lie weft thee in a child, then 
the Sea-monfter, detefted kite, thou lift my traine, and men of 
choife and rareft parts, that all particulars ofdutie knowe, and 
in the moft exaft regard, fupport the worfhips of their name,0 
moftfmall fault, how vgly did’ft thou in Cordelia flievve, that 
like an engine wrencht my frame of nature from the fixt place, 
drew from my heart all loue and added to the gall.O Lear. Lear l 
beat at this gate that let thy folly in, and thy deere judgement 
out, goe goe, my people? 

Duke, "My Lora, I am giltles as I am ignorant. 

Leir. It may be fo my Lord, harke N ature y heare deeie God- 
defle, fufpend thy purpofe, if thou did’ft intend to make this 
creature fruitful into her wombe, conuey fterility, drie vp in hit* 
the organs ofmcreafe,and from her derogate bodyneuerfpring 
a babe to honour her, ifiheemuftteeme, create her chdde of 
fpleene, thatit may liue and hee a thourt difuetufd torment to 
her,letitftampe wrinckles in her brow of youth, with accent 
teares , fret channels inher cheeks, turne all hermothers paines 
and benefits to laughter and contempt, that fhee may feele.that 
ftie may feele, how fharper then a ferpents tooth it is, to haue a 

thanklefle child, goe, goe, my people? 

Duke. Now Gods that we adore, whereof comes this! 

g 0 n. Neuerafflift your felfe to know the caufe, but let his 

difpofitionhaue that fcope that dotage giues it. 

Lear. What,fiftie of my followers at a clap, within a fortnight? 

D z 
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'll uke. What is the matter fir? 

Lear. lie tell thee, life and death'.! am ailham d that thou halt 
power to (hake my manhood thus, that thefe hot teares that 
hr cake from me perforce lliould make the world blaus and togs 
vpon the vntented woundir.gsofa fatherscurlTe, pierce euery 
fence about the old fond eyes, beweepethis catife againe, lie 
pluck you out,& you call with the waters that you make to tem- 
per clay, yea, 1 ft come to this ? yethaue l left a daughter .whom 
lam furc is kind and comfortable, when fhee Ihall heare this of 
thee, with her nailes Ihee’l flea thy woluifh vifage, thou ihalt 
find that ile refume the (hape, which thou doft thinke I haue call 
off for euer,thou {halt I warrant thee. 

Go*. Doe you marke that my Lord ? 

I cannotbee fo partiall Gonorill to the great loue I 

kC ^w.°Come fir no more, you, more knauethen foole, after 

7 °FWr^NunckleZMr, NunckleZwr, tary and take the foole 
with a fox when one has caught her, and fuch a daughter sou 
fure to the (laughter, if my cap would buy a halter, fothetooie 
followes after. 

Go n. What Ofwaldjtio. Here Madam; 

Cj on. What haue you writ this letter to my filter • 

nfa, Yes Madam. . r ■ r 

1 Gon. Take you fome company, and away to horfe, inform 
her full of my particular feares, and thereto add fuch ,eafons 
your owne, as may compaft it more, get you gon,& fatten your 
returne now my Lord, this milkie gentlenes and courfe of yours 
though I diflikenot, yet vnder pardon y’are much more attaskt 
for want ofwifedome, then praife for harmfull nuldnes, 

Duke. How farre your eyes may pcarce I cannot tell, ltriuin 0 

to better ought, we marre whats well. 

Gon. Nay then. D*. Well,weli,the euent, Sxemt 
Enter Lear. 

Lear. Goe you before to Glower ■ yvich thefe Otters , acquaint 
my daughter no further with any thing you know, then 

from her demand out ofthe letter, if your dihgenc J P 

die, I (hall be there before you. Kent. 




The Htfl rie of King Lear. 

Kent. I will not Ikepe my Lord, till I haue deliuered your 
letter. 

p d0 !f. If a mans braines wherein his heelcs, wert notin dan- 
ger of kibes* Lear. I boy. 

° Fooh, Then I prethe be mery,thy wit dial nerc goeilipflaod. 
Lear. Ha ha ha, 

Foole. Shalt fee thy other daughter will vfe thee kindly, for 
though {hees as like this,as a crab islike an apple, ye r I con, what 
I can tel. 

Lear, Why what canll thou tell my boy ? 

Foole. Sheel taftaslike this, as a crab doth to a crab, thou 
canft not tell why ones nofe ftandc in the middle of his face 5 
Lear. No. 

Foole. Why, to keep his eyes on either fide’s nofe, that what 
a man cannot frnell out, a may fpie into. 

■ Lear. I did her wrong. 

Foole. Ganft tell how an Qyfter makes his flhelk Lev. No. 
Foole. Nor I neither, but I can tellwhy a fiiaylehas ahe-afe. 
Lear. Why f .... 

Foole. Why, to put his head in , not to giue it away to his 
daughter,and leaue his homes without a cafe. 

Lear. Iwill forget my nature, fo kind a father; be my horfes 
tc«uiic i 

Foole. Thy Afles are gone about them, thereafonwhy the 
feuen ftarres are no more then feuen, is a prettie reafon. 

Lear. Becaufe they are not eight. 

Foole. Yes thou wouldft make a good foole. 

Lear. To tak- 1 againe perforce, Monfter, ingratitude! 

Fool. If thou were my foole Nuncklc,id’e haue thee beate for 
being old before thy time. 

Lear. Hows that l , , n 

Foole. Thou fhouldfl not haue beene old, before thou nadlt 

beenewife. 

Lear. O let me not be mad fweet heauenll would not be mad, 
keepeme in temper, I would not be mad, arc the horfes readic l 
Seruant. Readiemy Lord. Lear. Come boy. Exit, 
Foole. Shee that is maide now, and laughs at my departure, 

Shallnotbeamaide long, except things be cut fhorter. Exit 

D 3 - Enter 
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The Ht&orie of King Lear. 

Enter Baft, and (fur an meeting 
Baft. Sauethce Cur an. 

Curan. AndyouSir, I hauebeene with your father , and giuen 
him notice, that the Duke of Cornwall and bis Dutches will bee 
here with him to night. 

Baft. How comes that $ 

Cur an. Nay, I know not, you haue heard of the newes abroad, 
I mcanethe whif'pcrd ones, for there are yet but eare-bufling ar- 



guments. 



~ Baft. Not,Iprayyouwhatarethey * 

Curan. Haue you heard of no likely warres towards, tvvixt 
the two Dukes of Cornwall and Albany ? 

Baft. Notaword. 

Curan. You may then in time, fare you well hr. 

Baft. The Duke be here to night ! the better beft, this weaues 
Enter Edgar it felfe perforce into my bufines, my father hath fet gard to take 
my brother, and I haue one thing of a quefie queftion, which 
nmft aske breefnes and fortune helpe •, brother, a word, difcend 
brother I fay, my father watches, O flie this place, intelligence 
is o-iuen where you are hid', you haue now the good aduantage 
of the night, haue you not fpoken gainft the Duke of Cornwall 
ought, hee’s coming hether now in the night, it h haft, and Re- 
qan with him, haue you nothing laid vponhis partie againft the 
Duke of Albany, aduife your— 

£dg. Iamfureon’tnotaword. 

Ball. I heare my father coming, pardon me in crauing,! mult 
draw my {word vpon you, fceme to defend your felfe, now quit 
you well, yeeld, come before my father, light here, here, flic 
brother flie, torches, torches, fofarwell-, fome blouddrawne 
on mee would beget opinion of my more fierce indeuour, 
haue feene drunckards doe more then this in fport, fathei,fathei, 
flop, flop, no, helpe * Enter Cj loft. 

Gloft. Now Edmund where is the villaine * 

Baft. Here flood he in the darke.his fharpe fword out, warb- 
lino- of wicked charms, coniuringtheMooneto (land s aufpici- 
ous Miflris. Gloft. Butwhereis he s’ 

Baft. Lookefir,I bleed. 

gloft. Where is the villaine Edmund? 
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Baft, Fled this way fir, whenbynomeaneshecould — 

Gloft . Purfae him, go after.by no meanes, what ? 

Baft. Perfwade me to the murder of your Lordihip, but that 
I told him the reuengiue Gods, gainft Paracides did all their 
thunders bend, fpolce with how many fouldandftrongabond 
the child was bound to the father, firin a fine, feeing how loath- 
ly oppofite I flood, to his vnnaturall purpofe,with fell motion 
with his prepared fword, hee charges home my vnprouided bo- 
dy, lancht mine arme, but when he faw my beft alarumd fpirirs, 
botildin che quarrels, rights, roufd to the encounter,or whether 
gafted by the noyfcl made, butfodainly he fled. 

(ft left. Let him flie farre not in this land fhall hee remaine vn- 
caughtand found, difpatch, the noble Duke my maifter, my 
! worthy Arch and Patron, comes to night, by his authoritic I will 

iroclaime it, that he which finds him fhall deferue our thankcs, 
bringing the murderous caytife^o theflake,hec that conceals 
nim, death. 

1 Baft. When I diflwadcd him from his intent, and found him 
pight to doe it, with curft fpeech I threatnedto difcouer him, he 
reply ed, thou vnpofleffing Baftard,doflthou thinke,ifIwould 
fland againft thee, could the repofure of any truft, vertue, or 
worthin thee make thy words fayth’d?no. what I fhould denie, 
as this I would, I, though thou didft produce my very character, 
id’eturneitalltothyfuggeftion, plot, and damned pretence, 
and thou muft make a dullard of the world, if they not thought 
the profits of my death, were very pregnant and potentiall 
fpurres to make thee feeke i t. 

Gloft. Strong and faftned villaine, would he denie his letter, 
I neuer got him, harke the Dukes trumpets, I know not why he 
comes, all Ports ilebarre. the villaine fhall not fcape, theDuke 
tnuft grant mee that, befides, his piffure I will fend farre and 
neere, that all the kingdome may haue note of him, and of my 
land loyall and naturall boy, ile work? the meanes to make thee 
capable. 

Enter the Duke of Cornwall. 

Corn, How now my noble friend, fince I came hether, w hich 
1 can call but now , I haue heard ftrange*e wes. 

Reg. Ifit be true, all vengeance comes too fhort which can 

purfue 



The HifloTteof King Lear, 

purfuethe offender, how doft my Lord? 

Gloft. Madam my old heart is crackt, is crackt. 

Reg. What, did my fathers godfon feeke your life ? he whom 
my father named your Edgar ? 

gloft. I Ladie, Ladie, fhame would haueithid. 

Reg. Was he not companion with the ryotous knights, that 
tends vpon my father ? 

Gloft. I know not Madam, tis too bad, too bad. 

Butt. YesMadam,he was. 

Reg. No maruaile then though he were ill affetted, 

Tis they haue put him on the old mans death, 

To haue the waft and fpoyle of his xeuenues; 

I haue this prefent euening from my filler, 

Beeue well inform’d of them, and with fuch cautions, 

That if they come to foiourne atmy houfe,ile not be there. 

Duke. Nor I, allure thee Regan •, Edmund, I heard that you 
haue fhewen your father a child-like office. 

Baft. TwasmydutieSir. 

Giofl . He did betray his praflife, andreceiued 
This hurt you fee,ftriuing to apprehend him. 

'Duke. Ishepurfued? giofl. I my good Lord. 

Dufe, If hebetaken,helhallneuermorebefcard of doing 
liarme,make your own pu rpofc how in my ftrength you pleafe, 
for you Edmund , whole vertue and obedience, doth this inftant 
fo much commend it felfe, you fliall bee ours, natures of fuch 
deepetruft, wee fhallmuch need you,we firftfeazeon. 

Baft. I fliall ferue you truly, how euerelfe. 

Gloft, For him I thanke your grace. 

T)ukt. You know not why we came to vifit you? 

Regan. Thus out of feafon, threatning darke ey’d night, 
Ocafions noble Gloftcr of fome poyfc, 

Wherein we muft haue vfc of your aduife. 

Our Fa ther he hath writ,fo hath our lifter, 

Of diferences, which I( left thought it fit. 

To anfwer from our home, the fcueral meflengers 
■' From henccattend difpatch, our good old friend, 

Lay comforts to your bofome.Sc beftow your needfuil councell 
To our bufincs, which craues the inftant vfe, 

Gloft. 
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Gloft, I ferue you Madam, your Graces are right welcome. 
Enter Kent, and Steward, 

Steward. Good deuen to thee friend, art of the houfe ? 

Kent. I. Stew. Where may we fet our horfes? 

Kent. Ithmire. Stew. Pretheeifthou loueme,tellme. 
Kent* I lone thee not. Stew. Why then I care not for thee. 
Kent. If I had thee in Lipfburie pinfold, I would make thee 
care for mee. 

Stew. Why doft thou vfe me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow I know thee. 

Stew , What doft thou know me for i 

Kent. Aknaue,a rafcall.an eater of broken meates, abate, 

proud, Ihallow, beggerly, three fnyted hundred pound, filthy 

wofted ftocken knaue , alilly lyuef d aftion taking knaue, a 
whorfon o-laffegazing fuperfinicall rogue, one truncke inheri- 
ting Haue, one that would ft bee a baud ni way of good feruice, 
and art nothing but the compofition of a knaue Segger, cow- 
ard, pander, aiid the fonne and heireof a mungvellbitcliovhoni 
I will beat into clamarous whyning, if thou deme the lean lit ta- 
ble of the addition. , , 

Stew. What a monftrous fellow art thou, thus to raile on one, 

that’s neithe rlcnowne of thee, nor knowes thee. 

Kent. What a brazen fac’t varlec art thou, to deny thou 
knoweft mee, is it two dayesagoe fincel beatthee,and triptvp 
thvheeles before the King ? draw you rogue, for though it be 
nwhttlie Moone fhines,ile make a fop or the moone-ftiine a you, 
draw you whorfon cullyonly barber-munger, draw . 

Stew. Away, Ihaue nothing to doe with thee. _ 

Kent. Draw you rafcall, you bring letters agamft the Kin , 
and take Vanitie the puppets part, agamft the royaltie ot he 
father, draw you rogue or ile fo carbonado your fliankes, draw 
you rafcall , come your wayes . 

Stew . Helpe, ho, murther, helpe. 

Kent. Strike you flaue, Hand rogue, ftandyou neateflai. , 
flnke. Stew. Helpe ho, murther, helpe. 

Enter Edmund with kit rapier drawne , Glofter the T>t'.<e 
and Dtitcheffe. 

Ban. How .noWiWhats the matter ? 

E 
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Kent . With you goodman boy, and you plcafe come, ilc 
flea (h. you, come on yong maifler. 

Clojt. Weapons, armes, wines the matter here 4 . 

Duke. Keepe peace vpon your liues, hee dies that ftrikesa- 
o-aine, what’s the matter i 

° R^. The meffengers from our After, and the King. 

Du fa. Whats your difference, fpeake £ . 

Stew. I am fcarfe in breath my Lord. 

Kent. No maruaile you haue fo beftir’d your valour, you 
cowardly rafcall, nature difclaimes in thee, a Tayler made thee. 
Duke. Thou art a ftrange fellow, a Taylor make a man. 

Kent. I, a Tayler fir*, a Stone-cutter, ora Painter could not 
haue made him fo ill, though hee hadbeene but two houres at 
the trade. 

gioft. Speakeyet,how grew your quarrell? 

. Stew, This ancient ruffen fir, whofe life I haue fpar'datfute - 
of his gray-beard. 

Kent. Thou whorfon Zcdd, thou vnneceffarie letter, my 
Lord if you’l giue mec leaue, I will tread this vnboulted villaine 
into morter, and daube the wallesofa iaques with him, fpare 
my gray beard you wagtavle. 

Da fa. Peace fir, you beaftly Knaue you haue no reuerence, 
Kent. Yes fir but anger has apriuiledge. 

‘Duke. Why art thou angry 4 . 

Kent. That fuch a (laue as this ifiould weare afword. 

That weares no honefty , fuch fmiling roges as thefe. 

Like Rats oft bite thole cordes in twainc, 

Which are to intrench, to inloofe fmooth eucry paflion 
That in the natures oftheir Lords rebell. 

Bring oy!e to ftir, fnowto their colder-moods, 

Reneao- "affirme,and turne their halcion beakes 
With eucry gale and varie oftheir maifters, (cpeliptick 

Knowing nought like da-yes but following, a plague vpon your 
Vifage, finoyle you my fpeeches. as I were afoole 4 . 

Goofe and I had you vpon Sarum plaine, 

Id’c fend you cackling home to Camulet., 

‘Dufa, ' What art thou mad old fellow S 
How fell you out # fay that 4 , 
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Kent. No contraries hold more, antipathy. 

Then I and fuch a knaue. 

Duke- Why doft thou call him knaue, what’s his offence. 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Duke. No more perchance does mine.or his, or hers, 

Kent. Sir tis my occupation to be plaine, 

I haue feene better faces in my time 
That ftands on any fhoulder that I fee 
Before me atthis inftant. 

Dtt fa. This is a fellow who hailing beeneprayfd 
For bluntnes doth affeft a fawey ruffines. 

And conftraines the garb quite from his nature, 

He cannot flatter he, he mult be plaine, 

Hemuft fpeake truth, and they will tak’t fo, 

Ifnot he’s plaine, thefe kind of knaues I know 
Which in this plainnes harbour more craft. 

And more corrupter ends, then twentie filly ducking 
Obferuants,thatftretch their duties nifely. 

Kent. Sir in o-ood footh, or in fincere venue, 

Vnder the allowance of your graund afpedt. 

Whofe influence like the wreath of radient fire 
In liitkenngTfw^wi front. 

T>ufa. What mean’ft thou by this t _ 

Kent. To <^oe out of my dialogue which you difeommend fo 
much, I Know fir, I am no flatterer.he that beguild you in a plain 
accent was a plaine knaue, which for my part I will nett bee, 
though I fhould win your difpleafure, to intreat mec took. 

fiat’s the offence you gaue him? 

Sterv. I neutr gaue him any , it pleas d the King his maiftei 
Verylatetoftrikeatme vpon hismifeonftruffion, 

When he coniundb and flattering his difpleafure 
Tript me behind, being downe, infulted,rayld, 

And put vpon him fuch a dcale of man, that, 

That worchied him got pravfes of the King, 

For him attempting who was felfeTubdued, 

And in the flechuent of this dread exploit. 



Drew on me here againe. 
Km. None of thefe roges 



& cowards but A' lax is their foole. 
Ez Dukj, 
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‘Duke. Bring forth the ftockes ho? 

You ftubburne aufrent knaue,you reuerent bragart , 

Weele teach you. 

Kent ; I am too old to learne, call not your ftockes for me, 

I fer ue the King, on whofe imployments I was fent to you. 

You fhould doe fmall refpeft, Ihew too bold malice 
Againft the Grace and perfon of my maifter, 

Stobing his meffenger. 

Duke- Fetch forth the ftockes ? as I haue life and honour. 
There lhall he fet till hoonc. 

Reg. Till noone, till night my Lord, and all night too, 

Kent. Why Madam, if I were your fathers dogge, you could 
not vfemefo. 

Reg. Sir being his knaue, I will. 

Duke. This is a fellow of the felfe fame nature. 

Our lifter fpeake of come bring away the ftockes ? 

giofi. Let mebefeech your Grace not to doe fo. 

His fault is much, and the good King his maifter 
VVill check him fort, your purport low correction. 

Is fuch,as beleftand contaned wretches forpilfrings 
And moft common trefpaflcs are punifht with. 

The King muft take it ill, that hee’s fo flightly valued 
In his mefTenger, fhould haue him thus reftrained. 

Duke. Ileanfwerthat, 

Re / 1 My (iftermay receiue itmuchmoreworfe. 

To hake her Gentlemen abus’d, affalted 
For followin g her affaires, put in his legges, 

Come my good Lord away i 

qio/1 . 1 am fory for thee friend, tis the Dukes pleafure, 

V Vhofe difpofition all the w'orld well knowes 
VVill notberubdtiorftopt,ile intreat for thee, 

Kent. Pray you doe not fir,I haue watcht and trauaild 
Sometime I ftial fleepe ont,the reft ile whiffle, (hard, 

A good mans fortune may grow out at heelcs, 

Giue you good morrow. 

Gloft. The Dukes to blame in this, twill be ill tooke. 

Kent . , Good King that muft approue the comon fay, 

Thou out of heauens benediction comeft 



Jleefes. 
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To thewarmeSunne. 

Approach thou beacon to this vnder gloabe, 

That by thy comfortable beames I may 
Perufc this letter, nothing almoft fees my rackles 
But miferie, I know tis from Cordelia , 

VVho hath not fortunately beene informed 
Of my obfeured courfc, and (hall find time 
From this enormious ftate, feeking to giue 
Lofles and remedies, all wearie and ouerwatch 
Late vantage heauic eyes not to behold 
This fhamefull lodging, Fortune goodnight, 

Smile, once more turne thy wheele. 

Enter Edgar. . 

Sdg. I heare my felfe proclaim’d, 

And by the happie hollow ofa tree 
Efcapt the hunt, no Port is free, no place 
That guard, and moft vnufuall vigilence 

Doft not attend my taking while I may fcape, 

I will preferue my felfe, and am bethought 
To take the bafeft and moft poorelt fhape. 

Brought neare to bealt,my race lie „ 

Blanket my loynes, elfe all my haire with knots. 

And withprefentednakednes outface, 

The wind, and perfection of the skie. 

The Countrie giues me proofe and preliaen 
Of Bedlam beggers, vJ ho with ronng voyces, 

Strike in their numb’d mortified bare a ” ne ?* 

Pies, woddenprickes, nayles, fpngs of rofemary, 

Andwiththishorribleobieafiamelowfauice, 

Poore pelting villages, fheep-coates 3 andm ' 

Sometime with lunaticke bans, fometime w P . 
Enforce their charitie, poorc Tuelygod. pooie > 
That’s fomething yet, Edgar I nothing am. 

D Enter Ki»^. 

Urn. Tis ftrtingc that diey [hould fo 
And not fend backe my meffenger. \ nenc » 

K night. As I learn’ d, the night before theie w as 






No 
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No purpofc ofhis remouc. 

Kent. Hayle to thee noble maifter. 

Lear. How, makdl thou this fliamethy paftime? 

Toole . Ha ha; looke he vveares crevveil garters, 

Horfcs are tide by the heeles, dugges and bcares 
Byth necke, munkies bit h loynes,andmen 
Byt h legges, when a mans ouer lully at legs, 

Then he weareS wooden neatherftockes. 

Lear. Whats he, that hath fo much thy place miftooke to fet 
thee here? 

Kent. It is both he and fhee, your fonne & daugter. 

Lear. No. Kent. Yes. 

Lear n No I fay, Kent. I fay yea- 

Lear. No no, they would not. K ent k Yes they haue. 

Lear. By luster I fweare no,they durft not do’t, 

They would not, could not do’t,ti$ worfe then murder. 

To doe vpon refpeft fuch violent outrage, 

Refolueme with all model! hart, which way 
Thou may’ll deferue,or they purpofe this vfage. 

Coming from vs. 

Kent. My Lord, when at their home 
I did commend your highnes letters to them, 

Ere I was rifon from the place that flhewed 

My dutie kneeling, came there a reeking Poll, 

Stewd in his haft,halfe breathle j, panting forth 
From Gononulvs miitris, falutations, 

Deliuercd letters fpiteofintermillion, 

Which prefently they read, on whofe contents 
They fummond vp then men, ftraight tookehorfe. 
Commanded me to follow, and attend die leafure 
Oftheiranfwere, gaueme cold lookes, 

And meeting here the other tneflenger, 

Whofe welcome I perceau d had poyfond mine. 

Being the very fellow that of late 
Difplay’d fo faweily againfl your Highnes, 

Hauing more man then wit about me drew* 

He raifed the houfe with loud and coward cries. 

Your fonne and daughter, found this trefpas worth 



This 
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This lhame which here it fuifers. 

l < ar , O how this mother fwels vp toward my hart, 

Hiftorica pajfio downe thou diming lorrow, 

Thy element s below,wheie is this daughter ? 

Kent. With the Earle fir within, 

Lear. Follow me not, flay there ? 

Knight . Made you no more offece then whatyou fpeake of? 
Kent. No, how chance the King comes with fo fmall a traine f 
Foole. And thou hadft becne fet in the (lockes for that cjucfti- 
on, thou ha’dft well deferued it- 
Kent. Why foole? 

Foole. Wecle fet thee to fchoole to an Ant, to teach thee ther s 
no labouring in the winter, all that follow their no fes, are led by 
their eyes but blind men, and ther’snotanofeamonga loo.buc 
can finelf him thats ftincking, let goe thy hold when a great 
wheele runs down e a, hill* lead itbreakethy necke with oj ow- 
ing it, but the great one that goes vp the hill, let him draw tnee 
-after, when a wife man giues theebetter councell, giue meemine 
a°-aine, I would haue none but knaucs follow it,fincea toole 



giues it. 



That Sir that ferues for gaine. 

And followcs bat for forme : 

Will packevvhen it begin to raine. 

And leauc thee in the ftorme. 

But I will tarie, the foole will flay. 

And let the wife mail flic : 

The knaue turnes foole thatruns away. 

The foole no knaue perdy. 

Kent- Where learnt you this foole? 
foole. Notintheftockes. i 

Enter Lear ana Qlojter. 

Lear. Denie to fpeake with mee,th’are fickc, th’are 
They traueled hard to night, meare Iuitice, (weai y , 

I t^c Images of reuolt and flying off^ 

Fetch mee a better anfwere. . , 

qua. Mydeere Lord, you know the fiege quahtie of the 
Duke, hew vnremoueable and fixthe ismhisowne our f* 
Lear. Vengeance, death, plague, confafion,whac fiene > 



i If 
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why GIofler,<jloJler, id’e fpeake with the Duke of CornervaH, and 
his wife . 

Gloji. I my good Lord. 

Lear. The King would fpeake withdrawal, the deart fate, 
Would W’ith the daughter fpeake, come and tends feruife. 

The fieri e Duke, tell the hot Duke that Lear, 

Mobutnotyet may be he is not well, 

Infirmitic doth ftill negleft all office, where to our health 
Is bond, we are not our felues, when nature being opreft 
Comand the mind to fuffer with the bodie ile forbeare. 

And am fallen outwith my more hedier will, 

T o take the indifpos’d and fickly fit, for the found man. 

Death on my ftate, wherfore fhould he fit here ? 

This act perfwades me, that this remotion of the Duke 
Is pra&ife,only giue me my feruant forth, (Setter 

Tell the Duke and’s wife, He fpeake with them 
Now prefently, bid them come forth and heare me, 

Or at their chamber doorc ile beat the drum, 

Till it cry fletpeto death. 

- Gloji. I would haue all well betwixt you. 

Lear. Omy hearr, my heart. 

Feoi'e. CrytoitNunckle,astheCoknaydid tothe eeles,when 
flic put vra it’h pad aliue, Ihe rapt vm ath coxcombs with a (lick, 
and cryed downe wantons downe,twas her brother, that in pure 
kindnes to his horfe buttered his hay. 

Enter Du I{e and Regan. 

Lear. Good morrow to you both. 

Duke, Hayle to your Grace. 

Reg. I am glad to fee your highnes. 

Lear. Regan I thinke you are, I know what reafon 
I haue to thinke fo, if thou fhouldft not be glad, 

I would deuofe me from thy mothers fruit. 

Sepulchring an adultreffe, yea are you free 
Some other time for that. Beloued Regan, 

Thy filter is naught, oh Regan fhe hath tyed, 

Sharpe tooth’d vnkindnes, like a vulture heare, 

I can fcarce fpeake to thee, thout not beleeue, 

Ofhow deptoued a qualitie, O Regan, 





rtheHittot it of King Lur. 

Rsg. I pray fir take patience, I haue hope 
You Idle know how to value herdefert, 

Then ihe to flacke her dutie. 

Lear, My curlles on her. 

' Reg. O Sir you are old, (fine. 

Nature on you ftandes on the very verge of her con- 
You ihould be rul’d and led by fome diferetion. 

That difeernes your ftate better the you your fclfc, 

Therfore I pray that to our filter, you do make returne. 

Say you haue wrong d her Sir? 

Lear. Aske her forgiuenes, 

Doe you markehow this becomes the houfe, 

Deare daughter, I confefle that I am old. 

Acre is vnneceflarie.on my knees I beg, 

That you’l vouchfafe me rayment, bed and food. 

Reg. Good fir no more, thefe are vnfightly racks, 

Returne you to my filter. 

Lear. No Regan, 

She hath abated me of halfe my traine, 

Looktblacke vpon me, ftrooke mce with her tongue 
Molt Serpentdike vpon the very heart, (top. 

All the ftor’d vengeances of heauen fall on her ingrattui 
Strike her yong bones, you taking ayrs with lamenes. 

’Duke. Fie fie fir. 

You nimble lightnings dartyour blinding liames, ■ 

I rtito her fcornfull’ey es, infe ft her beautie, 

~ You Fen fuckt fogs, drawne by the powrefull Sunne, 

To fall and blaft her pride. 

Reg. O thebleft Gods,fo will you wifh on me, 

When the ralh mood— 

Lear. No thou (halt neuer haue my curfe, 

The teder hefted nature lhall not giue the or’e (burne 
To har (lines, her eiesare fierce, hut thine do cofort & not 
Tis not in thee to grudgemy plealures, to cut oft my 
To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fizes, (traine, 

And inconclufion,to oppofe the bolt 
A»ainftmy coming in, thou better knoweft, 

The offices of nature, bond ofchild-hood, £jT e as 
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Thefliftorie of King Lear. 

Effe&s of curtefie, dues of gratitude* 

Thy halfe of the kingdomc, haft thou not forgot 
Wherein I thee indow’d. 

Reg. Good fir too’ th purpofe. 

Lear. Who put my man i’th ftockes ? 

Duke. What trumpets that ? Safer Steward. 

Reg. . I know’t my afters, this approues her letters, 

That fhe would foone be here, is your Lady come ? 

Lear. Thts is a flaue, whofe eafie borrowedfpride 
Dwelsin the fickle grace ofher , a followes. 

Out varlet, from my fight. 

Duke. What meanes your Grace ? Eat er Gon. 

Cjon. Who ftruck my feruant, Regan I haue good hope 
Thou didft not know ant. 

Lear. Who comes here ? O heaucns ! 

If you doe loue old men, if you fweet fway allow 
Obedience, ifyour felues are old, make ityour caufe, 

Send downe and take my part. 

Art not afham’d to Iooke vpon this beard > 

0 Regan wilt thou take her by the hand ? 

Cjon . Why not by the hand fir, ho w h aue I offended? 

Als not offence that indiferetion finds, 

And dotage tearmes fo. 

Lear. O fides you are too tough, 

Will you yet hold ? how came my man it’h ftockes ? 

'Duke. I fet him there fir, but his owne diforders 
Deferu’dmuch lefleaduancemcnt, 

Lear. You, did you? 

Reg. I pray you father being wcalce feeme fo, 

Iftill the expiration ofyourmoneth, 

You will retume and foiornc with my lifter, 

Difnfilfing halfe your traine, come then to me, 

1 am now from home, and out of that prouifion. 

Which lhall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear, Returne to her,andfiftiemen difmift, 

No rather I abiure all roofes, and chufe 
To wage againft the enmitie of the Ay re, 

Tobea Comrade with the Woolfe and owle, 

Neceffities 
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The HtBorie of King Lear. 

Neceffities fliarpe pinch, returne with her. 

Why the hot bloud in France, that doweiles 
Tooke our yon^eft borne, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and Squire-like penfion bag, 

To keepe bafe life afoot, returne with her, 

Perfwade me rather to be flaue and fumter 
To this detefted groome. 

Cjon . At your enoife fir. 

Lear. Now I prithee daughter do not make me mad, 

I will not trouble thee my child, farewell. 

Week no more mecte, no more fee one another. 

But yet thou art my fleih, my bloud, my daughter. 

Or rather a difeafe that lies within my fiefh, 

Which I muft needs call mine, thou art a bile, 

A plague fore an imbofled carbuncle in my 
Corrupted bloud, but He not chide thee. 

Let fhame come when it will ,1 doe not call it, 

I doe not bid the thunder bearer fhoote. 

Nor tell tailes of thee to high Iudging loue. 

Mend when thou canft, be better at thy leafurc, 

I can be patient, I can ftay with Regan , 

I and my hundred Knights. 

Reg . Not altogether fo fir , I looke not for you yet. 
Noram prouided for your fit welcome, 

Giue eare fir to my fitter, for thofe 
That mingle reafon with your paffion, 

Muft be content to thinkc you are old, and fo. 

But fhe knowes what fliee does. 

Lear . Is this well fpoken now 1 

Reg. I dare auouch it fir, what fiftie followers. 

Is itnotwell,whatfhouldyouneed ofmore. 

Yea or fo many, fith that both charge and danger 
Speakes gainttfo great a number, how in a houfe 
Should many people vnder two commands 
Holdamytic, tis hard,almoft impoflible. 

gon. why might not you my Lord receiue attendacc 
From thofe that Ihe cals feruants,or from mine ? 

Reg. Why not my Lord i if then they chanc’ft to flacke y< 
We could controwle them, if you will come to me. 
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The Hilt ot it of King Lear. 

For now I fpie a danger, I intreat you, 

To bring but fiue ana twentie, to no more 
Will I giue place or notice, 

Lear, I gaucyou all. 

Reg. And in good time you gaue it. 

Lear, M ade you my guardians, my depofitaries. 
But kept a referuationto be followed 
With fuch a number, what, muft I come to you 
With fiue and twentic, Regan laid you fo t 
Reg. And fpeak’tragaine my Lord, no more with me. 
Lea . Thofe wicked creatures yet do feem welfauord 
When others are more wicked, not being the worft 
Stands in fome ranke of pray(e,I!e goe with thee, 

Thy fifty yet doth double fiue and cwentie. 

And thou art twice her louc. 

Qon. Hearememy Lord, 

What need you fiue and tvventie, tenne, or fine, 

To f ollow in a houfe, where twife fo many 
Hauea commaund to tend you. 

Regan. What needes one? 

Lear. Oreafon not the deed, our bafeft beggers, 
Are in the poorert thing fuperfluous. 

Allow not nature more then nature needes, 

Mans life as cheape as hearts, thou art a Lady, 

If onely to goe wavmc were gorgeous. 

Why nature needes not, what thou gorgeous wearelt 
Which fear cel y keepes thee warme, but for true need, 
You heauens giueme thatpatiencejpatiencel need, 
You fee me here ( you Gods) a poore old fellow > • 

As full of greefe as age, wretched in both, 

If it be you that ftirres thefe daughters hearts 
Againll their Father, fooleme not to much. 

To beare it lamely, touch me with noble anger, 

O let not womens weapons, water drops 
Stayne my mans cheekes , no you vnnaturall hags, 

; I will haue fuch reuenges on you both, 

That all the world fhall, I will doe fuch things, 

What they are yet I know not, but they fiaalbc 
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The MB or ie of King Lear . 

The'terrors of the earthj you thinke ile weepe, 
ile not weepe, I haue full caufe of weeping, 

But this heart fhall breake,in a x oo.thoufand fi owes 
Or ere ile weepe, O foole I fhall go c mad. 

Exeunt Lear ,Lc>(ier , Kent, and Peek. 
j)uke. Let vs withdraw, twill be a ftormc. 

Reg. This houfe is little the old man and his people, 

Cannot be well beftowed, 

Gon. Tis his own blame hath put himfelfe from reft, 

And muft needs taft his folly. 

Reg. Forhis particuler, ilcrcceiuc him gladly. 

But not one follower, 

(Duke. So am I puspos'd, where i s my Lord of glo fieri 
Reg. Followed the old man forth, he is return’d. 

Glo. The King is in high rage, & wil I know not whe- 
Re. Tis good to giue him way, he leads him{elfe.(thcr. 
gen. My Lo;-d,intreathim by no meanes to ftay. 

Glo. Alack the night comes on,and the bleak winds 
Do forely ruffel,for many miles about ther’s not a bufh. 

Reg. O fir, to wilfull men 
The ” injuries that they thcmfclucs procure, 

Muft be their-fehool emafters,£hu t vp your doores. 

He is attended with a defperatetraine. 

And what they may incenfe him to .being apt, 

To haue his eare abufd, wifedonie bids feare. 

T)uke. Shut vp your doores my Lord, tis a wild night, 

My Reg counfails well, come out at’ h ftorme. Excut 

Enter Kent and a Gentleman at feuerall doores. 

Kent. Whats here befide foule weather ? 
gent. One minded like the weather moft vnquietly, 

Kent. I know you, whers the King ? 

Gent. Contending with the frctfull element, 

Bids the wind blow the earth into the fea, 

Or fwell the curled waters houe the maine (hai|c*^. 

That things might change or ceafe, teares his whire- \y 
Which the impetuous blafts with eyles rage 
Catch i n their furie,and make nothing of, v.^ 

Striues in his little world ofrnan to outfeorne, 

F 3 The 
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The Hi ft trie of King Lear. 

The too and fro conflicting wind and raine, 

This night wherin the cub-drawne Bcare would couch, 

The Lyon, and the belly pinched Wolfe 
Keepcchcirfurre dry, vnbonneted he runnes. 

And bids what will take all. 

Kent. But who is with him ? 

gent. None but the foole, who labours to out-ieft 
His heart ftrooke iniuries. 

Kent, Si r I doe know you. 

And dare vpon the warrant ofmy Arte, 

Commend a deare thing to you, there is diuifion. 

Although as yet the face ofit be couer’d. 

With mutuall cunning, twixt ^Albany and Cornwall 
But true it is, from France there comesapower' 

Into this fcattered kingdome, whoalreadiewifeinour 
Hauefecrct feet in fomeofour bed: Ports, (negligecc. 

And areat pointto {hew their open banner. 

Now to you, if on my credit you dare build fo farre. 

To make your fpeed to Douer,you {hall find 
Some that will thanke you, making iuft report 
Of ho w vnnaturall and bemadding borrow 
The King hath caufe to plains, 

I am a Gentleman of blood and breeding. 

And from fome knowledge and affurance. 

Offer this office to you. 

Gent. I will talke farther with you, 

Kent. No doe not, [ 

For confirmation that I much more 
Then my out-wall, open this purfe and take 
What it containes, ifyou fhallf 'eefnrdeli*. 

As feare not but you fhall, fhew her this ring, 

And ihe will tell you who y our fellow is. 

That yet y ou doe not know, fie on this ftonne, 

I will goe feeke the King . 

gent. Giue mey our hand, haue you no more to fay? 

Kent. Few words but to effeft more then all yet: 

That when we haue found the King, 
lie this way, you that, he that firft lights 




Enter 




The Hift trie of King Lear . 

On him, hollow the other. Exeunt. 

Enter Lear and Foole. 

Lear. Blow wind Sc cracke your checkcs, rage, blow 
You caterickes.Sc Hircanios fpout til you haue drencht. 

The fteeples drown’d the cockes, you fulpherous and 
Thought executing fires, vaunt-currers to 
Oke-cleauing thunderboults, finge my whitehead, 

And thou all (haking thunder, finite flat 
The thiclce Rotunditie of the world, cracke natures 
Mold, ail Germains fpill at once that make 
Ingratefull man. 

foole. O Nunckle, Court holy water in a drie houfe 
Is better then this raine water out a doore. 

Good Nunckle in, and aske thy daughters bleffing, 

Heers a night pities nether wife man nor foole. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full,fpit fire,fpout raine. 

Nor raine, wind, thunder,fire, are my daughters, 

I taskenotyou you elements with vnkinanes, 

I neuer o-aue you kingdome, cald y ou children. 

You owe me no fubfcription,why thenlet fall your horrible 
Here I ftad your flaue,apoorc infirme weak Sc (plelure 

Defpis’d ou Id man, but yet I call you fenule _ # 

Minifters,that haue with i .pemitious daughters loin d 
Your high engedred battel gainft a head fo old Sc white 

As this, Otis foule. , 

foole . Hee that has a houfe to put hisheadm, has a good 
headpeece,the Codpeece that will houfe before the head, has 
any the head and heefhall lowfe, fo beggers maty many, the 
man that makes his toe, what hee his heart mould make, fha 
haue a corne cry woe , and turne his fleepe to wake , for 
there was neuer yet faire woman butfhee made mouthes in a 

^Le'ar. No I willbethepatterne of all patience En.ter Kent. 
I will fay nothing. 

Ken t. Whofethere? , 

Foole. Marry heers Grace, Sc a codpis, that s a wueman and 

a foole. 

Kent, Alas fir, fit you here ? . 

Things 
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Tk 'tfificrie of King Lear. 

Things that ioue night, lone not fuch nights as th dh, 

Tiie wrath full Skies g41 lo w, the very wanderer of the 
Darke, and makes them keepe their caues, 

Since I was man, fuch lheecs of fire, 

Such burfts ofhorred thunder, fuch grones of 
Roaring winde,and rayne, I ne’re remember 
To liaue heaici, mans nature cannot cary 
The affliction, nor the force. 

Lear. Let the great Gods that keepe this dreadful 
Pow'ther ore our heades, find out their enemies now. 

Tremble thou wretch that haft within thee 

di ^ u 1 D e cl crimes, vnwhipt of Iuftice, 

Hide thee thou bloudyhand,thouperiur’d,and 
Thou fimular man of vertue that art inccftiouSj 
Caytife in peeces foake, that vnder couert 
^ 1 . lc ^ c . oniien ^ ent feemingjiaft praftifed on mans life, 

Clofe pent vp guilts, riue your concealed centers, k 

And crj thefe drcadfull fummoners grace, 

I am a man more find againft their finning. 

Alacke bare headed, gracious my Lord, hard by here is 
a houeilj fome friendship will it lend you gainft the tempeft re- 
pofeyou there, whilftl to this hard houfe, more hard then is 
the leone whereoftisrais’d, which euen but now demaundino* 
after me, denide m* to come in, returne and force their fcanted 
curtefie, 

Lear. My wit begins to turnc, 

Qome on my boy, how dofl: my boy, art cold > 

I am cold my felfe, where is this ftraw myTellow, 

The art ofour neccffities is ftrangethat can, 

Make vild things precious, confe you houell poore, 
rooleand knaue,I haue one part ofmy heart < 

Tharforrowes yet for thee. 

foci*. Heethathas a little tine wittc, with hey ho the wind 
and tiie mine, muft make content with his fortunes fit. for the 
rame,it raineth euery day. 

Lear. True my good boy, com? bring vs to this houell? 

. Enter (jloft er and the TSaftard with lights. 

G/»Jl. Alacke alacke Edmund I like not this, * 

' \i r n«o fn«"' ? 1 



The Hiftorte of King Lear. 

Vnnaturall dealing when I defir’d their leaue 
That I might pitty him, they tooke me from me 
The vfe of mine owne houfe, charg’d me on paine 
Of their difpleafure, neither to fpeake of him. 

Intreat for him,nor any way fuftaine rum. 

Bafi. Moftfauage and vnnaturall. (the Dukes, 

gioft. Go toe fay you nothing, ther’s a diuifio betwixt 
And a wor fe matter then that, I haue receiued 
A letter this night, tis dangerous to be fpoken, 

I haue loekt the letter in my elofet, thefe iniurics 
The King now beares, will be reuenged home 
Ther’s part of a power already landed. 

We mull incline to the King, I will feeke hitn,and 
Priuily releeue him, goe you andmaintaine talkc 
With the Duke, that my charity be not of him 
Perceiued, if hee aske tor me, I am ill, and gon 
To bed, though I die for t, as no lcfTe is threatned me. 

The King my old matter mutt be releeued, there is 
Some ftrlge thing toward, Sdmrnd pray you he careful. 

Ball. This curtefieforbid thee,fhal the Duke mftaly 
And of that letter to, this feems a Bare deferuing (know 
And mutt draw me that which my father loof«,no leUe 
Then all, then yonger rifes when the old doe fall. exit. 

Enter Lear ,K€nt,andfoele. 

Kent. Hereis the placemy Lord, good my Lord enter, the 

thetyrannie ofthe open nights too ruffe for nature to mdure. 
iXTetmealon?. Kent. Good my Lord enter. 

% Thadrathcr^K^ke mine owne, good my Lord enter. 
Lear. Thou think’ft tis much, that this crulenaous ftorme 
Inuades vs to the skin, fo tis to thee, 

Thebodies delicate, thetempeftinmy mind 

Doth from my fences take all feeling e e 

Sauc what beares their filiall ingratitude, , s 



Exit: 




inr nutvjic vj &WgJLCOY, 

Is it not as this mouth fhould teare this hand 
For lifting food to’t, but I will punifh furc. 

No I will wcepc no more, in fuch a night as this ! 

O Regan, gomrill , your old kind father (lies, 

Whofefranke heart gauc you all, O that way madnes ' 

' Let me lhun that, no more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord enter. 

Lear. Prethe goe in thy felfe, feeke thy one eafe 
This tempeft wi 11 not giue me leaue to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, but ile goe in, 

Poore naked wretches, where fo ere you are 
That bide the pelting of this pittiles night. 

How ihall your houfe-lefle heads, and vnfed (ides. 

Your loopt and. windowed raggednes defend you 
From fcafons fuch as thefe, O I haue tane 
Too little care of this, take phyficke pompc, 

Expofe thy felfe to feele what w'retches feele. 

That thou mayft fhake the fuperflux to them. 

And fhew the heauens more iuft. 

Toole, Come not in here Nunckle, her* sa fpint>helpeme,helpG 
mee. 

Kent. Giue me thy hand, whofe there, 

Toole. A fpirit, he fayes, his nam’s poore Tent, 

Kent. What art thou that doll grumble there in the ftraw, 
come forth i 

Edg. Away, the fo wle fiend followes me, thorough the fharpe 
hathorne blowes the cold wind, goe to thy cold bed and warme 
thee. 

Lear. Haft thou giuen all to thy two daughters, and art thou 
cometothis? 

Sdg. Who gities- any thing to poor zTm, whome the foule 
Fiende hath led, through fire, and through foord, and 
whirli-poole, ore bog and quagmire, that has layd kniues vn- 
der his pillow,and haLters in his pue,fet ratsbane by his pottage, 
made him proud of heart, to ride on a bay trotting horfe ouer 
foure incht bridges, to courfe his owne fhadow for» traytor, 
blefte thy fiue wits, Toms a cold, blcfte thee from whirje-winds, 
ftarre»bluftingj,and taking, doe poore Tom fome charitie,whom 



The HiHirte of King Lear, 

the foule fiend vexes,there could I haue him now, and there, and 
and there againc, 

Lear. What, his daughters brought him to this pafle, 
Couldft thoufaue notliing, didft thou giue them all ! 

Toole. Nay he referu’d a blanket, elfe we had becneallfhanv' 
Lear, Now all the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated ore mens faults, fall on thy daughters . 

Kent. He hath no daughters fir. 

Lear. Death traytor, nothing could haue fubdued nature ' 
Tofuchalownes, but his vnkind daughters, 

Is it thefalhion that difearded fathers, 

Should haue thus little mercy on their flefh, 

Iudicious punilhment twas this flefh 
Begot thofe Pelicane daughters. 

Edg. Pilicock fate on pclicocks hill,alo lolo* 

Toole. This cold night will tu rne vs all to fool es <$c madmen, 
Tdg. Take heede at h foule fiend, obay thy parents, keep thy 
words iullly, fweare not, commit not with mans fworne fpoufe, 
fet not thy fweet heart on proud array, T oms z. cold, 

Lear. What haft thou beenei 

Sdg. A Seruingman, proud in heart and mind, that cnrld my 
haire, wore gloucs in my cap,ferued the lull ofmy miftris heart, 
and did the aft of darkenes with her, fworeas many oaths as I 
, fpake words, and broke them in the fweet face of heauen, one 
chatfleptintheconttiuing of luff, andwakt to doe it, wine lo- 
tted I deeply, dice deerely , and in woman out paromord the 
T urke, falfe of heart, light ofeare,bloudie ofhand,Hog in floth. 
Fox in ftealfh, Woolf e in greedines,. Dog in madnes, Lyon 
in pray, let notthe creekingof ihooes, nor the rulings offilkes 
betray thy poore heart to women, keepe thy foote out of bro- 
thell, thy hand out of placket, thy pen from lenders booke, 
and defie the foule fiend, ftill through the hathorne blowes the 
cold wind, hay no on ny, Dolphmmy boy, my boy, caefe 
let him trot by. 

Lear, Why thou wert better in thy graite, then to anfwere 
with thy vneouered bodie this extremitie of the skies, is man no 
more, bucthis cofiderhim well, thou oweft thewormeno filkc, 
i , the beaft no hi’de, the fheepc no wooll, the cat no perfume, her s 

_ three ons are fo phifticated,thou art the thing it felfe, vnaccom- 
_ Qj, pdftted 





TbeHtfionetf mg Lear. 

odatedman, is no more but fucha poore bare forked Animatl 
as thou art, offoffyou leadings.come on bee true. 

Fcole. Prithe Nuncklc be content, this is a naughty night to 
fwim in, now a little fire in a wild field, were like an old leachers 
heart a foiallfparke 3 all the reft m bodie colcMooke here corner 
1 kino fire, ^ Enter Giejier. 

This is thcfoule fiend Sribcrdegibit, hee begins at cur* 
phew ' and walks till the firft cocke, he gins the web, the pin. 

queues the eye,and makes the harte lip, mildewy the white 

wheate, and hurts the poore creature of earth fwithaldfooted 
thrice the old a nellthu night more and her nine fold bid hei, U 
lio-ht and her troth plight and arint thee, with armt thee. 

°Kent. How fares your Grace 2 
Lear. Whatshee? 

Kent. Whofethere, what i’ft you feeke ? 

Glofl. What are you there? your names ? 

Ed I. Poore Tom, that eats the fwimmmg frog, the tode,the 
rode pold, the wall-wort, and the water, that in the fune of fos 
heart, when the foule fiend rages, eats cow-dung for fallets,fwal- 
lowestheold ratt, and the ditch dogge,dnnkes the greeneman. 
tie of the {landing poole, who is whipt from tithing to tithing, 

and ftock-punilht and nnprifoned,who hath had three futes to 

hisbacke, fixe fliirtsto liis bodie, horfe to ride, and weapon 
to weare. 

Butmife andrats,andfuchfmall Deere, 

Hath bcene Toms foodefor feuen long yeare- 
Beware my follower, peace fnulbug, peace thou fiend. 

Glofl. What hath your Grace no better company . 

Edg. The Prince of darkenes is a Gentleman, modo he s caled 

.^Our flefhandbloud is grownefo vildmy Lord, that it 
doth hate what gets it 

ghfl. Srin with me!my dutie cSnot fuffer toobayinahyoiir 
daughters hard commaunds, though their iniunftion be '° ba 
my looi es, and let this tyranous night take hold vpon > ou , ye 
hauel venter d to come feeke you out, andbnngyou where 
both food ai^d fire is readie, j r Mr 



The Hiliorie of King Lear. 

Lear. Firft let me talke with this Philofopher, 

Whatis the caufe of thunder ? 

Kent. My good Lord take his offer, goe into the hoiife. 

Lear. lie talke a word with this mo ft learned Theban, what is 
your ftudie ? 

Edg , Howtopreuentthefiend ; andtokill vermine. 

Lear. Let me aske you one word in priuate. 

Kent. Importune him to goe my Lord,his wits begin 

Glofl. Canftthou blame him, (covnfettle. 

His daughters feeke his death, O that good Kent, 

He faid it would be thus, poore banifht man. 

Thou fayeft the King growes mad, ile tell thee friend 
I am almoft mad my felfe, I had a fonne 
Now out-lawed from my bloud,a fought my life 
But lately .very late, I loud him friend 
No father his fonne deerer, true to tell thee. 

The greefe hath craz’d my wits, 

Whatanights this ?I doe befeechyour Grace. 

Lear. O crie you mercie noble Philofopher, your com- 

Sdg. Tons a cold. (pany. 

glofl. In fellow thcre,in’t houell keepe thee wai rae. 

Lear. Come lets in all. 

Kent. This way my Lord. 

Lear. With him I wilkeep ftil, with my Philofopher. 

Ken, Good my Lord footh him, let him take the fellow. 

glofl. T ake him you on, 

Kent. Sirah come on. goe along with vs ? 

Lear. Come good Athenian. 

glofl. No words, no words, hufh. 

Edg. Child Rowland , to the darke to wne come. 

His word was ftill fy fb and fum, 

I finell the bloud of a Britifh man. 

Enter Cornewelland'Baflard. 

Corn. I will hauemy reuenge ere I depart thehoufe. 

Safi. How my Lord I may be cenfured, that nature thus giues 
Way to loyaltie, fome thing feares me to thinke of. 

Corn. I now perceiue it was not altogether your brothers e. 
mil difpofition made him feeke his death, but a prouoking merit, 
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fct aworkeby areproueablebadnesin himfelfe. 

Baft. How malicious is my fortune, thatl muft repent to bee 
iuftf this is the letter he fpoke of, which approues him an intelli - 
gent partie to the aduantages of F ranee , O heauens that his trea- 
ion were, or not I the dete&er. 

(ftorn. Goe with'me to the Dutches. 

Baft. If the matter of this paper be certaine, you haue mighty 
bufines m hand. 

Corn. True or falfe, it hath made thee Earle of g Softer, feeke 
out where thy father is, that heemaybee readie for . our appre- 
Iienfion. 

Ba.fi. If I find him comforting the King, it will ftuffe his fuf- 
pitionmore fully, I will perfeuere in my courfe of loyaltie, 
ehouo-h the conflitt be fore betweene that and my bloud . 

Corn, I will lay truft vpon thee, and thou Ihalt find a dearer 
father in my loue. Sxtt. 

Enter G Softer and Lear, Kent, Foote, and Kant, 
g/oft. Here is better then the open ayre, take it thankfully , I 
will pcece out the comfort with what addition I can, I will not be 
long from y.ou, 

Ken. All the power of his wits haue giuen way to impatience, 
the Gods deferue your kindnes. _ < 

Ed?. Fretereto cals me, andtels me Nero is an angler in the 
lake of darknes.pray innocent beware the foule fiend. 

^Foole. Prithe Nunckle tell me, whether a road man be a Gen- 
tleman or a Yeoman. , , 

Lear. A King, a King, to haue a thou fand with red burning 
fpits comeliifzingin vpon them. 

Ed?. The foule fiend bites my backe, 

Foote. He’s mad, that trufts in the tamenes of a Wolfe, ahor- 

fes health, a boyes loue, ora whores oath. 

Lear. It lhalbe dene, I wil arraigne them ftraight. 

Come fit thou here moll learned Iuftice 
Thou fapient fir fit here, no you fliee Foxes— 

Edo. Lookc where he Hands and glars, wanft thou eyes, at 
tral madam come ore the broome Befty to mce. 

Foole A Her boat hath a leake,and ihe muft not fpcake^ 

Why flic dares not eome,ouer to thee. 



The Biflorieof King Lear. 

Edg. The foule fiend hauts poore Tom inthevoyceofanigh- 
Hoppedancc cries in Toms bellyfor two white herring,(tingale, 
Croke not blacke Angcll, I haue no fcode for thee. 

Kent. How doe you fir ? (land you not fo amazd, will you 
lie downe and reft vpon the cufhings i 

Lear. lie fee their uiallfirft, bring in their euidence, thou 
robbed man of Iuftice take thy place, & thou his yokefellow of 
equity, bench by Iris fide, you are oc’h commiffion, fit you too. 
Ed. Let vs deale iuftly fleepeft or wakeft thou ioily fhepheard. 
Thy flieepe bee in the corne, and for one blaft of thy minikin 
mouth, thy flieepe fliall take no harme, Pur the cat is gray. 

Lear. Arrargne her firft tis Goner 'ti ,1 here take my oathbefore 
this honorable aftemblykickt the poore king her father. 

Foole. Come hither miftrifle is your name gonorill. 

Lear 4 She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you mercy I tookc you for a ioyne ftoole. 

Lear. Andheres another whofe warpt lookes proclaime. 
What ftore her hart is made an, flop her there, 

Armes,armes, fword . fire, corruption in the place, 

Falfe Iufticer why haft thou lethcr fcape. 

Edg. Bleffe thy fiue wits. 

Kent. O pit)” fir, where is the patience now”. 

That you fo oft haue boafted to r etaine. 

Edg. My tearesbegin to take his part fo much, 

Theile marre my counterfeiting. 

Lear. The little dogs and all 
Trey, Blanch, and Sweet hart, fee they batke at me. 

Edg. Tons will throw his head at them,au.ant you curs. 

Be thy mouth, or blacke, or white, tooth that poyfons if it bite, 

Maftife,grayhoudjmungril,grim>houd or fpaniel,brach or him, 
Bobtail!’ tike, or trudlctaiIe,T»w will make them weep & waile. 
For with throwing thus my head, dogs lcape the hatch and all 
are fled, loudla do odla comemarchto wakes, and fanes, and 
market towmes, poore Tom thy home is dry, / iei 

Lear , Then let them anotomize Regan, fee what breeds about 

Hart is there any caufe in nature that makes this hardnes. 

You fir, I entertaine you for one of my hundred. 

Only ! do not like the falhion ofyour garments youle fay. 



They 










The tmforie of King Lear. 

They are Perfian attire, but let them be chang’d, 

Kent. Now good my Lord lie hereawhile. 

Lear. Make no noife.make no noife,draw the curtains, fo,fo,fo, 
Weele go to {upper it h morning, fo,fo,fo, Enter (jlofter. 

Gloft. Come hither friend, where is the King my maifter. 

, Kent. Here fir, bur trouble him not his wits are gon. 

gloft. Good friend I prithy take him in thy armes, 

I haue of e heard a plot of death vpon him , 

Ther is a Litter ready lay him in’t,& driue towards Douer frend, 
Where thou fhalt meet both welcome 5c prote£fion,take vpthy 
If thou fhould’ft dally halfe an houre,his life with thine (matter, 
And all that offer to defend him ftand in allured Ioffe, 

Take vptokeepe and folio we me that will rofome prouifion 
Giue thee quicke conduct. 

Kent. Oppreffed nature flecpes. 

This reft might yet haue balmed thy broken finewes. 

Which if conuenience will not alow ftand in hard cure. 

Come helpe to beare thy maifter, thou muft not ftay behind. 

Gloft. Come,comeaway. Exit. 

Edg. When we our betters fee bearing our woes ; we fcarccly 
tbinke, our miferies, our foes. 

Who alone fuffers fuffers, moft if h mind, 

Leauing free things and happy fhowes behind. 

But then the mind much fufferance doth or’e feip. 

When griefe hath mates,and bearing fellowfhip : 

How light and portable my paine feemes now. 

When that which makes me bend, makes the King bow. 

He childed as I fathered,T«w away, 

Marke the high noyfes and thy felfe bewray. 

When falfe opinion whofe wrong thoughts defile thee. 

In thy iuft proofe repeals and reconciles thee, 

What will hap more to night, fafefcape the King, 

Lurke, lurke. 

Enter Cormv all, and Regan t and Gonorid,and Bafiard. (letter 

Corn, Port fpeedily to my Lord your husband fhew him this 
The army of France is hnded,feeke out the vilaine gloft er. 
Regan. Hang him inftantly. * 

<7 on. Plucke out his eyes* (company 

Cern. 
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Cam. Lcauehimtomythfpleafure,£d«ttW keep you our filler 

( company. 

The reuengewe are bound to take vpon your trayterous father. 
Are not fit for your beholding , aduife the Duke where you are 
To a moft feftuant preparatio we are bound to the like, (going 
Ourpoftfhallbe fwift and intelligence betwixt vs. 

Farewell deere lifter, farewell my Lord of gloft er. 

How now whers the King ? Enter Steward. 

Stew. My Lord of (jlofter hath conueyd him hence, 

S oitie fiue or fixe and thirtie of his Knights hot queftrits after 
him, met him at gate, who with fome other of the Lords depen- 
dants are gone with him towards Douer, where they boaft to 
hauewell armedfriends. 

Corn. Get horfes for your miftris. 

Gon. Farewell fweet Lord and lifter. Exit (Jon. and Baft , 

Corn. Edmund farewell, goe feeke the traytor (jlofter. 

Pinion him like a theefe, bring him before vs. 

Though we may not paffe vpon his life 
Without the forme of Iuftice, yet our power 
Shall doe a curtefie to our wrath,whichmenmay blame 
But not controule, whofe there, the traytor ? 

Enter Glofter brought in bj two or three t 
Reg, Ingratfull Foxtishec. 

Corn. Bindfafthiscorkie armes. 

Gloft. What meanes your Graces, good my friends confider, 
you are my gefts, doe me no foule play friends. 

Corn. Bind him I fay, 

Reg. Hard hard, O filthie traytor ! 

Gloft. Vnmercifull Lady as you are, I am true. 

Com. To this chaire bind him, villainethou {halt find— 
Gloft. By the kind Gods tis moft ignobly done, to pluckme 
by the beard. Reg. So white and fuch a T raytor. 

Gloft. Naughty Ladie,thefe haires which thou doft rauifhfrom 
Will quicken and accufe thee, I am your hoft. (my chin 

With robbers hands , my hofpitable fauouts 
You fhould not ruffell thus, what will you doe, 

Cern. Come fir, what letters had you late from France. 

Reg. Be Ample anfwerer, for we know the truth. 
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Cam. And what confederacyhaueyouwiththetratourslatc 
footed in the kingdome ? 

R c „ . To whofe hands you haue fent the lunatick King fpeake? 

Glofi. I haue a letter gedingly fet downe 
Which came ftom one,that’s of a neutrall heart, 

Aud not from one oppos’d. 

Corn. Cunning. Reg. And fallen 

Corn. Where haft thou fent the King ? Glofi, ToDouer. 

Re*. Wherefore to Douer ? waft thou not charg’d at perill— 
Corn. Wherefore to D ouer ? let him firft anfwere that. 
giosl. I am tide tot’h flake; and I muft ftand the courfe. 

Reg. Wherefore to Douer fir. ? 

Glofi. Becaufelwouldnot feethy cruell naylcs- 
Pluck out his poore old eyes, nor thy fierce fifter 
In his aurynted ftefo rafo borifo phangs. 

The Sea with fuch a ftorme of his lou’d head 

Inhell blackenightindur’d, would haue laydvp I 

And quench t the fteeled fires, yet poore old heart, 

Hee holpt the heauens to rage, 

If wolues had at thy gate heard that dearne time ~r 

Thou foouldft haue faid, good Porter turnethe key, 

All cruels elfe fubfcrib’d but I foall fee 

The winded vengeance ouertake fuch children. 

Com. Sect (halt thou neuer, fellowes hold the chairc, 

Vponthofe eyes of thine, Ilefet my foote. 

Glofi. He that will thinke to hue till he be old. 

Giueme fomehelpe, O cruell, O ye Gods ! 

Reg. One fide will mocke another, tother to. 

Corn. If you fee vengeance— 

Seruant. Hold your hand my Lord 
I haue feru’d cuer fince I was a child _ (you hold. 

But better feruicehaue I neuer done you, the now to bid 

Reg. Hownowyoudogge. . 

Sera. Ifyoudidweareabeard vpon your chin id efoakeiC 
on this quarrelljwhat doeyoumeane? 

Corn, Myvillaine.- . draw and fight. 

Sent. Why then come on, and take the chance of anger. 

Reg. Giueme thy fword,apefantftaad vp thus. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 




King Lear (stc 22292) London, 1608 



TheHtfimeof King Lear. 

Shee takes a /word and runs at him behind. 

Sertsant. OhI am flainemy Lord, yet Iiaue you one eye left to 
fee fomc mifehiefe on him, oh! 

Leaftit fee more preuentit, out vildlelly 
Where is thy lufter now ? 

giosl. All darke and comfbrtles, wher s my fonne Edmund c . 
Edmstud vnbridle all the fparks of /nature, to quit this horred aft. 

Reg. Outvillaine, thou calft on him that hates thee, it was he 
that made the ouerture of thy treafons to vs, who is too good to 
pittie thee. 

glofi. O my follies, then Edgar was abus’d, 

Kind Gods forgiueme that, ana profperhim. 

Reg. Goe thruft him out at gates, and let him filial his way to 
Douer, ho w ift my Lord ; how looke you ? 

Corn. Ihauereceiu’dahurt.followme Ladie, 

T urne out that eyles villaine, throw this flaue vpon 

Thedungell Regan ,1 bleed apace, vntimely 

Comes this hurt, giue meyour arme. Exit. 

Sera ant. He neuer care what wickednes I doc, 

If this man come to good. 

2. S truant. If foe liuc long, & in the end meet the old courfc 
of death, w'omen will all turne monfters. 

i Set. Lets follow the old Earle, and get the bedlom 
To lead him where he would, his rogifo madnes 
Allows it felfe to any thing. 

2. Ser. Goe thou, ile fetch fome flaxe and whites of egges to 
apply to his bleeding face, now hcauen helpe him. Exit. 

Enter Edgar, 

Edg, Yet better thus, and knovvne to he contemnd, 

Then foil contemn’d and flattered to be worft. 

The Joweftand moll deiefted thing of Fortune 
Stands ftillin experience, dines notinfeare. 

The lamentable change is from the beft. 

The vvorft rerurnes to laughter, ' 

Who’s here, my father poorlie.leed, world,world, O world! 

But that thy ftrange mutations make vs hate thee, 

Life would not y«e'd to age. Enter glofi. led by at: old man, 

Oldman Omy good Lord, I haue beene your tenant, & your 
a H z fathers 
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fathers tenant this forefcore — 

Gloft. Away, get thee away.good friend be gors. 

Thy comforts can doe me no good at all. 

Thee they may hurt. 

Old man. Alack fir, you cannot fee your way, 

Gloft. I haue no way, and therefore want no eyes, 

I Humbled when I fawjihll oft tis feene 
Our meanes fecure vs, and our tneare defeats 
Prone our comodities, ah deere fonne Edgar, 

The food of thy abufedfathers wrath, 

Might I but liue to fee thee in my tuch, 

Id'e fay I had eyes againe. 

Old man. How no w whofe there ? 

Edg. O Gods, who ift can fay I am at the word, 
lam worfe then ‘ere I was. 

Oldman, Tis poore mad Tom. 

Sdg. And worfe I may be yet, the worft is no t. 

As long as we can fay »this is the worft. 

Oldman. Fellow where goeftj 
Gloft . Is it a begger man ? 

Oldman, Mad man, and begger to. 

Gloft. A has fome reafon, el(e he could not beg, 

In the laft nights ftorme I fuch a fellow faw. 

Which made me thinke a man a worme,my fonne 
Came then into my mind, and y et my mind (fince. 

Was then fcarce friendes with himj I haue heard more 
As flies arecoth’ wanton boy es, are we toth' Gods, 

They bitt vs for their fport. 

Edg. How fhould this be, bad is the trade that mult play the 
fbole to forrow angring it felfe and others, blefle thee maifter. ■ 
Gloft. Is that the naked fellow ? 

Oldman. I my Lord. 

gloft. Then prethee get thee gon,if for my fake 
Thou w ilt oretake vs here a mile or twaine 
Ith’ way toward Douer, doe it for ancient loue 
And bring fome couering for this naked foule 
Who lie intreateto leade me, 

Oldman. Alack fir he is mad.. 
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gloft, Tis the times plague, when madmen lead the 
Doe as I bidthee,or rather doe thy pleafure, (blind, 

Aboue the reft, be gon. 

Old man. lie bring him the beft parrell that I haue 
Come on t what will. 

Ghli • Sirrah naked fellow. 

Edg, Poore T nms a cold, I cannot dance itfarther. 

gloft. Come hither fellow. 

Edg, Blefle thy fweete eyes, they bleed. 

Gloft. Kno wft thou the w ay to Douer f 

Edg. Both ftile and gate,horfe.way, and foot-path, 
Poore Tom hath bcene fear'd out of his good wits, 
BlefTe the good man from the foule fiend, 

Fiue fiends haue beene in poore Tom at once, 

Of luft,as 0 bidicut, Hobbididence Prince ofdumbnes, 
Mahu of dealing, UModo of murder, S fiber dige bit of 
Mobing, & Mobing who fince poffelTcs chambermaids 
And waiting women, fo, bleffe theemaifter, (plagues. 

gloft. Here take this purfe, thou whome thcheauens 
Haue humbled to all ftrokes .that I am wretched, makes 
The happier, heauens deale fo ftill, (thee 

Let the fuperfluousandluft-dietedman 
That ftands your ordinance, that will not fee 
Becaufe he does notfeele.feele yourpower quickly. 

So di ftribution fhould vnder exceffe, 

And each man haue enough, doft thou know Douer f 

Edg, I matter. 

gloft. There is acliffe whofe high 6c bending head 
Lookes firmely in the confined deepe. 

Bring me but to the very brimme of it 
And ilerepaire the mifery thou doft beare 
With fomethingrich about me. 

From that place I fhal no leading need. 

Edg. Giuemethy arme, poore Tom fhall lead thee. 

Enter gonori/l and "Baftard. 

Gon, Welcome my Lord, I imruaile our mild hufhand 
Not met vs on the way, now whers your maifter c . 

Enter Steward. 
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The Historic of King Lear. 

Stew. Madame within, but neuer man fo chang’d, I told him 
of the army that was landed, he fmild at it, il told him you were 
coining, his anfwere was the worfe, of r/t reach cnc, and of 

the loyall feruicc of his fonne when I enfbrm’d him, then hee 
cald me fott, and told me I had turnd the wrong fide out, what 
heefhould moft defire feemes pleafant to him, what like often* 
fiue, 

CjoH. Then flrall you goe no further, 

It is the cowifhcurre of his fpirft 
That dares not vndcrtake, he'e not feele wrongs 
Which tie him to an anfwere, our wifhes on the way 
Mayproue effects, backe Edgar to iny brother, 

Haflen his mufters,and conduct his powers 
I mull change arrncs at home, and giue the diftafte 
Into my husbands hands,, this trulty feruant 
Shall paft’e bctweene vs , ere long you are like to hearc 
If you dare venture in your owne behalfe 
A miftrefles coward, weare this fpare fpeech, 
Declineyourhead: this kiffeif it durftfpeake 
Would ftreteh thy fpi rits vp into the ayre, 

Conceaue and far you well. 

Haft. Yours in the ranks of death. (are dew 

Gen. My molt deere G /after, to thee womans feruices 
c My foote vfurps my body. 

Stew. Madam [here comes my Lord. Exit Stew, 
gen. I hauebeeneworththew'hiftle, (rude wind 
Alb. O gonortl , you are not worth the duff which the 
Blowes in your face, I feSre your difpofition 
That nature which contemnes it origin , 

Cannot be bordered certaineinit felfe. 

She that her felfe will fliuer and disbranch 
From her materiall fap, perforce muft wither, 

And come to deadly vfc. 
gen. No more, the text is fooliih . 

Alb. Wifedomeand goodnes,to the vild feeme vild, 

Filths fauor but themfelues, what haue you done l 
Tigers, not daughters, what haue you perform’d ? 

A father, and a gracious aged man 

Whofe 




The Hijlork of King Lear. 

Whofe reuerence euenthehead-lugdbearc would lick. 

Moft barbarous, moll degenerate haue you madded. 

Could my good brother iiiffer you to doe it ? 

A man, a Prince, by himfo beniflifted, 

If that the heauens doe not their vifblefpirits (come 
Send quickly downe to tame the vild offenees,it will 
Humanly intift perforce pray on it felfe like monfters of 
Milke liuerd man (the deepe. 

That beared a cheekc for blocs, a head for wrongs. 

Who haft not in thy browes an eye deferuing thine honour, 
From thy fuffering,that not kno vv’ft fools, do thofe vilains pitty 
W ho are punifht ere they haue done their mifehiefe, 

Wher s thy drum; France fpreds his banners in our noyftles land, 
With plumed helme, thy flayer begin threats 
Whil’s thou a morall foole fits ftill and cries 
Alack why does he fo ? 

Alb. See thy felfe dquill, proper deformity feemes not in the 
fiend, fo horid as in woman, 

Gen. Ovaine foole! 

tsilb. Thou changed, and felfe-couerd thing for flramc 
Be-monfter not thy feature, wer’t my fitnes 
To let thefe hands obay my blond. 

They are apt enough to diflecate and teare 
Thy flefh and bones, how ere thou art a fiend, 

A womans fhape doth thield thee. 

Gen. Marry your manhood now — 

*A\b. Whatnewes. Enter a gentleman. 

Gent. O my good Lord the Duke of Cornwals dead, flainehy 
his feruant, soing to put out the other eye of G toiler . 
sAlb. glftmt yes? 

Gen. A feriiafit that he bred,thrald with remorfe. 

Oppos’d againft the aft, bending his fword 
To his great maifter,who thereat inraged 
Flew on him, and amor.gft them, feld him dead. 

But not without that harmefull ftroke, which fince 
Hath pluckt him after. 

Alb. This Ihewes you are aboue your Iuftices, 

That thefe our nether crimes fo fpeedely can venge. 

But 
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But O poore gioflcr loft he his other eye. (anfwer, 

Both v both my Lord,this letter Madam craues a fpeedy 
T is from your After, Gov. One way I like this well, 

But being widow and my giofter with her, 

May all the building on my fancieplucke, 

Vponmy hatefull life, another way the newes is notfo tooke, 
lie rcade and anfw r er. Exit. 

tcAlb. Where was his fonne when they did take his eyes. 

Gent. Come with my Lady hither. Alb. He is not here, 

(jc'nt. No my good Lord I met him backe againe. 

Alb. Knoweshethewickednefle. 

<7 ent. I mygoodLordtwasheinfbrmdagainfthim, 

And quit the houfe on purpofe that there puniftiment 
Might haue the freer courfe. (King, 

' Alb. Glofter I liue to tlianke thee for the loue thou fhewedft the 
And to reuenge thy eyes, come hither friend, | 

T el 1 me what more thou knoweft. Exit. 

Enter Kent and a gentleman. 

Kent. Why the King of Frattnce is fo fuddenly gone backe, 
know you no reafon. 

gent. Something he left imperfect in the ftate, which fince his - 
commin g forth is thought of, which imports to the Kingdome, 
So much feare and danger that his perfonall returne was moil re. 
quired and neceflarie. 

Kent. Who hath he left behind him. General. 
gent. The Marfhall of France Monfier la Far. (of griefe. 

Kent. Did your letters pierce the queene to any demonftratio 
gent. I fay /he tooke them, read them in my prefence. 

And now and then an ample teare trild downe 
Her delicate chceke, it feemed fhe was a queene ouer herpaffion, 
Who moft rebell-like, fought to be King ore her, 

Kent. O then it moued her. 

Cjent. Not to a rage, patience and forowftreme. 

Who fhould exprefle her goodlieft you haue feene. 

Sun Ihine and raine at once, her fmiles and teares, 

Were like a better way thofe happie fmilets. 

That playd on her ripe lip feeme not to know. 

What guefts were in her eyes which parted thence, 

As 
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Aspearles from diamonds dropt inbriefe, 

Sorow would b e a raritie moft beloued, 

If all could fo become it. 

Kent. Madefhenoverballqueftion. 
gent. Faith once or twice fhe heau’d the name of father, 
pantinglyforth as ifit preft her heart, 

Cried fillers, lifters, fhame of Ladies lifters : 

Kent, father, lifters, what ithftorme ith night. 

Let pitie not be beleeft there Ihe fliooke, . , 

The holy water from her heauenly eyes. 

And clamour moyftened her, then away fhe flatted, 

To deale with griefe alone. 

Kent. It istheftarsjthe ftars aboue vs gouerne our conditions, 
Elfe onefelfe mate and make could not beget, 

Such different ifTues, you fpoke not with her fince . 
gent. No. Kent, Was this before the King returnd. 
Gent. No, fince. 

Kent. Well fir, the poore diftrefTed AwKskh towne. 

Who fome time in his better tune remembers, 

What we are come about, and by no meanes will y eeld to fee his 



Gent, Why good fir? 



( daughter. 



Kent. A foueraignefhame fo elbows him his own vnkindnes 
That ftript her from his benediction turnd her. 

To fbrraine cafualties gaue her deare rights, 

Tohis dog-harted daughters, thefe things fling his mind. 

So venomoully thatburninglharoe detaines him from Cordelia. 
Gent. Alack poore Gentleman. 

Kent. Of Albania and Cornervals powers youheardnot. 

.. Gent. Tisfotheyareafbote. 

’ Kent. Well fir, ile bring you to our maifter Lear, 

And leauc you to attend him fome deere caufe, 

Will in concealement wrap me vp awhile. 

When I am lcnowne aright you fhall not greeue, 

Lending me this acquaintance, I pray you go along With me. 
Enter for dcUa,D otter and others. 

Cor , Alack tis he, why he was met euen now* 

As mad as the vent fea finging aloud, 



Exit. 



Crownd with ranke femiter and furrow weedes, 



With 
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With hor-docks,hemlocke,netles,cookow flowers, 

Darnell and ail the idle weedes that grow, 

Inourfuftayning, cornc,acenturie isfent forth, 

Search euery acre in the hie growne field, 

And bring him to our eye, what can mans wifdome 
In the reftoring his bcrcued fence.he that canhelpe hi m 
Take all my outward worth' 

Doti. There is meanes Madame. 

Our fofter nurfe of nature is repofe, 

The which he lackes that to prouoke in him, 

Are many fimples operatiuewhofe power, 

Will clofe the eye of anguifh . 

ford. All bleft fecrets all you vnpublifht vertucs ofthe earth. 
Spring with my teares beaydant and remediat. 

In the good mans diftrefle, feeke,feeke,for him, 

L eft his vngouernd rage diflfolue the life. 

That wants the meanes to lead it. Enter mejfenger. 

MeJ. News Madam,the Brittifh powers are marching hither* 

Cord. Tis knowne before, our preparation ftands, (ward. 

In expe£ ation of them,o deere father 
Itis thy bufines that I go about,therfore great France 
My mourning and important teares hath pitied. 

No blowne ambition doth ourarmesin fight 
But loue, deere loue,and our ag’d fathers right, 

Soone may I heare and fee him. Exit. 

Enter Regan and Steward. 

Reg. But are my brothers powers fet forth? 

Stew. I Madam. Reg. Himfelfe in perfon ? 

Stew. Madam with much ado, your lifter is the better foldier. 

Reg. Lord Edmund fpake notwith your Lady at home. 

Stew. No Madam. 

Reg. What might import my fillers letters to him ? 

Stew. I know not Lady. 

Reg. Faith he is polled hence on ferious matter. 

It was great ignorance. Glowers eyes being out 
To let him hue, wherehe ariues he moues 
All harts againft vs, and now I thinkeis gone 
-In pitie ofhis mifery to difpatch his nighted life, 

More- 



The HiB orie of King Lear* 

Moreouer to diferie the flrength at’h army. 

S tew. I mull needs after him with my letters 
Reg. Our troope fets forth to morrow flay with vs. 

The wayes are dangerous. 

Stew. I may not Madame, my Lady charg’d my dutie in this 
bufines. 

Reg. Why fhould lhe write to Edmundhnight not you 
Tranfport her purpofes by word, belike 
Some thing, I know not what, ile loue thee much, 

Let me vnfealethe letter. 

Stew. Madam I’d e rather— 

T^eg. I know your Lady does not loue her hufband 
I am fure of that, and at her late being here 
Shee gaue flrange aliads,and mofl fpeaking lookes 
T o noble Edmund. I know you are ofher bofome. 

Stew. I Madam. 

Reg. Ifpeake invnderflanding,forIknow’t, 

Therefore I doe aduife you take this note, 

My Lord is dead, Edmund and I haue talkt, 

And more conuenient is he for my hand 
Then for your Ladies, you may gather more 
If you doe find him,pray you giue him this. 

And when your miflris heares thus much from you 
I pray defire her call her wifedome to her,fo farewell. 

If you doe chance to heare of that blind tray tor. 

Preferment fals on him that cuts him off. 

Ste. Would I could meet him Madam,I would fhew 
What Lady I doe follow. 

Reg, Fare thee well. Exit. 

Enter Cjlofier and Edmund. 

Cjloft. When dial 1 we come toth’ top oftbat fame hill? 

Edg. You do climbe it vpnow,looke how we labour? 

Glofi. Me thinks the ground is euen. 

Edg. Horrible fleepe,harke doe you heare thefca ? 

Glofi , No truly. 

Edg. Why then your other fences grow imperfeft 
By your eyes anguifh. 

Q'lefi. So mav it be i ndeed, 

I a Me 



l#l 
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Me thinks thy voyce is altered ,and thou fpeakeft 
With better phrafe and matter then thou didft. 

Edg. Y’ar much deceaued, in nothing am I charig d 
But in my garments. /r r . 

c?/s/? Me thinks y’ar better fpoken. (f care ml 

S'Xg. Come on fir, her s the place, Hand ftill, how 
And dizi tis to call ones eyes Co low 
The crowes and choghes that wing the midway ayre 
Shew fcarce fo grolle as beetles, halfe way downe 
Hangs one that gathers fampire.dreadfiftl trade. 

Me thinkes he feemes no bigger then his head. 

The fifhermen that walke vpon the beach 
Appeare like mife,and yon tall anchoring oarke 
Diminifht to her cock, her cock a born 
Almoft too finall for fight, the murmuring lurge 
That on the vnnumbred idle peeble chaffes 
Cannot be heard, its fo hie ile looke no more,. 

Leaft my braine turne,and the deficient fight 
Topple downe headlong. 

Gloft. Set me where you ftand ? 

Edg. Giue me your hand, you are now within a toot 
Of th’extreatne verge,for all beneath theMoone 
Would I notleape vpright, 

Gloft. Let goe my hand, 

Herefriend’s another purlfe, in it a iewell, 

Well worth a poore mans takiiig,Fairiesand Gods 
Profper it with thee, goe thou farther off, 

Bid me fareweU,and let me heare thee going. 

£d?. Now fare you well good fir. 

Gloft. With all my heart. (to cure 1 . 

Shg* Why I do trifell thus with his difpaire is done 
Gloft. O you mightie Gods, Hekyeeles. 

This world I doe renounce, and in your fights 
Shake patiently my great affii&ion off, 

If Icouldbeare it longer and not fall 
To quarel with your great oppofles wils 
My fnurff and loathed part of nature jhould 
Burne it felfe out, if Edgar liue, O blelle, 
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Now fellow fare thee well. He fait. 

E dg. Gon fir, farewell, and yet I know not how conceit mjr 
robbethetreafuneof life, when life it felfe yenlds to the theft, 
had he beene where he thought by this had thought beenepaft, 
aliue or dead, ho you fir, heare you fir, fpeak,thus might he pafl’e 
indeed, yet he rcuiues, what are you fir ; 
giofi. Away and let me die. 

E dg. Hadfl thou beene ought but gofmorc feathers ayre. 

So many fadome downe precipitating 
Thou hadfl ihiuerd like an egge, but thou dofl breath 
Haft heauyfubftance.bleedft not, fpeakeft, art found, 

T en marts at each, make not the altitude. 

Which thou haft perpendicularly fell, 

Thylifes a miracle, fpeake yet againe. 

Gloft. But hauel fallen or no 1 
Edg. From the dread fbtnmons ofithis challfie borne, 

Looke vp a hight, the fhrill gorg’d larke Co farre 
Cannotbee feene or heard, doc but looke vp i 
Gloft. Alack I haue no eyes 
Is wretchednes depriu’d, that benefit 
To end it felfe by death twas yet fome comfort 
When mifery could beguile the tyrants rage’ 

And fruftrate his proud will. 

Edg. Giue me your armcf 
Vp,fo , how feele you your legges, you ftand. 
gloft. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is aboue all ftrangenes 
Vpon thecrowne ofthe cliffe what thing was that 
Which parted from you. 

Gloft. A poore vnfortunate bagger. 

Edg . As I flood here below me thoughts his eyes 
Were two full Moones, a had a thoufand nofes 
Hornes, welk’t and waued like the enridged fea, 
Itwasfomefiend,thereforethou happy father 
Thinke that the cleereft Gods, who made their honours 
Of mens impoffibilities, hauepreferued thee. 

Gloft. Idoeremembernow,henceforthi!ebearc 
’> Affinftion till it doe crie out it felfe 

1 3 . Inough, 
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Enough, enough and die that thing you fpeake of, 

I tooke it for a man, often would it lay 
The fiend the fiend, he led meto that place 
E dg. Bare free 8c patient thoughts, but who comes here 
The fafer fence will neare accomodate his maifter thus . 

Enter Lear mad. 

Lear. No theycannottouchmeefbrcoyning,Iam the king 
E dg. O thou fide pearcing fight. (himfelfe! 

Lear , Nature is.aboue Art in that relpeft, ther’s your prefle 
money, that fellow handles his bow like a crow-keeper,draw me 
a clothiers yard, looke,looke a mowfe, peace, peace, this tolled 
cheefe will do it.ther’s my gauntlet, ile proue it on a gyant,bring 
V P c h c hrowne-billes,0 well flowne bird in the ayre,hagh,giue 
the word? Edg« Sweet Margerum. 

Lear. Pafle, G/ofl, I know that voyce. 

Lear. Ha Gonorill ha Regan, they flattered mee like a dogge, 
and tould me I had white haires in my beard, ere the black ones 
were there, to fay I and no,to euery thing I faide, land no toe, 
was no good diuinitie, when the raine came to wet me once, and 
the winde to maxe mee chatter, when the thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there I found them.thcrel fmelrthem out, 
goe toe, they are not men of their words, they told mee I was 
euery thing ,tis a lye, I am not zrgue-pjroofe. 

(jloft. Ihetrickeof that voycel doe well remember, iftnot 
the King? 

• Lear. I euer inch a King when I do flare, fee how the fubiedf 
quakes, I pardon that mans life, what was thy caufe, adultery? 
thou lhalt not die for adulterie, no the wren goes toot, and the 
fmal guildedfliedoeletcher in my fight, let copulation thriue, 
for (jloften baflard foil was kinder to his father then my daugh- 
ters got tweenc the lawfull lhects , toot luxune, /?<■//, melfi or I 
lacke fouldiers, behold yon fimpring dame whofe face between 
her forkes prefagethfnow, that minces vertue, and do lhake the 
head heare of pleafures name to fichew nor the foyied horfe 
goes toot with a more riotous appetite, down fro the waft tha’re 
centaures, though women all aboue , but to the girdle doe the 
gods inherit, beneath is all the fiends, thers hell,thers darknefle, 
ther’s the fulphury pit, burning, fcalding, flench, confumation. 
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fie, fie, fie, pah, pah, Giue mee an ounce of Ciuet, good Apo- 
thocawe, to fweeten my imagination, ther’s money for thee. * 
Gloff . O let me lcifle that hand. 

Lear. Here wipe ic fir ft , it fmels ofmortalicic. 
giofl. O ruind peece of nature , this great world fhould fo 
weare out to naught, do you know me ? 

Lear. I remember thy eyes v\'ell inough, doft thou fquiny on 
me, no do thy worft blind Cupid, ile not loue, reade thou that 
challenge, marke the penning oft. 
giofl . W ere all the letters funnes I could not fee one. 

Edg. I would not take this from report, it is , and my heart 
breakes at it. Lear, Read. gi«Jl. What '.with the cafe of eyes 
Lear. O ho,are you th ere with me, no eyes in your head, nor 
no mony inyourpurfe, your eyes arein a heauie cafe, y our purfe 
in alight, yet you fee how this world goes. 

Giofl. I fee it feelingly. 

Lear. What art mad, a man may fee how the world goes with 
no eyes, looke with thy eares,fcc howyonluftice railes vpon 
yon fimpletheefe, harkein thy eare handy, dandy, whichisthe 
theefe, which is the Iuftice, thou haft feene a farmers doo-o-e barke 
atabegger. giofi. I fir. 

Lear . And the creature runne from the cur, there thou mishtft 
behold the great image ofauthoritic, a dogge, fo bade in office, 
thou rafcall beadle hold thy bloudy hand, why doft thou Jafii 
that whore, ftrip thine owne backe,thy bloud hotly lulls to vfe 
her in that kind for which thou whipft her, the vfurer hangs the 
cofioner,through tottered raggs, fmal vices do appeare,robes 8c 
fiird-govvnes hides all, getthee glafle eyes, and like a feuruy po. 
lititian feeme to fee the things thou doeft not, no now pull off 
my bootes, harder, harder, fo. 

Sag. O matter and impertinenciemixtreafon inmadnefle, 
Lear. Ifthou wilt weepe my fortune take my eyes, I knowe 
thee well inough thy name is giofier , thou muft be patient, we 
came crying hither, thou kno weft the firft tim c that we fraelt the 
aire, we wayl and cry J will preach to thee marke me, 

Go(l. Alack alack the day. 

Lear. VVhen we are borne, we crie that wee are come to this 
great ftage of fooles, this a good blocke.. It were a delicate lira- 
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tao-ein to fhoot a troupe ofliorfe with fell,& when I haue ftole 
vpon thefc fonne in law es, th en kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter three Gentlemen. 

Gent > O here he is, lay hands vpon him firs, your moft deere 

Lear- No reskue,what. a piifoner,I ameenethenaturall foole 
of Fortune, vfe me well you fhallhaue ranfome, let mee haue a 
churgionl am cut to the braines. 

Gent, You fball haue any thing . 

Lear. No feconds, all my felte, why this would make a man 
of fait to vfe his eyes for garden waterpots, I and laying Autums 

I will die brauely like a bridegroome,what?Iwill be 
Iouiall,* come, come, I am a King my maifters, know you that. 

Gent. You are a royall one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then thcres life int, nay and you get it you Ihall get it 
with running. Exit King running. 

Gent. A fight moft pitifull in the meaneft wretch, palt lpea* 
kino- of in a long: thou haft one daughter who redeemes nature 
from the generall curfe which tvvaure hath brought her to. 

Edg. Haile gentle fir. 

Gent. Sirfpeedyou, whats your will. 

Edg. Do you hcare ought ofabattell toward. # 

Gent. Moft fure and vulgar euery one here’s that 
That can diftinguifh fence. 

EJ/t. But by yourfauour how neers theother army. 

Gent, Neere and on fpeed fort the maine defcryes, 

Stand ft on the howerly thoughts. 

Sdg. I thanke you fir chats all- 

Gent. Though that the Queene on fpeciall caule is here, 
Hirarmyismouedon. Edg. Ithankeyounr. 

Glojl. You euer gentle gods take my breath from me. 

Let not my worfer fpirit tempt me againe. 

To dye before you pleafe. Edg. Well, pray you father. 

Gloft. Now good fir what are you . 

Sdtr. A moft poore man made lame by Fortunes blowes. 
Who by the Art of knowne and feeling forro wes 
Am pregnant to good pitty , giue me your hand 
lie leade you to fome biding. ^ 



Exit. 
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Gtofl. Hartie thankes, the bomet and beniz of heauen to 
feue thee. 4 Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclamed prize,moft happy ,that eyles head of thine 
Was framed fleih to rayfemy fortunes, thou moft vnhappy tray- 
tor, briefly thy felfe remember, the fword is out that muft de- 
flroy thee. • 

Glofl. Now letthy friendly hand put ftrength enough to’t. 

Stew. Wherefore bould pefant durft thou fupport a publifht 
traytor.hence leaft the infeftion of his fortune take like hold on 
thee, let goe his arme ? 

Sdg. Chill not let goe fir without cagion. 

Stew. Letgoeflaue, or thoudieft. 

Edg. Good Gentleman goe your gate, let poore voke pafle, 
and chud haue bcene fwaggar d out of my life, it would not haue 
beenefolongbya fortnight, nay come not neare the old man, 
kcepe out, cheuore ye, or ile trie whether your colter or my bat- 
tero be the harder, ile be plaine with you. 

Stew. Out dunghill, they fight. 

Edg. Chill pick your teeth fir,come,no matter for your foyns. 

Stew. Slaue thou haft flaineme, villaine take my purfle, 

If euer thou wilt chriue, burie my bodie. 

And giue the letters which thou find’ft about me 
To Edmund Earle of (?/«7<rr,feekehim out vpon 
The j?n/»/&partie, 6 vntimely death ! death. He diet . 

Edg. I know thee well, a feruiceable villaine, 






As dutlous to the v i ces °f thy miftres, as badnes would 



nloi 

Glefl. What is he dead ? > ('defirc. 



Edg. Sit you down father, reft you lets fee hispockets 
Thefe letters that he fpeakes of may be my friends, 

Idee’s dead, I am only forrow he had no other deathfma 
Let vs fee,leaue gentle waxe,and manners blame vs not 
T o know our enemies minds wee d rip their hearts. 

Their papers is more lawful 1. 

Let your reciprocal! vo wes bee remembred, you haue many 
opportunities to cut him off, if your will want not,time and place 
will be fruitfully offered, there is nothing done, If he returne the 
coriquerour, then am I the prifoner, and his bed my gayle, from 
the lcthed warmth whereof deliuer me, and fupply the place for 

K y out 
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your labour, your vvife(fo I would fay)your affe&ionatc fcruant 
andfor you her ownefbr Renter, GonortS. 

Edg. O Indiftinguifht fpace ofwomans wit,. 

A plot vpon her vcrtuous husbands life. 

And the exchange my brother heere in the lands, 

Thee ile rake vp, the poftttnfanftified 
Of murtherous leachers, and in the mature time. 

With this vngratious paper ftrike the light 
Of the death praftif d Duke, for him tis well. 

That of thy death and bufinefle I can tell. 

giojf. The King is mad, how ftiffe is my vild fence, 

That I ftand vp and haue ingenious feeling 
Of my huge forowes, better I were diftratt, 

So Ihould my thoughts be fenced from my gricles. 

And woes by wrong imaginations loofe ~ 

The knowledge ofthemfelues. yf drum afnrre^ . 

Edv. Giucme your hand far off me thinks I heare the beaten 

Come father ile bellow you with a friend. ^ xtt * ( d j um » 
Enter Cordelia,Kent and DoHor. (thygoodnes, 

Cord. O thou good Kentho'M lhall I liue and worke to match 
My life will be too Ihort and euery meafure fade me. 

Kent. To be acknowlegd madame is ore payd, 

All my reports go with the model! truth. 

Nor more, nor dipt, but fo. r , f 

Cor, Be better foiled theft weeds are memories of thole 
Worfer howers, I prithe put them off*. 

Kent. Pardon me deere madame, . 

Yet to be knowne fhortens my made intent. 

My boone I make it that you know me not, 
Tilltimeandlthinkemeete. . , . 

Cord. Then beet fo, my good Lord how does the king, 

<Dott. Madame fleepesltill. • • t,-; 

Cord. O you kind Gods cure this great breach in his abided 

The vntund and hurrying fences, O wind vp 

Of this child changed father. , . . 

DoCl. So pleafe your Maieftie that we may wake the king, 

^Cord, Be* gouernd by your knowledge and proceed, ^ 
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Ith fway of your owne will is he arayd. 

Do £1.1 madam, in the heauinefle of his fleepe. 

We put frelh garments on him, 
gent. Good madam be by, when we do awake him 
I doubt not of his temperance. 

Cord. Very well. 

r Dott. Pleafe you draw neere, louder the mulicke there. 

Cor. O my deer father reftoratio hang thy medicin on my lips, 
And let this kis repaire thofe violent harmes that my two lifters 
Haue in thy reuerence made. 

Kent. Kind and deere Princelle, 

C oy d. Had you not bene their lather thefe white flakes. 

Had challengd pitie of them.was this a face 
To be expoid againft the warring winds, 

T o ftand againft the deepe dread bolted thunder. 

In themoft terrible and nimble ftroke 

Of quick erode lightning to watch poore Terdte, 

With this thin helmemine iniurious dbgge. 

Though he had bit me, Ihould haue flood that night 
Againft my fire, and waft thou faine poore father. 

To houill thee with fwine and rogues fbrlorne. 

In Ihort and muftie ftraw, alack, alack, 

Tis wonder that thy life arid wits at once 
Had not concluded all, he wakes fpeake to him. 

Dott, Madam doyou, tis fitted. 

£ord. How does my royall Lord, how fares your maieftie. 

T ma%» Vnn r!r\ mp \Krrr\nsr fr\ fnlrp me nnr afh erratic. 

Vpon a wheele of fire, that mine owne teares 
Do feald like molten lead. 

Cord. Sir know me, 

Lear. YarafpiritIknow,wheredidyoudye. 
fird. Still, ftill, farre wide. 

*DoU. Hees fcarce awake, let him alone a while. 

Lear. Where haue I bene, where am I fibre day light, 

I am mightily abufd, I Ihould ene dye with pioie. 

To fee another thus, I know notwhat to fay, 

I will not fweare thefe are my hands, lets fee. 
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TkeHifttrkof Kittg Lear. 

I feclc this pin pricke, would I were afford of my condition . 

Cord. O lookcvpon me fir,and hold your hands in benedicti- 
on or c me, no fir you mufi not kneele, 

Lear. Pray doe not mocke, 
l am a very foolifhfond old man, 

Fourefcore and vpward,and to deale plainly 
I feare I am not in my perfeft mind, 

Mee thinks I fhould know you,and know this man j 
Yet I am doubtfull, for I am mainly ignorant 
"What place this is, and all the skill I haue 
Remembers not thefe garments, nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laft night,doenotlaughatme. 

For as I am a man, I thinlce this Ladie 

To be my child Cordelia. Cord. And fo I am. 

Lear. Beyour teares wet, yes fiuth,I pray weep not, 

If you haue poyfon for mee I will drinke it, 

I know you doe not loue me, for your fitters 
Haue as Idoe remember, done me wrong, 

You haue fomecaufe, they haue not. . 

ford. No caufe,no caufe. Lear. LxnXitiFrancti 
Kent. Inyourownekingdomefir. 

Lear. Doe not abufe me ? . 

DoB. Be comforted good Madame, the great rage you fee is 
cured in him, and yet it is danger to make him euen ore the time 
hec has loft, defire him to goe in, trouble him no more till fur- 
ther fctlingr Wilt pleafe your highnes walke? 

Lear. You mutt beare with me, pray now forget and forgiue, 
I am old and foolifh. Exeunt. Manet Kent ana Gent, 

gent. Holds it true fir that the Duke of Cornwall was fo flame ? 
Kent. Mott certain? fir. 

Cent . Who is conduaor of his people ? 

Kent. As tis faid, the baftardfonne of (?/«/?«>'. ■ 

gent. They fay Edgar his banifhtfonne is with the Earle of 

Kent in germanie. , 

Kent. Report is changeable,tistimeto looke about, 
Thepowers of thekingdome approachapace. 

Gent. Thearbitermentisliketobc bloudie, fare you \vellu . 

Kent. • My poynt and period will be throughly wrought.- 
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The Hijlorit of King Lear. 

Or well, or ill, as this dayes battels fought. Exit. 

Enter Edmund, Regan, and their powers. 

Bafl. Know of the Duke if his laft purpofe hold. 

Or whether fince he is aduis’d by ought 
To change the courfe, lie’s full of abdication 
And felfe reprouing, bring his conftantpleafure. 

Reg. Our fitters man is certainly nufearied, 

Bafl. Tis to be doubted Madam, 

Reg, Now fweet Lord, 

You know the goodnes I intend vpon you. 

Tell me but truly, but thenfpeak the truth. 

Doe you not loue my fitter Bafl. I, honor’d loue. 

Reg. B ut haue you neuer found my brothers way. 

To the forfended place? Bafl. That thought abufes you. 

Reg. I am doubtfull that you haue beene coniumft and bo- 
fom’dwith hir,as far as we callhirs. 

Bafl. No by minehonour Madam. (with her. 

Reg. I neuer fhall indure hir, deere my Lord bee not familiar 
Bafl. Feareme not, lhee and the Duke her husband. 

Enter eMlbanj and goner ill with troupes, 
gone. I had rather loofe the battaile, then that lifter fhould 
loofenhim ndmee. 

Alb. Ou r very louing fitter well be-met 
For this I heare the King is come to his daughter 
With others, wheme the rigour of our ftate 
Forft to crie out, where I could not be honeft 
I neuer yet was valiant, for this bufines 
Ittouches vs,as ?><*#(* inuades our land 
Not bolds the King, w'ith others whome I feare, 

Moft iuft and heauy caufes make oppofe. 

Bafl. Sir you fpeake nobly. Reg. Why is this reafon'd ? 

gone. Combine togither gainft the enemy. 

For thefe domeftique aore particulars 
Are nottoqueftionhere. 

Alb. Letvsthendetcrminevviththeauntientofwarreonour 
proceedings. Baft. I lhallattend you prcfently atyour tent. 
Reg. Sifter you’lgOe with vs? 9°E\ No. 

Reg. Tis moft conuenicnt, pray you goe with vs. 

K i <J*»' 









"Vbe Hiftorie of King Lear. 

Con. O ho, I know the riddle, I will goe. Enter Edgar 

Edg. If ere your Grace had fpeech with man fo poore, 
Hearemeoncword. Bxennt. 

Alb. lie ouertake you, fpeake. 

Edg. Before you fight the battell ope this letter. 

If you haue victory let the trumpet found 

For him that brought it, wretched though I feetne, 

I can produce a champion that will proue 
What is auowched there, if you mifeary. 

Your bufinesofthevvorldhath loan end, 

Fortune loue you, M. Stay till I haue read the letter . 

Edg. I was forbid it, when time fhall ferue let but the Herald 

cry.andileappeare againe. . . , 

Alb. Why fare thee well, I will ore-looke the paper. 

Enter Edmund. 

Baft, The enemies in vew, draw vp your powers 
Hard is thequefie of their great ftrength and forces 
By dilio-ent difeoucry, but your haft is now vrg d on you. 

A/b.° Wee will greeethe time. Kxtt. 

‘Baft. To both thefe fitter haue I fworne my loue. 

Each iealous of che other as the fting are of the Adder, 

Which ofthem fhall I take, both one or neither, neither can bee 
If both remaine aliue, to take the widdow (mioya 

Exafperates,makes mad her fifter gonerill. 

And hardly flull I cary out my fide 

Her husband being aliue, now then we le vie 

His countenadce for the battaile, which being done 

Let her that would be rid of him deuife 
His fpeedie taking off, as for his mercy 

Which he entends to Lear and to f ordelta : 

The battaile done, and they within our power 
Shall neuer fee his pardon, for my ftate 

Stands on me to defend, not to debate, , ,, . , 

Alarum. Enter the powers of France ouer the ft age, Cotdfh 
her father in her hand* 

Enter Edgar andGlofter. 

Edg. Here father, take the fhaddow ofthis bulh 
For your goodhoaft, pray that the right may thnue • Tf 



The Hilt orie of King Lear, 

If euer I retume to you againe ile bring you comfort. Exit • 

gioft. Grace goe with you fir. Alarum and retreat. 

Edg. Away old man,giue me thy hand,away, 

King Lear hath loft, he and his daughter taine, 

Giueme thy hand.come on. 

Gioft. No farther fir, a man may rot euen here. 

Edg. What in ill thoughts againe men muft indure. 

Their going hence,euen as their coming hither, 

Ripenes is all come on. 

Enter Edmund, with Lear and Cordelia prifenert. 

“Baft, Some officers take them away.good guard 
Vntill their greater pleafures beft be kno wne 
That are to cenfure them. (incurd 

Cor. We arenot the firft who withbeft meaning haue 
The worft, for thee oppreffed King am Icaft downe. 

My felfe could elfe outfrowne falfe Fortunes ffowne. 

Shall we not fee thefe daughters, and thefe lifters 3 
Lear, No, no, come lets away to prifon 
We two alone will ling like birds it’h cage, 

When thou doft aske me blefling,ile kneele downe 
And aske oftheeforgiuenes,fo weeleliue 
And pray , and ling, and tell old tales and laugh 
At guilded butterflies,and heare poore rogues 
Talke of Court newes, and weele talke with them to. 

Who loofes,and who wins,whofe in,whofc out. 

And take vpon’s the miftery ofthings 
As if we were Gods fpics,and weele weare out 
In a wal'd prifon, packs and fefts of great ones 
That ebbe and flow bith’Moone. 

Baft. Take them away. 

Lear. Vpon fuch facrifices my Cordelia, 

The Gods thefelues throw incenfe, haue I caught thee? 

He that parts vs fhall bring a brand from heauen, 

Andfirc vs hence like Foxes, w ipe thine eyes, 

The o-ood fhall deuoureem,fleach and fell 

Ere they fhallmake vs weepe ? wele fee vm flame firft. 

Baft. Come hither Captaine,harke. (come* 

Take thou this note, goe follow them to prifon, ^ 







. niiioncoj wng Lear. 

And ftep, Ihaueaduanctchee,ifthou doft 
As this indrafts thee, thou doft make thy way 
To noble fortunes, know thou this thatmen 3 
Are as the time is, to be tender minded 
Does not become a fword, thy great imploymcnt 
Will not beare queftion, either fay thout do’t. 

Or thriue by other meanes. 

Cap. lie do’tmy Lord. 

Bafi. About it, and write happy when thou haft don, 

Marke I fay inftantly, and cane it fo 
Aslhaue fetitdowne. 

* * cannot draw a cart, nor eate dride oats. 

If it bee mans worke ile do’t. 

Enter Duke, the two Ladiet, and others. 

-Alb. Sir you haue fhewed to day your valiant ftrain. 

And Fortune led you well you haue the captiues 
That were the oppofites of this dayes ftri fe. 

We doe require then ofyou fo to vfe them. 

As we (hall find their merits.’and our faftv 
May equally determine. 

Baft. Sir I thought it fie. 

To faue the old and miferable King to lomc retention, 
Whofeagehas charmes in it,whofc title more 
T o pluck the coren bottom of his fide. 

And turne our impreft launces in our eyes 

Which doe commaund them,with him I fent the queen 

My reafon,all the lame and they are readie to morrow. 

Or at further fpace, to appeare where you fhallhold 
Your feffion at this time, mee fweat and bleed. 

The friend hath loft his friend and the beft quarrels 
In the heat are curft, by thofe that feele their fharpes, 

The queftion of Cordelia and her father 
Requires a fitter place. 

Alb. Sir by your patience, 

I hold you but a fubieft of this warre,not as a brother. 

Beg. That’s as we lift to grace him, 

Methinkes ourpleafurelliould haue beene demanded 
Ere you had fpoke fo farre, he led our powers, 

Bore 
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'ThtHittme (f King Lear . 

Bore the commiffton ofmyplace andperfon, 

The which imediate may well ftand vp, 

And call it felfe your brother. . ... 

Gono. Not fo hot, in his owne grace hee doth exalt himlelre 

more then in your aduancement. tin, 

Rea. Inmyrightbymeinueftcd he corn-peers the belt. 
qon. Thatwerethe moft, if hee Ihould husband you. 

letters doe oftproue Prophets. . . 

Con. Hola,hola»that eyethat told you fo,lookt butafqmnt. 
Reg. Lady I am not well, els I Ihould anfwere 
From a full flowing ftomack, Generali 
Take thou myfouldierSjprifoncrSjpatrimonie* 

Witnes the world that I create thee here 
My Lord andmaifter. 

Cm. Meant you to inioy him then ? 

Alb. The let alone lies not in your good will. 

'Bail. Nor in thine Lord. 

Alb. H alfe blouded fellow ,yes. 

'Baft. Let the drum ftrike, andprouemy title good. 
iAlb. Stay yet, hearereafon, Edmund I arreft thee 

On capitall treafon, and in thine attaint, 

T his gilded Serpent, for your claime faire fitter 
I barest in the intereft oftny wife, 

Tis flie is fubcontrafted to this Lord 
And I her husband contradift the banes, 

. Ifyouwillmary, make yourlouctomc. 

My Lady is befpokc, thou art arm d Glofttr, 

J f none appeare to prouc vpon thy head. 

Thy hainous,manifeft,and many treafons, 

There is my pledge,ileproueit on thy heart 
Ere I taft bread, thou art in nothing lellc 
Then I haue here proclaimd thee. 

Rea. Sickc,oficke. 

Gon. If not, ile ne'retruft poyfon. 

Baft. Ther’s my exchange, what m the world he u $ 

That names me traytor, villain-like he lies. 

Call by thy trumpet, he that dares approach. 

On him, on you, who not, I vvdl maintamc 
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7 He HtWot it of King Lear. 

My truth and honour firmely. 

Alb. A Herald ho. Baft. A Herald ho, a Herald, 
c Alb. Truft to thy fingle vertue/or thy fouldiers 
All leuiedin my name, liauc in my name tooke their 
Reg. This ficknes growes vpon me. (difeharge. 

Alb. She is not well, cohuey her to my tent, 

Come hether Herald, let the trumpet found. 

And read but this. Cap. Sound trumpet ? 

Her. If any man of qualitie or degree, in thehoaft of the 
army, will fnaintaine vpon Edmund fu'ppbfed Earle of Glofler, 
that he’s a manifold traitour, lethiinappeareatche third found 
of the trumpet, he is bold in his defence. 

Baft. Sound? A gained 

Enter Edgar at (be third found, a trumpet before him. 

*Alb. Askc him his purpofes why he appeares 
Vpon this call oth’ trumpet. 

Her. What are you . ? your nameand qualitie? 

And why you anfweretbis prefent fummons. 

Ed g. O know my -name is loll by treafons tooth. 

Bare- gnawne and canker.bitteiyet are I mou’t 
Where is the aduerfariel come to cope with all. 

Alb. Whichis that aduerfane ? ( Glofler , 

Edg. What’s he that fpeakes for edmund Earle of 
'Ball, Him felfe,what faieft thou to him ? 

Edg. Draw thy fword. » 

That ifmy fpeech offend a noble hart, thy anne 
May do thee Iuftice, here is mine. 

Beholdicisthepriuiledge ofmytongue, 

My oath and my profeflion, I proteft, 

Maugure thy flrength, youth, place and eminence, 
Defpightthy viftor, fword and fire new fortun’d. 

Thy valor and thy heart thou art a traytor. 

Falfe to thy Gods thy brother and thy Father, 

Confpicuate gainft this high illuftriousprince. 

And from the’xtream eft vpward of thy head, 

'To the defeent and duft beneath thy feet, 

A moft toad-fpotted traytor fay thou no 
This fword, this anne, and my beft fpirits, 

' As 




The Hishrie of King Lear. 

As bent to proue vpon thy heart whereto I fpeake thou lieft 
Bad. In wifdome I fholud aske thy name, * 

But fince thy outfide lookes fo faire and warlike. 

And that thy being fome fay of breeding breathes, 

By right of knighthood J difdaineandlpurne 
Heere do I tofle thofe treafons to thy head. 

With the hell hatedly, oreturnd thy heart. 

Which for they yet glance by and fcarcely brufe. 

This fword ofmine ihall giue them inftant way 
Where they fhall reft for euer, trumpets fpeake. 

Alb. Sane him, fauehim, 

This is meere praftife Glofler by the law of armes 
Thou art not bound to anfwere an vnknowne oppofite. 

Thou art not vanquifht, but coufned and beguild, 

Alb. Stop your mouth dame, or with this paper fhall I ftople 
it, thou worfe then any thing, reade thine ovvne euill, nay no 
tearing Lady, I perceiue you know’t, (me fork. 

gon. Say ifl do, the lawes are mine not thine,who fhal arraine 
Alb. Moft monftrous lcnow’ft thou this paper? 

Gon. Aske me not what Licnow. Exit.Gonorill. 

Alb. Go after her, fhee’s defperate,gouerne her. 

Baft. What you hauc chargd mg with, that haue I don 
And more, much more, the time will bring it out. 

Tis paft, and fo am I, but what art thou 

That haft this fortune on me ? if thou bee’ft noble 

Idoforgiuethee. 

Edg. Let’s exchange charity, 

I am no leffe in bloud then thou art Edmond, 

Ifmore, the more thou haft wrongd me. 

My name is Edgar , and thy fathers fonne, 

The Gods arc iuft, andofour pleafant vertues. 
Makeinftrumentstofcourgevs thc darke and vitious 
Place where thee he gottc, coft him his eies. 

Baft. Thou haft ipoken truth, the whecle is come 
full circled I am heere. 

Alb. Me thought thy very gate did prophecie, 

A royall noblenefle I muft embrace thee. 

Letforow fplic my heart ifl did euer hate thee or thy father. 

La Edgar, 










~Tf&mirerie oj nmgixar. 



Edg. Worthy Prince Iknow’t. 

Alb. Where haue you hid your felfe? 

How haue you knowne the tnil'eries of your father i 

Edg . By muling them my Lord, -< 

Liftabriefe tale, and whentis told •• „ 

O that my heart would burft the bloudy proclamation 
T o cfcape thac followed me fo neere, 

O ourliues tvveetnes, that with the paine of death, 

Would hourly die, rather then die at once. 



The precious Hones new loft became his guide. 

Led him, beg*d for him, fau’d him from difpairc, 
Neuer (O Fathe r)reueald my felfe vnto him, 

Vncill fome halfe houre paft, when I was armed, 
Notfure, though hoping of this good fuccefle, " 

I askt his bleffing, and from firft to laft, 

Told him my pilgrimage, buthisflawd heart, 
Alacke too weake,the conflift to fupport, 
Twixttwoextreames ofpaffion, ioy and griefe, 
Burft fmillingly. . 

Baft. This fpeech ofyours hath rnoued me. 

And lhall perchance do good, but fpeake you on. 

You looke as you had fomething more to fay, . 

Alb. Ifthcre be more, more wofull, hold it in. 
For I am almoft ready to diflolue, hearing of this, 

Sdg. This would haue feemd a periodetofuch 
As loue not forow,but another to amplifie too much, 
Would make much more, and top extreamitie 
Whil'ft I was big in clamor, came there in a man. 
Who hauing feene me in my worft eftate, 

Shundmy abhord fociety, but then finding 
Who twas that fo indur’d with his ftrong armes 
He fattened on my necke and bellowed out, 

As heed burft heauen, threw me on my. father, 

Told the moftpitious tale of Lear and him, 

That euer eare receiued, which in recounting 



Taught me to (bift into a mad -mans rags 

To aiTumea fcmblancc that very dodges difdain’d 
And in this habitmet I my father with his bleeding rings, 
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The HiBorie of King Lear , 

Hisgriefe'grewpuiftantand the firings ofiife, 

Began to cracke twice, then the trumpets founded. 

And there I left him traunft. 
tsilb. But who was this. 

Ed. Kent fir, the bam ill t Kent, who in diguife, 

Followed his cnemie king and did him feruice 
Improper for a flaue. 

Enter one with a bio fidie knife, 

Gent. Helpe, helpe, ( knife? 

Alb. What kind ofhelpe, what meanes that bloudy 
Cent. Its hot it fmokes, it came euen from the heart of- 
Alb. Who man, fpeake? 
g e nt. Your Lady fir, your Lady, and her fitter 
By her is poyfoned, flic hath confeft it. 

•Baft. I was contracted co them both, all three 
Now marie in an inftant. 

Alb. Produce their bodies, be they aliue or dead, 

This Iuftice of the heauens that makes vs tremble, 

Touches vs not with pity. Bdg. Her e conies Kent fir. 

Alb. Otis he, the time will not allow Enter Kent 

The complement that very manners vrges. 

Kent. I am come to bid my King and maifter ay good night, 

Is he not here? 

Duke, Great thing of vs forgot, 

Speake Edmund, whers the king, and whers C or delta 
Seeft thou this obieft Kent. The hodtes ofgonoritland 

Kent. Alackwhythus. Regan are brought tn. 

Baft. Yet EdntundwaS beloued, 

The one the other poyfoned for my fake. 

And after ilue her felfe. Duke. Euen fo, couertheir faces- , 
Baft. I pant for life, fome good I meane to do, 

Defpight of my owne nature, quickly fend, 

B e briefe, int roth’ caftle for my writ, 

Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia s 

Nay fend in time. Duke. Runne,niiine,0 runne. 

Edg. To who my Lord, who hath the office, fend 

Thv token of reprecue. , , _ 

Baft. Well thought on, take my fijmrd the Captaine, ^ 











Giue it the Captaine? Duke. Haft thee for thy life. 

Baft. He hath Commiflion from thy wife and me. 

To hang^mfr/iw in the prifon, andto lay ' 

The blame vpon her owns defpaire, 

•That Ihe ford id her felfe. 

The Gods defend her, beare him hence a while. 

Enter Lear with £ ordtha in his armes. 

Ls.w. Howie, hovylc.howle.howle, O you are men of (tones, 
Had I your tongues and eyes*, I would vfe them fo. 

That heauens vault fhould cracke,(hees gonefor eucr, 

I know when one is dead.and when one liues, 

Shees dead as earth, lend me a looking glalle, 

Iftliather breath will mift or ftaine the (tone, 

Why then file lines. Kent. Isthisthepromift end. 

Edg, Or image ofthat horror, Duke, Fall and ceafe, 

Lear. This feather ftirs (he liues, ifitbe fo. 

It is a chance which do’s redeemeall forowes 
That eucr I liaue felt. Kent. Amy.good maifter. 

Lear. Pretheaway? €dg. Tis noble Kent your friend. 

Lear. A plague vpon your murderous traytors all, 

I might haue faued her, now fnees gone for euer. 

Cor delta ,(onL/ia, ftay a little, ha, 

What i ft thou fay eft, her voyce was euer foft. 

Gentle and low, an excellent thing in women, 

I In id the (lane that was, a hanging thee. 

(Cap. Tis rruemy Lords, he did. 

Lear. Did I not fellow? I haue feene the day, 

With my good biting Fauchoh I would 
Haue madethem skippe,-I am old now. 

And thefe fame erodes fpoyle me, who are you? 

Mine eyes are not othe beft, ile tell you ftraight. 

Kent, If Fortune bragd of two (he loued or hated. 

One ofchemwc behold. Lear. Are not you Kent? 

Kent. The fame your feruant where is your feruant Cam, 

Lear. Hees a good fellow, I can tel! that, ' 

Hcelc ftrike and quickly too.hees dead and rotten. 

Kent. No my good Lord, I am the very man, 

Lear. lie fee that ftraight. 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 



A Yorkshire Tragedy (stc 22341) London 






or. 

One of, the foure Tlaies in one, called a 
Yorkrtiire Tragedy. As it was plaid by 
the Kings Maiefties Players. 

Enter Olitier and Raphe , two ferttingtnen. 

Eiuer. Sirrah Raphe, my young Miftrts 
isinfucha pittifull paflionate humour 
for the long abfence of her loue. 

• Rapbe.YJhy can you blame her, why, 
Appkshanging longer on the tree the 
when they are ripe, makes fo many fallings,viz. Mad 
Wenches becaaft they are not gathered in time, are 
faineto drop of themlelues, and thentis common 
you know for euery man to take them vp. 

Oliuer. Matte thou faift true,tis common indeede, 
but firrahjis neyther our young Matter returned, not- 
our felkiw.S4w come from London? 

Raphe, Neyther of eyther, as the Puritan Bawdc 
fayes. Slid I heare Sam, Sam's come, heere tarry, 
come ifaith,now my nofe itches for newes. 

Oliuer And fo doth mine elbow. 

Sam cals within. Where arc you there ? 

‘5 > «w.Boy,lookeyou walkemyhorfewith difcreti- 

A on. 
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A Yorkshire Tragedy, 

on, I hauc rid him {imply, I warrant his skin fiickes to 
his baekc with very heate,if he fhould catch cold and 
get the cough of the lungs, I were well ferued, were I 
not? What Raphe and Oliuer. 

Am. Honeft fellow Sam 3 welcome ifaith, what tricks 
haft thou brought from London ? 

Furntfbt with things from London. 

Sam, You fee I am hangd after the trueft fafhion, 
three hats, and two glafles bobbing vpon them, two 
rebato wyers vpon my breft, acapiafe by my fide, a 
brufh at my backe, an Almanacke in my pocket, and 
three ballats in my codpice, nay I am the true pi<fturc 
ofa common feruingman. 

Oliuer. lie (weare thou art, thou maift let vp when 
thou wilt, there’s many a one begins with leue I can 
tell thee, that proues a rich man ere he dies, but whats 
the newesfrom London 3 Sam ? 

Raphe. I that’s well led, what is the newes from Lon- 
don } Sittah. My young Miftreflfekeepes fuch a pu- 
ling for her Loue. 

Sam. Why the more foole {he, I, the more ninny- 
hammer (lie. 

Oliuer. Why Sam, why ? 

Sam. Why he is married to another long agoc. 

Ambhwh ye ieaft. 

Sam. Why did you not know that till now ? Why 
bee’s married,beates his wife, and has two or three 
children by her : for you muft note, that any woman 
beares the more when (he is beaten. 

Raphe fi that’s true, for (he beares the blowes. 

oUuen 
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Oliuer. Sirrah Sam , I would not for two yeares 
wages my young Miftrelfe knew fo much, fhee’d run 
vpon the left hand of her wit, and ncre be her owne 
woman againe. 

Sam. And I thinke {he was bleft in her Cradle,that 
he neuer came in her bed, why hee has confumed all, 
pawnd his lands, and made his Vniuerfity Brother 
ftand in waxe for him j There’s a fine phrafe for a feri- 
uener,puh,he owes more then his skin is worth. 

Oliuer. Is'tpoffible l 

&w*.Nay,ile tell you rooreoucr, hee cals his Wife 
whore, as familiarly as one would call Moll and Doll t 
and his children baftards, as naturally as can be, but 
what haue we heere ? I thought twas fomething puld 
downe my Breeches : I quite forgot my two poting- 
ftickes,thdecamc from London, now any thing is 
good heere that comes from London. 

Oliuer. \,hue fetcht you know. 

Sam. But ipeakeinyour confcience ifaith, haue 
not we as good potingfticksith Country as need to 
be put i’th fire, the minde ofa thing is all, and as thou 
faidft cuen now,farre fetcht is the beft things for La- 
dyes. 

Oliuer. I, and for waiting gentlewomen to. 

Sam. But Raphe 3 is our Beere fowre this thunder ? 

Raphe. No,no, it holds countenance yet. 

Sam . Why then follow me, He teach you the fineft 
humor to be drunk in,I learnd it at London laft wceke. 

Amb. Faith letsheare it, lets heare it. 

Sam . The braueft humor,twould do a mangood to 

A % he 
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be drunkein it,they cal it knighting in London when 

they drinke vpon their knees. 

Jtmb.Faitb that’s excellent. 

Come toilow me, lie giue vou all the degrees of it in 
ordtr - - ' Exeunt . 



Enter Wife. 

wife. What will become of vs ? all will away, 

My husband neuer ceafles in expence, 

Both to confume his credite and his honfe. 

And tis fetdowne by heauens iuft decree, 

That Ryots childc m u ft needs be beggery. 

Are thefe the verities that his youth did promife ? 
Dice and voluptuous meetings, midnightReuels, 
Taking his bed with (urfets. Ill befeeming rw ^ r * v 

The ancient honour of his houlc and name ; 

And this not all, but that which kils me moft. 

When he recounts his lofles and falfe fortunes. 

The weaknefle of hisftate fo much deiefted. 

Not as a man repentant, but halfe mad, 

His fortunes cannot anfwere his expence : 

He fits and fullenly lockes vp his armes, 

Forgetting heauen, looks downward, which makes 
Him appearc fo dreadfull,that he frights my heart j 
W alkcs heauily,as if his foule were earth $ 

Not penitent for thofc his fins are paft. 

But vext,his money cannot m ake them laft t 
A fearcful! melancholy ,vngodly forrow. 

Oh yonder he comes, now in defpight of ils 
lie (peake to him,and I will heare him fpeake, , 

And do my heft to driuc it from his heart. 



Enter 



— 
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Enter Husband. 

Huf.Vo'X. ofthelaft throw, it made 
Fiue hundred Angels vanifh from my fight, 

Ime damndjlme damnd.the Angels haue forfook me 

Nay tis certainly true : for he thathas no coyne 

Is damnd in this world ; hee’s gone.hce’s sone. 5 
Wtfe.Dcete husband. 

Huf. Oh / moft puniftiment of all,I haue a wife. 
mfe.l do intreate you asyouloue your foule, j 

Tell me the caufe of this your dilcontent. 

Huf.K vengeance ftrip thee naked, thou art caufc, 

Effea, quality, property,thou,thou,thou. Exit. 

w/e.Badjturnd to worfe? 

Both beggery ofthe foule as ofthe body. 

And fo much vnlike himfelfc ait firft. 

As if fome vexed fpirit had got his forme vpon him- 

Enter Husband againe. - j 

He comes againe, 

HcfoicsTarMh«^aufe,rneuer yet cr: ! ‘ • 

Spoke Idle then words of duty and of lone. 

Huf . If marriage bte honourable, then Cuckolds 
are honourable, for they cannot bee made without 
marriage. 

Foole,what meant Ito many to get beggers ? 

Now muft my eldeft fonne be a knaue or nothing,he 
cannot Hue vpot’hfoole, forhewillhaue noland to 
maintaine hitU’: that morgage fits like a fnaffte vpon , 
mine inheritance,and makes me ch’iw vpon Iron. 

My fecond fon muft be a promoter, and my third 
a theefe,or an vnder-putter,aflaue Pander. 

A 3 Ob 
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Oh bcggery ,bcggcry j to what bafe vfcs doft thou put 
a man. 

I thinkc the diuell fcornes to be a Bawd. 

Hebcarcs himfclfe more proudly, has more care on 
his crcdite. 

Bafe, flaiiifhj abie&, filthy pouerty. 

P0,Good fir jby all our vowes I do befccch you, 
Shew me the true caufe of your difconcent. 

Hu/. ,Mony 3 mony 3 mony 3 & thou muft fupply mec. 
Wt. Alafle,! am the leaft caufe of your difcontent. 
Yet what is mine,either in rings or ie wels, 

Vfe to your owne defire,but lbefecch you. 

As you are a gentleman by many bloods. 

Though I my felfc be out ofyour refpedt, 

Thinke on the ftate of thcfe three Ioucly boyes 
You hauebin father to. 

Hu. Puh 3 Baftards,Baftards,Baftards,begotin tricks, 
begot in tricks. 

fF/.Heauen knowes how thofe words wrong me. 
But He endure thefe gricfes among a thoufand more 
Oh call to minde your Lands already morgadge. 
Your felfe woond intodebts,your hopefull brother, 
At the Vniucrfity in bonds for you. 

Like to be ceaz’d vpon.And 

Hu. Ha done thou harlot. 

Whom though for falhionl married, 

I neuer could abide.Thinkft thou thy words 
Shall kill my pleafuresjfall Off to thy friends. 

Thou and thy baftardsbcg,I will not bate 
A whitin humor ; Midnight ftill I loueyou. 

And 
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And reuell in your company ; Curbd in. 

Shall it be faid in all focieties, 

That I broke cuftome,that I flagd in money, 
No 3 thofe thyiewels,I will play as freely, 

As when my ftate was fulleft. 

IVife.Bc it Co. 

Huf. Nay I proteft,and take that for an earnefi. 
He Jp urns her . 

I will for euer hold thee in contempt. 

And neuer touch the fheetes that eouer thee. 

But be diuorft in bed, till thou confent. 

Thy dowry fhall be foldc to giue new life 
Vnto thofe pleafures which l moft aflfed. 

Wife.Sit^o but turnc a gentle eye onme. 
And whac the law /hall giuemeleaue to do. 

You fhall command. 

Huf.Looke it be done,fhallI want duft, 

And like a flaue wearc nothing in my pockets 

Holds his hmds in his Pockets. 

But my hands to fill them vp with nayles ? 

Oh much againft my blood,let it be done,, 

I was neuer made to be a looker on : 

Abaud to dice $ lie /hake the drabs my felfe, 

And make them yceld 3 Ifay lookeit be done. 

Wife. I take my leauc,it dial. 



Exit. 



tf«.Speedily 3 (pecdiIy 3 I hate the very houre I ehole 
a Wife, a trouble, trouble, three children like three 
cuils hang vpon me, fie, fie, fie, ftrumpet and baftards, 
ftrumpecandbaftards. 

Enter. 
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Enter three Gentlemen Joewing him. 
i .Gent. Still do thcfc loathfome thoughts iarre on 
your tongue. 

Your felfe to flame the honour of your Wife, 

Nobly difeended j thofe whon* men call mad. 
Endangers othcrs,buthee’s more then mad 
That wounds himfelfe,whofe owne words 
Do proclaime it is not fit,I pray forfake it. 
a.G^Good fir, let modefty reproue you, 

3 .Gent .Let honeft kindnes (way fo much with you . 
Htf.God den,I thanke you fir, how do you ? adieu, 
I am glad to fee you, farwell Inftru&ions, Admoniti- 
ons. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter aferuant. 

Ht*f. How no w firrha,what would you ? 

S er. Onely to certifie you fir, that my Miflris was 
met by the way, by them who were fent for her vp to 
London by her honourable Vnckle, your Worships 

lategardian. 

Huf i So fir, then fhe is gone, and fo may you be, 
But let her looke that the thing be done (he wots of. 
Or hell will ftand more pleafant then her houfe at 
home. Exitferttant. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent.yWtW or ill met,I care not. 

HufNo nor I. 

Gent. 1 am.come with confidence to chideyou. 
fi^Wbo.mc ? chide me doo’t finely then, let it 
not moue me, for if thou chidft me angry ,I(hal ftrike. 
Gent. Strike thine owne follies, for it is they 

Defcrucs 
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Deferue to be well beaten 9 wee are now in private 
Ther’s none but thou and I, thou art fond Stpeeuifl/ 
An vneleane ryoter,thy landes and crcdite 
Lie now both ficke of a confumption, 

I am forry for thecj that man fpends with (hamc, 
That with his riches doth coniumc his name. 

And fuch art thou. . 

Huf. Peace. 

Gent No thou (haltheareme further. 

Thy fathers and fore-fathers worthy honors. 

Which were our Country monumcnts,our grace, 
Follies in thee begin now to deface. 

The fpring time of thy youth did fairely promife 
Such a moft fruitfull fummer to thy friends 
It Icajrfe can enter into mens beleefes, 

Such dearth fhould hang on thee,we that fee it, 

Ate forry to bdeeue it : in thy change, 

This voice into all places will be hurld : 

Tho u and the di u ell h as decern'd the world. 

Huf.Uc not endure thee. 

Gent Rut of all the worft. 

Thy vertuous wife right honourably allied, 

Thou haft proclaimd a ttrumpet. 

HufNzy then I know thee. 

Thou art her Champion thou, her priuatc friend. 

The party you wot on. 

Gent.Q h ignoble thought, 

I am paft my patient blood, (hall I ftand idle 
And fee my reputation toucht to death. 

Huf. This has galdc you, has it ? 

B Gent, 
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Gem. No monfterj proue 
My thoughts did onejy tend to vertuous loue, 

Huf . .Lotic of her vertues ? there it goes. 

Gwr.Bafe fpirit,to lay thy hate vpon 
The fruitfull honour of thine owne bed. 

They fight ^and the Husband is hurt . 

Huf. Oh. 

Gent. Will thou yeeld it yet ? 

W#/CSir,fir, I haue not done with you. 

Gem I hope nor nere (hall do. Fight agen. 

HufiHzuc you got tricks ? are you in cunning with 
me? 

.No,plaineand right. 

He needs no cunningthat for truth doth fight* 
Husband fades downe. 

Huf , .Hard forrune,am Ilcucld with the ground f 
.Now fir, you lie at mercy. 
jFf«/iIyouflaue. 

Gen. Alas, that hate lhould bring vs to our grauc s 
Y ou fee my fword’s not thirfty for your life, 

I am forrier for your wound, then your felfe, 

Y’are of a vertuous houfe,fhew vertuous deeds, 

Tis not your honour, tis your folly bleeds. 

Much good has beene expedited iayour life. 

Cancell not all mdns hopes, yoithaue a Wifej 
Kinde and obedient : heape not wrongfull (hame 
On her and your pofterity ,let onely finne be fore, 
And by this fall, rife neuer to fall more. 

And fo I leaue you. Exit. 

Huflhs the dogge leftme then 

After 
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After his tooth hath left me ? Oh, my heart 
W ould faine leape after hitn,reuenge I fay, 

Imc mad to be reueng’d,my ftrumpet Wife, 

It is thy quarrcll that rips thus my flefh. 

And makes my breft fpit blood, but thou (halt bleed ; 
V anquifht ? got downe ? vnable eene to fpeake ? 
Surely tis want ofmoney makes men weake, 

I,tvvas that ore-thrcw mejldenere bene downe elfe. 

EXttm 

Enter wife m a ndtngfuite.mth a feruingman. 

S^.FaithmiftriSjifit may not be prelumption 
In me to tellyou fo,for his excufe 
You had fmall reafon.knowing his abufe. 

Wife. I grant I had,but alafife, 

Why mould our faults at heme be (pread abroad, 
Tis greefe enough within dooresj atfirft fight 
Mine Vnckle could run ore his prodigall life 
As perfefily,as if his ferio us eye 
Had numbred alThlsfolfies' 

Knew of his morgagdc lands,his friends in bonds, 
Himfelfe withered with debt j And in that minute 
Had I added his vfage and vnkindnefle, 

Tvvould haue confounded eucry thought of good, 
Where novv,farhering his ryots on his youth. 
Which time and tame experience will fhake off, 
Gucffing his kindnes to me (as 1 fmoothd him 
With all the skill I had) though his defarts 
Arc in forme vglier then an vnfhapte Beare. 

Hee’s ready to prefer him to fome Office 
And place at Court 5 a good and fure rcleefc 

B 2 To 
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To all his {looping fortunes, twil be a meanes I hope 
To make new league betweene vs, and redeeme 
His venues with his lands. 

Ser. I fhould thinke fo miftris,If he fhould not now 
be kinde to you and loue you, and cherifh you vp, I 
fhould thinke the diuell hnnfelfe kept open houfe in 
him. 

Wife . I doubt not but he will now, prethree Ieaue 
me, I thinke I heare him comming. 

Ser. I am gone. Exit, 

Wi. By this good meanes I fhal! preferue my lands. 
And free my husband out of vfur ers hands : 

Now there is no need of fale,my Vncklcs kinde, 

1 hopc,ifought,this will content his minde, 
Herecomes my husband. Enter Husband. 

Huf Now, are you come, where’s the mony, lets 
fee the mony, is the rubbifh folde, thofe wifeakers 
your lands, why then,the mony, where is it ? powrc it 
downe,downe with it,downe with it, I fay powrt on 
the ground, lets fee it,Iets fee it. 

Wife. Good lir,keepe but in patience, and I hope 
My words fiiall like you well,I bring you better 
Comfort then the falc of my Dowry.. 

Huf Ha, what’s that ? 

Wife. Pray doe not fright me fir, but vouchfafe me 
hearing.My Vnckle,glad ofyourkindneffe to me and 
milde vfage (for fo I made it to him) hath in pitty of 
your declining fortunes, prouidedaplace foryouat 
Court, of worth and credite 5 which fo much oucr- 
ioyedme ■■■■ 
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Huf.O ut on thee filth, ouer and ouerioyed. 

When Imc in torment. fpurns her. 

Thou pollititke whore, fubtiller then nine Diitels, • 
wasthisthy iourny to Nuncke, tofetdowne thchi- 
ftory of me, my ftate and fortunes : 

Shall I, that dedicated my felfetopleafure, bee now 
confinde infcruicero crouch and ftand like anolde 
man i th hams,my hat off I that could neuer abide 10 
vneouer my head i’th Church, bafe flur, thisfruite 
beares thy complaints. 

Wife. Oh, heauen knowes, 

Thar my complaints were praifes,and beft words 
Ofyou,and your eftate ; onely my friends 
Knew ofyour morgagde Lands, and werepoffefl 
Ofeuery accident before I came. 

Ifyou fufpeef it but a plot in me, 

To keepe my dowry,or for mine owne good, 

Gr my poore childrens (though it lutes a mother 
ToThew a natural! care in theirfeleefes) 

Yet lie forget my fclfe to calme your blood, 

Confume it,asyour pleafure counfelsyou. 

And all I wifh,eene Clemency affoords, 

Giue me but pleafant lookes and modell words* 

Huf Money whore, money, or He- 

Dr awes his Dagger . Enter a feruant h fitly. - 

What the diueli ? ho w now ? thy hafty newes. 

Ser, May it plcafe you fir. 

HitfWhM ? may I not looke vpon my dagger ? 
Speakcvillaine, or I will execute the point on thee : 
qjjicke, fhort, 

B3 ' Ser , 
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'Ser , Why fir, a gentleman from the Vnincrfity ftjfies 
below to (peake with you. 

H.v/.From the Vniuerlity . ? fo,Vniuerfity, 

That long word runs through me. Exit. 

Wtfe.Was euer Wife lo wretchedly belet ? 

Had not this newes ftept in betweene,the point 
Had oflfercd.violence vnto my breft. 

That which lomc women call great mifery. 

Would (hew but little here : would fcarfe be leene 
Among my miferies : I may compare 
For wretched fortunes,with all Wiues that are. 
Nothing will pleafe him ,vntiil all he nothing. 

He calles it flauery to be preferd , 

A place oferedice^a bafe feruitude. 

What (hall become of me, and my poore children ? 
Two here, and one at nur(e,my pretty beggers, 

I fee how ruine with a palfie hand 
Begins to fhake the ancient feat to duft : 

The heauy weight of forrow,drawes my lids 
Ouer my dankilh eyes : I can fcarfe fee $ 

Thus greefe will laft,it wakes and fleepes with me, 
Enter the Husband with the M after of the Colledge , 
Huf, Pleafe you draw neerc fir,y’arc exceeding 
welcome. 

Mai.Th&ts my doubt, I feare I come not to be wel- 
come. 

Huf. Y es ,ho wfoeuer. 

Mai.Txi not my faftnon fir, to dwell in long circum- 
ftance, but to beplaine andeffedtuall; therefore to 
the purpofe. 

The 
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The eaufe of my fetting foortb, was pittious Sc la- 
mentable ; that hopefull young gentleman your bro- 
ther,whofe vertues we all loue deerely, through your 
default and vnnaturail negligence, lies in bond execu- 
ted for your debt, a prifoner, all his (Indies amazed, 
his hope ftrook dead, and the pride of his yomhmuf. 
fled in thefe darke clouds of oppreffiom 
#0/iHum,huro,hutn. 

Muift. Oh you haue kild the towardeft hope of all 
our Vniuerfity, wherefore without repentance and a- 
mends,expeft pandorus and fuddaine iudgmentsto 
fall gricuoufly vpon you; your brother, a man who 
profited in hisdiuipe imployments, -and might haue 
ronde- ten thoufand (bules fit for heauen,novv by your 
careleffecourfes caftinprifon, which you mirftan- 
fwere for, and afiiire your fpirit it will come home as 
length. Huf Oh God, oh. 

Ma . Wife men thinke ill of yoi^othcrs-fpeake ill of 
yoiimo manloties you, nay^ucntfibfe whom hone- 
% condemnes, condcmne you : and take this from 
the verruous affe&ion I beare your brother, nfcuer 
looke for profperous hourc, goodthoughr, quiet 
fleepes, contentedwalkes, nor any thing that makes 
man perfected you redeemehim: Wbatisyour an- 
(wer.how will you beftow him ? vpon defperate mife- 
ry, or betcer bopes ? I fuffer till I heare youranfwere. 

Huf.$\r , you haue much wrought with me, I feele 
you in my foule.you are your artes mafler, 

I ncuerfaad fence til now; your fillables haue cleft me 
Both for your words and pains I thanke you:I cannot 

but 
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blit acknowledge greeuous wrongs, done to my bro= 
ther,mighty,mighty,mighty wrongs. 

Within there. 

Enter a feruingman. 

Huf.Y&\ me a bo wle of w me. Alas poore brother, 
Bruifed with an execution for my fake. 

Ma.A bruifeindeed makes many a mortall (ore, 
Till the graue cure them. Enter with wine. 

Hif. Sir,I begin to you, y’aue chid your welcome? 

Mr. I could haue wifht it better for your fake, 

I pledge you fir, to the kinde man in prifon. 

^fe/Lctitbefo. 

How Sir, if you (o pleafe to fpend but a few minutes 
in walking about my grounds below, my man fhall 
heere attend you : I doubt not but by that time to be 
furnifhtofa fiifficient anfwere, and therein my Bro- 
ther fully facisfied. 

Mr.Good fir, in that the Angels would be pleafed, 
and the worlds murmures calmd, and 1 fhould fay I 
fet foorth then vpon a lucky day. Exit. 

Huf. Oh thou confuled man,thy pleafant fins hauc 
vndone thee, thy damnation has beggerd thee, that 
heauen fhould fay we muft not fin, and yet made wo- 
men : giues our fences way to finde pleafure, which 
being found, confounds vs, why lhould wee know 
thofe things fb much mifufe vs ? Oh would vertuc 
had beenc forbidden, wee fhould then hauc prooued 
all vertuous, for tis our blood to loue what wee are 
forbidden; had not drunkennefle beene forbidden, 
what man would haue beene foole to a beaft, and za- 
ny 
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ny to a fwine,to (hew tricks in- the mire, what is there 
in three Dice, to make a man draw thrice three thou- 
fand acres into the compafle of a little round table, 
and with thegentlcmans palfie in the hand (hake out 
his pofierity, thceues, or beggers ; cis done, I hauc 

don t lfaith .* terrible, horrible mifery. -how 

well was I left,very well, very well. 

My Lands (hewed like a full Moone about me, but 
now theMoone’s in the laft quarter, waining, wai- 
^ arri mad to thinke that Moone was mine ; 
mine and my fathers, and my fore-fathers generati- 
ons,gencrations,downe goes the houfeofvs, down, 
downe it finkes : How is the name a beggar, begsin 
me that name which hundreds of y cares has made 
this ihiere famous-; in me and my pofierity runs 'out. 

In my feedc fiuc are made miferablc befides my 
felfe, my ry ot is now my brothers iaylor, my Wiues 
fishing, my three boyespenurie, and mine own con* 
fufiony— ~ ■ I jjov boo ni 

Heteareshis baire. -,d 01 v.' - rb 
Whyfitmyhairesvppn mycurfedhcad ? ?, 

Will not this poyfonfeatter them flph my brother's 
In execution among diuelsdiat fttetch himii 1 1.- -.is 

And make him giufc * and 3 m want, . : - , r f 1 3 r. ;jc, ? 
Hotablefortoliuc.nortoredeemchim.vYsi r • ' 
Diuincs and dying men, may talke of hell, i 

But in my heart her feueran torments dwells ii no 
Siauery and mifery.- Who in jdiis cafe . 3brif:o3 .v c'. ’ 
Would not take vp money vponhis foule f 
Pawnehisfaluation,Uue at intereft 

' C I 



n 
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I, that did euer in aboundance dwells 
For me to wan t,exceeds the throwes of hell. 

Enter hts little fonne^with a top and f courge. 

<?wt.Whac aile you father, are you not well.I can- 
not fcourge my top as long as yon ftand fo : you take 
vp all the roome with your wide legs, puh, you can- 
not make me affraid with this,I feare no vizards, nor 
bugbcares. 



o a 



He takes f up the child by the skirts of his long coate in one 
> hand,and dr awes his dagger with the other. 

HufX p fir,for heere thou haft no inheritance left. 
Sonne. Oh what will you do father, I am your white 
b °y- Jlrikeshim* 

i Buf. Thou (halt be my fed boy,take that. 

Son. Oh you hurt me father. 

HufMy eldeft beggar,thou fhalt not Hue to aske an 
vfurer bread, to cry at a great mans gate* or follow, 
good your Honor by a Coach,no,nor your brother: 
tis charity to braine you. 

Son. How fhali Ilearne,now my head's broke ? 
//tf.Bleed, bleed, rather then beg, beg, fiabshim. 

Be not thy names difgrace: 

Spurne thou thy fortunes firftjif they be bafe : 
Come view thy fecond brother .- Fates, 

My childrens bloud fhali (pin into your faces, 
YoHfhallfee, 

How confidently we (come beggery. 

■ >• s , Exitwithhisfonne. 

Enter a maid with a chUdeinber armes } the 
l S Mother 
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Mother by her ajlepe. 

M.Slcep fweet babc,forrow makes thy mother flecp, 
It boades frnall good when hcauineffe fals fo deepe, 
Hufij pretty boy, thy hopes might haue bene better, , 
T is loft at Dice, what ancient honour won, 

Hard when the father plaies away the Sonne : 
Nothing but mifery ferues in thishoufe, 

Ruine and defolation 5 oh. 

» . Hi - - 

Enter Husband with the boy : bleeding . 

Huf. Whore, giue me that boy. 

he flriues with her for the childe. 
Maid.Qh hclpe,hclpe, out alas,murder,murder. 
Huf. Pne you goffiping,pratingfturdyqucane, 
lie breake your clamour with your uecke, 

Downe ftaircs j tumble,tumble,headlong. 

He throwes her downe. 

So, the fureft way to charrae a womans tongue, 

Is breake-her necfcc,a Pobrnwa^itr - - 
^.Mother, mother, I am kild mother. 

His wife awakes, and catcheth up the youngeft-. 
who’s that cride ? Oh me my children, 
Both,botb,both ;bloudy,bloudy. 
i?«/Strumpet,let go the boy, let go the beggar. 
Wife. Oh my fweete husband. 
tftf/Filth, Harlot. 

Wife. Oh what will you do deerehusband f 
Huf, Giuc me the baftard. 
wife. Y our owne fweete boy. 

Htf/.Thcrc are too many beggers. 

C 2. wije * 
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Wife. Good my husband. 

% ^^r ucntraM,? ' 

Wtfe.Oh my dcare boy;. 

^/TBrat a thou (halt not hue to fhame thy houfe 

/^.Oh hcauen. she is hurt and Jinks down* 

^/TAnd peri(h 3 now be gone, 7 ^ 

Ther s whores enow, arid want would make thee one. 

r n , r VA , Enter Alu flyferuam. 

*w.Oh lir,what deeds are thefe ? 
flaue 3 iny vaffaile, 

5“ : ?*l lou bctvveeft cmy fury to queftion me ? 

HuCuTa y ° U tHe ? Uell>I wouId hold you fin 
^/.HoJd me ? preemption, lie vndo thee for it. 
Ser .Sbloud, you haue vndonc vs all fir. 

Huf.Tue, at thy Maftcr ? 

f Ser *Tug at amonftcr; 

1 nopowcryrtrall my fl a „e f etter rae ? 
^/.Nay then thcdiuell wraftles.I am thrownc. 

Husband ouer comes him. 

' 

Hnjr. Oh villain., now lie tug thcc, now lie leare 
thee, fet quick, (purs to my valTaik, bruize bimjram- 
P 1 ' think, thou wilt not follow me foS 

My horf. Hands ready fadled,away,awa y “ “ 

How to my brat at nurfe,my fucking begger . 

Hates, Ik not leaucyouonc to trampklne. 

The. 



i 
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The Matter meetes him. 

Mr. How ift with you fir,me-thinks you looke of a ’ 
diftrafted colour. 

Huf.Who I fir,tis but your fancy, 

Pleafcyou walke in fir, and lie foonerefolue you, 

I want one filial) part to make vp thefum. 

And then my brother (hall reft fatisfied. 

Mr. 1 (hall be glad to fee it a fir lie attend you. 

> . 1 Exeunt ». 

•SVr.Qft ,1 am fcarfe able to Heaue vp my felfe. 

He has »o bruizd me with his diucllifh waight. 

And tome my flefh with his bloud-hafty fpur, 

A man before of eafie conftitution, 

Till nowhels power fupplied; to hisfoules wrong, 

Oh how damnation can make weake men ftrong. 



Enter Matter and two feruantsi 
Ser.Oh the moftpittious deed fir fin ce you came. 
Adeadly greetingjhath helumd vp thefe. 

To fatisfie his brother ? heere’s another. 

And by thebleeding infants.the dead mother. 

Wife. Oh, oh. 

^.Surgeons, Surgeonsjflierecouers life, 

One of his men all faint and bloudied. 

i.SmFolloWjOur murderous Maftcr has tooke 
Horfc to kill his childe at m*rfe,eh follow quickly. . 
Mr.l am the readieft.it fhall be my charge 

Toraift the Towrie vpon him. 

Exit Matt er and [eruants. 

Good fiL-foltow him. 

C % Wife- 
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Wife.Oh my children. 

i.JVr.Howisttwith my moft afflifted Miftris? 
wife : Why do I now recouer ? why halfc liuc ? 

1 o lee my children bleed before mine eies, 

A fight, able to kill a Mothers breaft without an exe- 
cutioner j what.art thou mangled too f 

jinking to preuent what his quicke mif- 
chieies had fo foone a£lcd,came andrufhtvpon him. 
We ltrugledjbut a fowler ftrength then his 
Ore-threw me with his armes, then did he bruize me 
And rent my fleth,and robd me of my haire. 

Like a man mad in execution. 

Made me vnfit to rife and folio w him. 

Wife.yVhat is ithasbeguildehim of all grace? 

And ftole away humanity from his breft, 

To flay his children, purpofed to kill his wife, 

And fpoile his feruants. 

Enter two feruants. 

^&7.Pleafcyou leaue this accurfed place, 
Afurgeon waites within. 

Wife. Willing to leaue it. 

Tis guilty of fwcete bloud,innocent bloud. 

Murder hath tookc this chamber with full hands. 

And will not out as long as the houfe ftands. 

Exeunt . 

Enter Husband,as being throwne of bis 
Horfe.andfalles. 

Huf.Oh {tumbling Iadc,the fpauin ouertake thee. 
The fifty difeafes flop thee 5 
Oh,Iamfbrely bruifde, plague founder thee. 



Thou 
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Thou runft at cafe and plcafure,hart of chance, 

To throw me now,within a flight o'th T owne, 

In fuch plainc ccuen ground, 

Sfoot, a man may dice vpon it, and throw away the 
Medovves,ah filthy beaft. 

Cry within. 

Follow, follow, follow. 

Huf Ha ? I heare founds of men, like hew and cry, 
Vp,vp,and ftruggle to thy horfe,make cm, 

Difpatch that httlc begger.and all’s done. 

Cry within. 

Hcere,this way, this way. 

tf«/'.Atmybacke?oh, 

What fate haue I, my limbes deny me to go, 

My will is bated, beggery claimcs apart, 

Oh could I heare reach to the infants heart. 

Enter Mailer of the Co Hedge, three Gentle- 

rnin ~ ^y>doihej s w ith Ho Werdst 

^//.Heeredieere.yonder, yonder. 

Ma. V nnaturall, flinty , more then barbarous, 

The Scythians in their marble hearted fates. 

Could not haue atted more remorfeleffe deeds 
In their relentlcflc natures, then thefe of thine t 
Was this the anfwcr I long waited on. 

The fatisfa&ion for thy priloncd brother ? 

Huf He can haue no more of vs, then our skins. 
And fome of them want but fteaing. 
i.Gent: Great finnes haue made him impudent. 
^ 4 .Has fhed fo much blood that he cannot Wuffl. 

i.Gent. 
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aG^Away withhitu, bearchimtothelufticcs 
A gentkmanQfworfhip dwels at hand, J 

There fhall his deeds be blazed. 

Huf .Why all the better. 

My glory tis to hauc my affion known., 

I green, for nothing, but I roift ofonc. 

away, Exeunt. 

Enter a. Knight with two or three Gentlemen ‘ 

cM& E " da " SCredr ° hls Wtfe. murdered his 

l.Gent.So the cty goes. 

Knight. I am forryl ere knew him, 

That eucr he tooke life and naairall being 

a ." honourC£i ftocke,and faire difeent, 

I ill this blacke minute without ftaine or bleraifli! 

i.G«tf.Heerecomc the men. 



Enter the Matter of the Co. Hedge >wd the reft 
with the prif oner. 

, Knight. The Serpent of his houfe : Ime forrv for 
this tunc, that I am in place of iufticc, 

Mr. Pica fe you fir. 

7 G?^f .Do not repeate it twice,! know too much, 
Vyould it had nere bene thought on. 

Sir,I bleed for you. 

i .Gwr. Your fathers forrowes are aliue in me ; 
What made you (hew fuch monftrous cruelty f 
&ttj . In a word fir. 



william Shakespeare A Yorkshire Tragedy (stc 22341) lon 



A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

I haue confumd all, plaid away long acre, 

And I thought it the charibleft deed I could do, 

' To cuffen bcggery,and knock my houfe o’th head. 

Kni. I do not thinke but in to morrowes judgment 
The terror will fit clofer to your fbule. 

When the dread thought of death remembers you, 
To further which,take this fad voyce from me, 
Neuer was a&e plaid more vnnaturally. 

Huf. I thanke you fir. 

Knight.Goe leade him to the Iaylc, 
v Where iuftice claimes all, there muft pitty failc. 
i^Come, come, away with me. 

Exit prif oner. 

Mr. Sir, you deferue the worfhip ofyour place, 
Would all did fo,in you the law is grace. 

Knight.lt is my with it fhould befoj 
Ruinous manjthedefolation of his houfe. 

The blot vpon his prcdeceffors honord name : 

- That- man ia nccrcft ft ia ine th -at^-pgfffh a m e . 

Exit. 

Enter Husband with the Officers s The M after and Gen- 
tlemen^ going by his houfe. 

Huf.' I am right againft my houfe,feate of my ancc- 
ftors 5 1 heare my wife’s aliue, bucmuch endangered j 
let me intreate tofpeake with her before the prifon 
gripe me. 1 

Enter his Wife fir ought in a Chaire. 

Gent. See heere,fhe comes of f»£r felfe. 

Wife. Oh my fvvcetc husband, my deere diftreffed 
husband, now in the hands of vnrelentinglawes ; my 

D grea- 
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greateft forrow, my extreme!! bleeding j now my 
Joule bleeds. 

Hj/I Hbtwnow kindc to me ? did not I wound 
thee.ieaue thee for dead ? 

Wifc.'X lit ,farre> greater wounds did my breft feele, 
V nkindnefle ftnkes a deeper wound then ftcele, 

You hauebeene ftiil vnkinde to me. 

Huf. Faith, and fo I thinke 1 haue $ 

I did my murders roughly out of hand, 

Defperate and fuddaine,but thou haft deuiz’d 
A fine way now to kill mee,thou haft giuen mine eies 
Seauen wounds a peece - 3 now glides thediuell from 
Me.departs at euery ioynt,heaues vp my nailes. 

Oh catch him new torments ,that were nere inuented 
Bindehim one thoufand more you blcffed Angels, 
In that bottomleffe pit,let him not rife 
To make men a&e vnnaturall tragedies, 

To fpread into a Father, and in fury. 

Make him his childrens executioners. 

Murder his wife, his feruants, and who not ? 

For that mans darke,where heauen is quite forgot. 

Wife. Oh my repentant husband. 

Hu. My deare foule,whom I too much haue wrongd 
For death I die,and for this haue I longed. 

Wife. Thou lhouldft not (be aflured) for thefc faults 
Die, if the law could forgiue as foone as I. 



children laid out. 
HufYJ hat fight is yonder? 

Wife , Oh, our two bleeding boyes 



Laid 
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Laid foorthvpon the threshold. 



& u f‘ Heers weight enough m make a hartiri™’ 
lt b la i vfullrhat yo iir pretty foulcs S 

Might lookc from heauen into your fathers eyes 

And\t°h dy ° 'V h T ni ' Cn 'S Utfesra 'i' 

And both your murders (Wtc vpon my cheics 

But you arcpaying in the AngcUW y 1 

And will not Iooke on me. 

Who void of grace, kildyou in beggery. 

t ru* i j , mi 8 lltm y wifhes now attainc, 

I fhoiildthcnwifh you liuing were againe • 

Though I did beg with you,whi c h thing I feard 
Oh tWas ; the enemy my eyes fo bleard. 

Oh wou d you could pray heauen me to forgiue, - 
That will vnto my end repentant liue. 

Officer .t-iomeTwilI you goc ? 

K . Hu fl} c 1“?® b,oud 1 fpilt,and then lie goe. 

My foule :is bloudied,we!l may my lips be fo. 

Farwell deere Wife, now thou and I muft part, 
lot thy wrongs, repent me with my heart. 
wife. Oh flay, thou (halt not goc. 

Huf. Thu's but in vaine,you fee it muft be fo. 
rarwell yc bloudy afhes of my boyes 3 
My p uni foments are their eternall ioyes. 

Let euery father looke well into my deeds. 

And then their heirs may profper, while mine bleeds. 
Exeunt Husband "with officers , 
IVift.Motc wretched am I now in this diftrefle, 

D 2 Then 
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Then former forrowes made me. 

Mr . Ohkindc Wife, be comforted, 

Oneioy isyctvnmurdered, . 

You haue a boy atNurfe,yo.ur ioye : sin him. 

rw/V.Dearer then all is my poore husbands lire -r 
Heauen giue my body ftrength .which yet is faint 
With much expence of blood, and I will kneeje, 
Sueforhis life, number vjull my friends, 
to plead for pardon for my deare husoands life f 
3/r.Was it in man to wound fo kinde a creature ? 
lie cuer praife a woman for thy fake. ^ 

I muft returnc with griefe,my anfwer s let, 

I (ball bring newesweighesheauier then the debt. 

tvyo brothers .5 one in bond lies ouerthrowne 

This, on a deadlier execution. 
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